Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on Hbrary shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http : //books . google . com/| 





^' 



?' 



-^ 

X 



ON THE FACE OF 



THE WATERS 



A TALE OF THE MUTINY 



BY 



FLORA ANNIE STEEL 

AUTHOR OF "MISS STUART'S LEGACY," "THE 
FLOWER OF forgiveness/' ETC., ETC. 









Hew Corli 
THE MACMILLAN COMPANY 

1897 



Copyright, 1896, 

BY 

PAUL R. REYNOLDS. 



Copyright, 1897, 



BY 



THE MACMILLAN COMPANY. 



Pint Edition January, 1897. Reprinted January 20, January 25, January 30, Feb- 
niary 8, February 20, Marchljt^ ^a|ch ^5^ March 25, April i, April 95, May 25, 
July I, 1897. ^ '*' ^ f D 7 












• • • 

• • • 






• • • 



THE MRRSHON COMPANY PRKS5, 
RAHWAY, N. J. 



PREFACE. 



A WORD of explanation is needed for this boc^ viuch, 
in attempting to be at once a story and a histan% proba- 
bly fails in either aim. 

That, however, is for the reader to sa}-. As the whuar. 
I have only to point out where my histor}- ends, my 
story begins, and clear the i^-ay for criticism. Briefly, 
then, I have not allowed fiction to interfere niiih fact in 
the slightest degree. The reader may rest assured thai 
every incident bearing in the remotest degree on the 
Indian Mutiny, or on the part i^-hich real men took in it, 
is scrupulously exact, even to the date, the hour, the 
scene, the very weather. Nor have I allowed the actuai 
actors in the great tragedy to sa^' a word regarding it 
which is not to be found in the accounts of eye-witnesses, 
or in their own writings. 

In like manner, the account of the sham court at Delhi 
— ^which I have drawn chiefly from the lips of those who 
saw it — is pure history; and the picturesque group of 
schemers and dupes — ^all of whom have passed to their 
account — did not need a single touch of fancy in its pre- 
sentment Even the story of Abool-Bukr and Xewasi 
is true; save that I have supplied a cause for an estrange- 
ment, which undoubtedly did come to a companionship of 
which none speak eviL So much for my facts. 

Regarding my fiction: An Englishwoman uHis con- 
cealed in Delhi, in the house of an Afghan, and suixeeded 
in escaping to the Ridge just before the siege. I have 
imagined another; that is all. I mention this because it 
may possibly be said that the incident is incredible. 

And now a word for my title. I have chosen it because 
when you ask an uneducated native of India why the 
Great Rebellion came to pass, he will, in nine cases out 
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of ten, reply, "God knows I He sent a Breath into the 
World." From this to a Spirit moving on the face of 
the Waters is not far. For the rest I have tried to give 
a photograph — that i^, a picture in which the differentia- 
tion caused by color is left out — of a time which neither 
the fair race or the dark race is ever likely to quite for- 
get or forgive. 

That they may come nearer to the latter is the object 
with which this book has been written. 

F. A. Steel. 
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BOOK I. 
THISTLEDOWS ASD GOSSAMER. 



CHAPTER I. 
goixg! ocunc! ooxe! 

" Going! Going! Gone! ** 

The Western plira«f tsdaoed cnrtr tie Ea«l<m «oene 
without a trace of donbt in it* cahn afcwair^j^tir/n ^^ fijxsJilr, 
It 1%-as foUowed bv a panfte. dtariri^ wlticb.. dtiig^il^ tibt 
crowd thronging the B-ide plani. tin* cntly Tt:c^4irtfci«L!Ar 
sound '»~as the rex^ed ^-awning purr <j\ a ti^t^r imijjral-ktrl i<^ 
its prer. It shuddered thruugh tht- »tt««httke.. «tT»t^-di v 
out of keeping with the muktlude uT nwMi giitU*ir»i<l v> 
gether in silent securitx : liut on tltttt Wl<tr«:li ♦•v*n»itk^ *>f 
the 3-eaT 1856, when the long «^Kldv•w^ ot th» *iitrrMWi<Ut*^ 
tre«; bad begtui to inx'adt tin- •*iMiiltt k.viiU- ^»t ^r1i^^ l>v 
the rirer. at Luckiiuv . thtr kiwlv (l«.-p«^c-<l l<.it»l[: '-^^ ^>u<l*' «i 
menagerie waf being au'rtiitiicd. l» ltfi<i k»Uv^^«-*<l iti' hih 
other profierty to th*.- Ijaitini^rr. atK^ *i p^^i*-*^-^ N^Jitl' ^ Vk 
of ^ild beast'j. wai- watlhig uuabifilU> ^or it <:Wtii;* ot 
masierE. 

" Going! Going! Gt/i*^*' '* 

Those tliree caUilUUv *vurr<i> $iiihl/Oktl' ^>! i* whol* 
hemispliereV^ grwl of f>;iij J^<! JU»^ Hau«t-nwl lUt 
prciprietarx rigliu m ar olW iusWr ^JfjH^aii^ i*'' th^ Miin 
of eighteenpenv^ Jt i^ j.f</ ^^ t^ii- K*"*^" ^" ^\. ^'^ ^^ 
lei'iatten. ev^. r \m \m Utu' ^^ xln ^^^^ *^^' ^•'^' w*^ 
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new owner .lodtc'cd'aP his purchase distastefully, and 
even ihe auclt^n^i" sought support in a gulp of brandy 
and w^ter.*-" " 
;'■. •;-;''J^ctch up them pollies, Tom," he said in a dejected 
; '■wliisper to a soldier, who. with others of the fatigue party 
on duty, was trying to hustle refractory lots into 
position, " They'll be a change after elephants — go off 
lighter like. Tlien there's some of them La Martiniery 
boys comin' down again as ran up the fightin' rams 
this mornin'. Wonder wot the 'ead master said! But 
boys is allowed birds, and Lord knows we want to be a 
bit brisker than we 'ave bin with guj-pulU. But there I 
it's slave-drivin' to screw bids for beasts as eats hunder- 
weights out of poor devils as 'aven't enough for them- 
selves, or a notion of business as business." 

He shook his head resentfully yet compassionately 
over the impassive dark faces around. He spoke as an 
auctioneer; yet he gave expression to a very common 
feeling which in the early fifties, when the commercial 
instincts of the West met the uncommercial ones of the 
East in open market tor the first time, sharpened the an- 
tagonism of race immensely; that inevitable antagonism 
when the creed of one people is that Time is Money, of 
the other that Time is Naught. 

From either standpoint, however, the auction going 
on^down by the river Goomtee was confusing; even to 
those who, knowing the causes which had led up to it — 
the unmentionable atrocities, the crass incapacity on the 
one hand, the unsanctioned treaties and craze for 
civilization on the other — were conscious of a distinct 
flavor of Sodom and Gomorrah, the Ark of the Covenant, 
and the Deluge all combined, as they watched the just 
and yet unjust retribution going on. But such specta- 
tors were few, even in the outer fringe of English onlook- 
ers pausing in their evening drive or ride to gratify their 
curiosity. The long reports and replies regarding the 
annexation of Oude which filled the office boxes of the 
elect were unknown to them, so they took the affair as 
they found it. The King, for some reason salisfaclnry 
to the authorities, had been exiled, majesty being thus 
vested in the representatives of the annexing race: that 
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is, in themselves. A position which comes naturally to 
most Englishmen. 

To the silent crowds closing round the auctioneer's 
table the affair was simple also. The King, for some 
unsatisfactory reason, had been ousted from his own. 
His goods and chattels were being sold. The valuable 
ones had been knocked down, for a mere song — ^just to 
keep up the farce of sale — ^to the Huzoors. The rubbish 
— lame elephants and such like — was being sold to them ; 
more or less against their will, since who could forbear 
bidding sixpence for a whole leviathan? That this was 
in a measure inevitable, that these new-come sahibs were 
bound to supply their wants cheaply when a whole posse 
of carnages and horses, cattle and furniture was thrown 
on an otherwise supplied market, did not, of course, occur 
to those who watched the hammer fall to that strange new 
cry of the strange new master. When does such phil- 
osophy occur to crowds? So when the waning light 
closed each day's sale and the people drifted back city- 
ward over the boat-bridge they were no longer silent. 
They had tales to tell of how much the barouche and 
pair, or the Arab charger, had cost the King when he 
bought it. But then Wajeed Ali, with all his faults, had 
never been a bargainer. He had spent his revenues 
right royally, thus giving ease to many. So one could 
tell of a purse of gold flung at a beggar, another a life 
pension granted to a tailor for inventing a new way of 
sewing spangles to a waistcoat; for there had been no 
lack of the insensate munificence in which lies the 
Oriental test of royalty, about the King of Oude's reign. 

Despite this talk, however, the talkers returned day 
after day to watch the auction ; and on this, the last one, 
the grassy plain down by the Goomtee was peaceful and 
silent as ever save for the occasional cry of an affrighted 
hungry beast. The sun sent golden gleams over th« 
short turf worn to dustiness by crowding feet, and the 
long curves of the river, losing themselves on either side 
among green fields and mango trees, shone like a bur- 
nished shield. On the opposite bank, its minarets show- 
ing fragile as cut paper against the sky, rose the Chutter 
Munzil — the deposed King's favorite palace. Behind it, 
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above the belt of trees dividing the high Residency gar- 
dens from the maze of houses and liovels still occupied 
by the hangers-on to the late Court, the English flag 
drooped lazily in the calm floods of yellow light. For the 
rest, were dense dark groves following the glistening 
curve of the river, and gardens gravely gay in pillars of 
white ckxtm-bacli creeper and cypress, long prim lines of 
latticed walls, and hedges of scarlet hibiscus. Here and 
there above the trees, the dome of a mosque or the mina- 
ret of a mausoleum told that the town of Lucknow, scat- 
tered yet coherent, lay among the groves. The most 
profligate town in India which by one stroke of an Eng- 
lish pen had just been deprived of the raisoti-d'cire of its 
profligacy, and been bidden to live as best it could in 
cleanly, courtless poverty. 

So, already, there were thousands of workmen in it, 
innocent enough panderers in the past to luxurious vice, 
who were feeling the pinch of hunger from lack of 
employment; and there were those past employers 
also, deprived now of pensions and offices, with a bank- 
rupt future before them. But Lucknow had a keener 
grievance than these in the new tax on opium, the drug 
which helps men to bear hunger and bankruptcy; 
so, as the auctioneer said, it was not a place in which to 
expect brisk bidding for wild beasts with large appetites. 
But the parrots roused a faint interest, and the crowd 
laughed suddenly at the fluttering screams of a red and 
blue macaw, as it was tossed from hand to hand, on its 
way to the surprised and reluctant purcliaser who had bid 
a farthing for it out of sheer idleness. 

"■ Another mouth to feed, Shumsim! " jeered a fellow 
butcher, as he literally flung the bird at a neighbor's 
head. " Rather he tJian I," laughed the recipient, con- 
tinuing the fling. " Art.' Shumshu, take thy baby. Well 
caught, brother! but what will thy house say? " 

" That I have made a fat bargain," retorted the big, 
coarse owner coolly, as he wrung the bird's neck, and 
twirled it, a c|uivering tuft of bright feathers and choking 
cries, above his head. " Thou'lt buy no meat . 
farthing a pound, even from my shop, I'll swear, and i 
this bird weighs two, and is delicate as chicken." 
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The Uo^h which ansm>ered the sally held 3 iaint 
scream, not wholly genaine in its ring. Ii oune from the 
edge of the crowd, where tHo English riden had paused 
to see what the fnn was abont. 

" Cmel devils, aren't they, AlBe? " said one. a talL fair 
man whose good looks were at once made and marred 
by heaviness of feature. "Why! you've tmned pale 
despite the rouge ! " His tone was fufl of not over-re- 
spectful Taillery; his bold, bloodshot eyes met his com- 
panion's innocent looking ones with careless admiralion- 

" Don't be a fool, Erlton," she repUed pion^itly; and 
the even, somewhat bard pitch of her voice did not 
match the extreme softness of her smaD. childish face 
" Yoti know I don't rouge; or you ought to. And it was 
horrible, in its way." 

" Only what your ladyship's cook does to your lady- 
ship's fowls," retorted Major Erhon. " You don't «t it 
done, that's all the difference. It is a cmd world. Mrs. 
Gissing, the sex is the cmelest thing in it. and you, as 
I'm always telling you. are the cmelest of your sex." 

His manner was detestable, but little Mrs. Gissing 
laughed ^ain. She had not a fine taste in such matters ; 
perhaps because she had no taste for them at alL So, 
in the middle of the laugh, her attention shifted to the 
big white cockatoo which formed the next loL It had a 
most rumpled and dejected appearance as it tried to keep 
its balance on the ring which the soldier assistant swung 
backward and forward boisterously. 

"Do look at that ridiculous bird!" she exclaimed, 
" Did you ever sec any creature look so foolish? " 

It dad, undoubtedly, with its wrinkled gray evelids 
closed in agonized effort, its clattering gray t^k bobbing 
rhythmically toward its scaly gray legs. It roused the 
auctioneer from his depression into beginning in grand 
style. "Now, then, gentlemen! This is a real treat, 
indeed I A cockatoo, old as Methusalem and twice 
as wise. It speaks. I'll be bound. Says *is prayers — look 
at 'im gemyflexing! and maybe he swears a bit like the 
pest of m. Any gentleman bid a rupee! — a eight annas? 
— a fonr annas? Come, gentlemen ! " 

"One anm," aUkd Mrs. Gissing, with a coquettish 
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nod to the big Major, and a loud aside: " Cruel I may be 
to you, sir, but I'll give that to save the poor brute from 
having its neck wrung." 

" Two annas! " There was a stress of eagerness in the 
new voice which made many in the crowd look whence 
it came, Thespeaker was a lean old man wearing a faded 
green turban, who had edged liiniself close to the auction- 
eer's table and stood with nptumed eyes watching the 
bird anxiously. He had the face of an enthusiast, keen, 
remorseless, despite its look of ascetic patience. 

"Three annas!" Alice Gissing's advance came with 
another nod at her big admirer. 

" Four annas I " The reply was quick as an echo. 

A vexed surprise showed on the pretty babyish face. 
" " What an impertinent wretch ! Eight annas— do you 
hear? — eight annas! " 

The auctioneer bowed effusively. " Eight annas bid 

for a cockatoo as says " he paused cautiously, far 

the bidding was brisk enough without exaggeration. 
" Eight annas once — twice — CxMOg! going " 

" One rupee! " 

Mrs. Gissing gave a prtnlant jag to her rein. "Oh! 
come away, Erlton, my charity doesn't run to rupees." 

But her companion's face, never a very amiable one, 

had darkened with temper. " D n the impudent 

devil," he muttered savagely, before raising his volc^ i-' 
call: "Two rupees! " 

" Five! " There was no hesitation still ; only an almost 
clamorous anxiety in the worn old voice. 

" Ten! " Major Eriton's had lost its first heat, and set- 
tled into a dull decision which made the auctioneer turn 
to him, hammer in hand. Yet the echo was not wanting. 

" Fifteen! " 

The Englishman's horse backed.as If its master's hand 
lay heavy on the bit. There was a pause, during which 
that shuddering cough of the hungrj- tiger quavered 
through the calm flow! ot sunshine, in wliich the crowd 
stood silently, patiently. 

" Fifteen rupees," began the auctioneer reluctantly, his 
sympathies outraged, " Fifteen once, twice " 
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Then Alice Gissing laughed. The woman's laugh of 
derision which is responsible for so much. 

** Fifty rupees," said Major Erlton at once. 

The old man in the green turban turned swiftly; turned 
for the first time to look at his adversary, and in his face 
was intolerant hatred mingled with self-pity; the look of 
one who, knowing that he has justice on his side, knows 
also that he is defeated. 

** Thank you, sir," caught up the auctioneer. " Fifty 
once, twice, thrice! Hand the bird over, Tom. Put it 
down, sir, I suppose, with the other things? " 

Major Erlton nodded sulkily. He was already be- 
ginning to wonder why he had bought the brute. Mean- 
while Tom, still swinging the cockatoo derisively, had 
jumped from the table into the crowd round it as if the 
sea of heads was non-existent; being justified of his rash- 
ness by its prompt yielding of foothold as he elbowed his 
way outward, shouting for room good-naturedly, and 
answered by swift smiles and swifter obedience. Yet 
both were curiously silent; so that Mrs. Gissing's voice, 
wondering what on earth Herbert was going to do with 
the creature now that he had bought it, was distinctly 
audible. 

** Give it to you, of course," he replied moodily. 
" You can wring its neck if you choose, Allie. You are 
cruel enough for that, I dare say." The thought of the 
fifty rupees wasted was ranking fiercely; fifty rupees! 
when he would be hard put to it for a penny if he didn't 
pull off the next race. Fifty rupees! because a woman 
laughed ! 

But Mrs. Gissing was laughing again. " I shan't 
do anything of the kind. I shall give it to your wife, 
Major Erlton. I'm sure she must be dull all alone; and 
then she loves prayers!" the absolute effrontery of the 
speech was toned down by her indifferent expression. 
" Here, sergeant! " she went on, " hold the bird up a bit 
higher, please, I want to see if it is worth all that money. 
Gracious! what a hideous brute! " 

It was, in truth; save for the large gold-circled eyes, 
like strange gems, which opened suddenly as the swing- 
ing cea««d. They seemed to look at the dainty little 
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figure taking it in; and then, in an instant, the dejected 
feathers were afluff, the wings outspread, the flame- 
colored crest, unseen before, raised like a fierj- flag as the 
bird gave an ear- piercing scream. 

" Dccti! Dccti! Futteh Mohammed." (For the Faith! 
For the Faith! Victory to Mohanimed.) 

The war cry of the fiercest of all faiths was unmistak- 
able; the first two syllables cutting the air, keen as a 
knife, the last with the blare as of a trumpet in them. 
And following close on their heels came an indescribable 
sound, hke the answering vibration of a church to the 
last deep organ-note. It was a taint murmur from the 
crowd till then so silent. 

" D n the bird! Hold it back, man! Loosen the 

curb. Allie, for God's sake, or the brute will be over with 
you! " 

Herbert Eriton's voice was sharp with anxiety as he 
reined liis own horse savagely out of the way of his com- 
panion's, which, frightened at the unexpected commotion, 
wan rearinj; badly. 

"All righl." she called; there was a little more color 
on Iter cliild-like face, a firmer set of her smiling mouth: 
that wa» all. Itut the hunting crop she carried fell in one 
«avA(;e cut afler another on the startled horse's quarters. 
It |ilunf({'d niailly, only In meet the bit and a dig of the 
•pur, Sii, afler two nr three luiavailing attempts to un- 
■irat her, il iitiinil Ktill with pricked ears and protesting 
iiKirtK. 

" Well »at, Allie! iJy George, you can ride! I do like to 
»rr filnck in a wnnian; especially in a pretty one." The 
Majifr'ii iriTiper hihI hlit fears had vanished alike in his 
Mdfiilrulion, Mrs. (tiRiiing looked at him curiously. 

" hid you think I was a coward?" she asked iighdy; 
iifiil Ihrn iilic InUK'""''' " l'"i '"« so bad as all that. But 
fniikl TIhti- Jrt your wife coming along in the new vic- 
lortii H'« nil awfully ntylisli turn-out, Herbert; I wish 
'iUalriK would Kive nic one like il. I suppose she has 
bfii In I'Intrcli, It'* Lent or sonielhing. isn't it? Any- 
h**w, •llP run Inke that «crcaminK beast home." 

" V»ii('fr iiiil — " bcRBn the Major, but Mrs. Gissing 
li«ll NlrMily rlildffd up to the carriage, making it ii 
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blc for the solitary occupant to avoid giving the order to 
stop. She was rather a pale woman, who leaned listlessly 
among the cushions. 

" Good evening, Mrs. Erlton," said the little lady, 
'* been, as you see, for a ride. But we were thinking of 
you and hoping you would pray for us in church." 

Kate Erlton*s eyebrows went up, as they had a trick 
of doing when she was scornful. " I am only on my way 
thither as yet," she replied; " so that now I am aware of 
your wishes I can attend to them." 

The obvious implication roused the aggressor to 
greater recklessness. "Thanks! but we really deserve 
something, for we have been buying a parrot for you. 
Erlton paid a whole fifty rupees for it because it said its 
prayers and he thought you would like it! " 

" That was very kind of Major Erlton," — there was 
a fine irony in the title, — " but, as he knows, I'm not fond 
of things with gay feathers and loud voices." 

The man, listening, moved his feet restlessly in his 
stirrups. It was too bad of Allie to provoke these spar- 
ring matches. Foolish, too, since Kate's tongue was 
sharp when she chose to rouse herself. None sharper, in 
his opinion. 

" If you don't want the bird," he interrupted shortly, 
" tell the groom to wring its neck." 

Mrs. Gissing looked at him, her reproachful blue eyes 
perfect wells of simplicity. " Wring its neck ! How can 
you, when you paid all that money to save it from being 
killed! That is the real story, Mrs. Erlton; it is 
indeed " 

He interrupted his wife's quick glance of interest im- 
patiently. " The main point being that I had, or shall 
have to pay fifty rupees — ^which I must get. So I must 
be off to the racecourse if I don't want to be posted. I 
ought to have been there a quarter of an hour ago; 
should have been but for that confounded bird. Are you 
coming, Mrs. Gissing, or not? " 

" Now. Eriton! " she replied, " don't be stupid. As if 
he didn't know, Mrs. Erlton, that I am every bit as much 
interested as be is in the match with that trainer man! — 
what's his name, Erlton? Grevman — ^isn't it? I have 
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endless gloves on it, sir, so of course I'm coming to see 
fair play." 

' Major Erlton shot a rapid glance at her, as i( to see 
what she really meant; then nuitlered something angrily 
about chaff as. wiih a dig of his heels, he swung his 
horse round to the side of hers. 

Kate Erlton watched their figures disappear behind 
the trees, then turned indifferently to the groom who was 
waiting (or orders with the cockatoo. But she started 
visibly in finding herself face to face with a semi-circle 
of spectators which had gathered about the figure of an 
old man in a fa<led green turban who stood close beside 
the grootn. and who. seeing her turn, salaamed, and with 
clasped hands began an appeal of some sort. So much 
she gathered from his bright eyes, his tone; but no more, 
and all unconsciously she drew back to the furthest cor- 
ner of the carriage, as if to escape from what she did not 
understand, and therefore did not like. That, indeed, 
was her attitude toward all things native. Yet at times, 
as now, she felt a dim regret at her own ignorance. 
What did he want? What were they thinking of, those 
(lark, incomprehensible faces closing closer and closer 
rutmd her? What could they be thinking of, uncivil- 
ue<l, heathen, as they were? tied to hateful, horrible be- 
liefs and customs, unmentionable thoughts; so the innate 
repulsion of the alien overpowered her dim desire to be 
Icind. 

" Drive on I " she called in her clear, soft voice, " drive 
on to the church." 

The grooms, new taken from ro\-al employ, — for the 
victoria had l>cen one of the spoils of the auction, — began 
their arrogant shouting to the crowd; the coachman, 
treating it also in royal fashion, cut at his horses regard- 
' less of their plunging. So after an instant's scurry and 
I flurry, a space was cleared, and the carriage rolled off. 
^ The old man. left standing alone, looked after it silently 
for a moment, then flnng his arms sk}'A\-ard. 

"(1 (lod. rewanl them! reward them to the uttermost!" 
The appeal, however, seemed too indefinite for solace, 
and he turned for closer sympathy to the crowd. " The 
bird is mine, brothers! I lent it to the King, to teach his 
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the Cry-of-Faith that I had taught it. But the Huzoors 
would not Hsten, or they would not understand. It was 
a little thing to them! So I brought all I had, thinking 
to buy mine own again. But yonder hell-doomed infidel 
hath it for nothing — for he paid nothing; and here — here 
is my money ! " He drew a little bag from his breast and 
held it up with shaking hand. 

"tor nothing!" echoed the crowd, seizing on what 
interested it most. " For sure he paid nothing." 

The murmur, spreading from man to man in doubt, 
wonder, assertion, was interrupted by a voice with the re- 
sonance and calm in it of one accustomed to listeners. 
" Nay ! not for nothing. Have patience. The bird may 
yet give the Great Cry in the house of the thief. I, 
Ahmed-oolah, the dust of the feet of the Most High, say 
it. Have patience. God settles the accounts of men." 

*' It is the Moulvie," whispered some, as the gaunt, 
hollow-eyed speaker moved out of the crowd, a good 
head and shoulders taller than most there. ** The 
Moulvie from Fyzabad. He preaches in the big Mosque 
to-night, and half the city goes to hear him." The 
whispering voices formed a background to the recurring 
cry of the auctioneer, "Going! Going! Gone!" as lot 
after lot fell to the hammer, while the crowd listened to 
both, or drifted cityward with the memory of them linger- 
ing insistently. 

** Going! Going! Gone! " What was going? Every- 
thing, if tales were true; and there were so many tales 
nowadays. Of news flashed faster by wires than any, 
even the gods themselves, could flash it; of carriages, 
fire-fed, bringing God knows what grain from God knows 
where! Could a body eat of it and not be polluted? 
Could the children read the school books and not be 
apostate? Burning questions these, not to be answered 
lightly. And as the people, drifting homeward in the 
sunset, asked them, other sounds assailed their ears. 
The long-drawn chant of the call to prayer from the 
Mohammedan mosques, the clashing of gongs from the 
Hindoo temples, the solitary clang of the Christian church 
bell. Diverse, yet similar in this, that each called Life 
to face Death, not as an end, but as a beginning; called 
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with more insistence than usual in the church, where a 
special missionary service was being held, at which a 
well-known worker In the vuieyard was to give an ad- 
dress on the duty of a faithful soldier of Christ in a 
heathen land. With greater authority in the mosque also, 
where the Moulvie was to lay down the law for each sol- 
dier of the faith in an age of unbelief and change. Only 
in the Hindoo temples the circhng lights flickered as 
ever, and there was neither waxing nor waning of wor- 
ship as mortality drifted in. and drifted out, hiding the 
rude stone symbol of regeneration with their chaplels of 
flowers; the symbol of Life-in-Death, of Death-in-Life. 
The cult of the Inevitable, 

There was no light in these dark shrines, save the 
circling cresset; none, save the dim reflection of dusk 
from white marble, in the mosque where the Moulvie's 
sonorous voice sent the broad Arabic vowels rebounding 
from dome to dome. Rut in the church there was a 
blaze of lamps, and the soldierly figure at the reading 
desk showed clear to the men and women listening 
leisurely in the cushioned pews. Yet the words were 
stirring enough; there was no lack of directness in them. 
Kate Erlton, resting her chin on her hand, kept her eyes 
on the speaker closely as his voice rose in a 6nal con- 
fession of the faith that was in him. 

" I conceive it is ever the hope and aim of a true 
Christian that his Lord should make him the happy 
instrument of rescuing his neighbor from eternal damna- 
tion. In this belief I find it my duty to be instant in sea- 
son and out of season, speaking to all, sepoys as well as 
civilians, making no distinction of persons or place, since 
wilh the Lord there are no such distinctions. In the 
temporal matters I act under the orders of my earthly 
superior, but in spiritual matters I own no allegiance 
save to Christ. So. in trying to convert my sepoys, I 
act as a Christian soldier under Christ, and thus, by keep- 
ing the temporal and spiritual capacities in which I have 
to act clearly under their respective heads. I render unto 
Caesar the things that are Caesar's, to God the things that 
are Cod's."* 

• From Coluncl W. Wheler's dcfens:. 
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There was a little rustle of satisfaction and relief from 
the pews, the hymn closing the service went with a swing, 
and the congregation, trooping out into the scented even- 
ing air, fell to admiring the address. 

** And he looked so handsome and soldierly, didn't 
he? " said one voice with a cadence of sheer comfortable- 
ness in it as the owner nestled back in the barouche. 

" Quite charming! " assented another. " And to think 
of a man like that, brave as a lion, submitting to be 
hustled off his own parade ground because his sepoys 
objected to his preaching. It is an example to us all! " 

" I wouldn't give much for the dis»ipline of his regi- 
ment," began Kate Erlton impulsively, then paused, 
certain of her hearers, uncertain of herself; for she was 
of those women who use religion chiefly as an anodyne 
for the heartache, leaving her intellect to take care of 
itself. With the result that it revenged itself, as now, by 
sudden flashes of reason which left her helpless before 
her own common sense. 

" My dear Mrs. Erlton ! " came a shocked coo, " disci- 
pline or no discipline, we are surely bound to fight the 
good Gracious heavens! what is that?" 

It was the cockatoo. Roused from a doze by the 
movement of Kate's carriage toward the church-door, it 
had dashed at once into the war-cry — ''Demi Deenl 
Futteh Mohamnied! " 

The appositeness of the interruption, however, was 
quite lost on the ladies, who were too ignorant to recog- 
nize it; so their alarm ended in a laugh, and the sug- 
gestion that the bird would be a noisy pet. 

Thus, with worldly gossip coming to fill the widen- 
ing spaces in their complacent piety, they drove home- 
ward together where the curving river shimmered faintly 
in the dark, or through scented gardens where the 
orange-blossom showed as faintly among the leaves, lik« 
star-dust on a dark sky. 

But Kate Erlton drove alone, as she generally did. She 
was one of those women whose refinement stands in their 
way; who are gourmets of life, failing to see that the very 
fastidiousness of their palate argues a keener delight in 
its pleasures than that of those who take them more 
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simply, perhaps more coarsely. And as she drove, her 
mind diverted h'sttessly to the semicircle of dark faces she 
had left unanswered. What had they wanted? Nothing 
worth hearing, no doubt! Nothing was worth much in 
this wearj' land of exile where the heart-hunger for one 
little face and voice gnawed at your vitality day and night. 
For Kate Eriton set down all her discontent to the fact 
that she was separated from her boy. Yet she had sent 
him home of her own free will to keep him from growing 
up in the least like his father. And she had stayed with 
that father simply to keep him within the pale of respecta- 
bility for the boy's sake. That was what she told herself. 
She allowed nothing for her own disappointment; nothing 
for the keen craving for sentiment which lay behind her 
refinement. All she asked from fate was that the future 
might be no worse than the past; so that she could 
keep up the fiction to the end. 

And as she drove, a sudden sound made her start, for 
— soldier's wife though she was — the report of a rifle 
always set her heart a-beating. Then from the darkness 
came a long-drawn howl; for over on the other side of 
the river they were beginning to shoot down the hungry 
beasts which all through the long sunny day had found 
no master. 

The barter of t\\eir lives was complete. The last 
" Going! Going! Gone! " had come, and they had passed 
to settle the account elsewhere. So, amid this dropping 
fire of kindly meant destruction, the night fell soft and 
warm over the shimmering river and the scented gardens 
with the town hidden in their midst. 



■ CHAPTER 11. 

HOME, SWEET HOME? 

" YoiT sent for me, 1 believe, Mrs. Eriton." 
" Yes. Mr. Greyman. I sent for you." 
Both voices came reluctantly into the persistent cooing 
of doves which filled the room, for the birds were 
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perched amcmg & asriL. i*e|ruiu£> ovenimgiiiE Ur. vc- 
anda. Bin ibe tt-jt. had ai' izr m^ ucs: o: r n. uk uiS'- 
cult interview 'Hhi[:i: Ka^- ei~iucini> itrymnmr n tiu: 
he stood with his lack tt' liit- i-ren-i n-mumi uroufri' 
which he had jas: tnnertc: m.- ia'^ liicrffiur-.. »va.- n. 
shadow. Hers, ii^ &ne iiauarcl. arresiru ^^ surpn^.. 
faced the ligin. For Kait £,rhor.. v,tki: siit: sen: ijt 
James Gre>~mai] in ib« bc^i- u: inibiuf hm, i<' silcnirr re- 
garding' the lEsicfa wtuLiL bac inreij nti; tuv evniiiij: 
before between \a£, facirwr and her tiusi»n(f f . baci uo: e>- 
pecled to see a gendenam in the j»ersuri u; ari ex-ji>ciic\ . 
trainer, and general hanf;er-<jii tc the iait Knig- staiiit:: 
The diamonds with which she had nM»n: it. purriaw 
honor lay on the able, iini this mar woiiid noT laiit 
diamonds. \\"hat woiJd bt take- Site scanned in- iatt- 
anxiously, yet with a certani reiici m her disappoint men: : 
for the clcan-shaTcn comoim- were fine, ii a irific stem : 
and the moutfa. bardy hidden \>y a sUgrht musiaciK-. v.'a^ 
thin -lipped, well cm. 

" Yes! I sent for yon." she continued — and tiit- irvrii 
confidence of her own voice surprised iier, " I mean', ii' 
ask how much yon would vani tf kee^> tlii^ niiwrnible 

business quiet: bnt now " She pauwd. and lier 

hand, which had been resting on the center table, siiihed 
its position to push aside tiw jewel-case: as ii that were 
sufficient explanaticm. 

■' But now? " he echoed formally, though his eyet. vA- 
lowed the action. She raised hers to his. looking him 
full in the face. They were beatniful eyes, and their cold 
gray blue, with the northern glitn of steel in it, pave 
James Greyman an odd thrilL He had not l'x»ked into 
eyes like these for many a long year. Not since, in a 
room just like this one. homely and Enghs-h in eiery 
twist and turn of foreign flowers and fnmhure, he had 
ruined his life for a pair of eyes, as coldly pure as these, 
to look at. He did not mean to do it again. 

" But now I can onlv ask vou to be kind, and gener- 
ous, Mr. GreymanI I want' you to save my husband 
from the disgrace vour claim must bring — if you press it, ' 

Once more the monotonous cooing from the outside 
filled the darkness and the light of the large, lofty room. 
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For it was curiously dark in the raftered roof and the dis- 
tant corners; curiously light in the great bars of golden 
sunshine slanting across the floor. In one of them James 
Greyman stood, a dark silhouette against an arch of pale 
blue sky, wreathed by the chnibing begonia. He was a 
man of about forty, looking younger than his age, taller 
than his real height, by reason of his beardless lace and 
the extreme ease and grace of his figure. He was burned 
brown as a native by constant exposure to the sun; but 
as he stooped to pick up his glove which had slipped 
from his hold, a rim of white showed above his wrist. 

"So I supposed; but why should I save him?" he 
said briefly. The question, thus crudely put, left her 
without reply for a minute; during which he waited. 
Then, with a new tinge of softness in his voice, he went 
on : " It was a mistake to send for me. I thought so at 
the time, though, of course, I had no option. But 
now " 

" But now?" she echoed in her turn, 

" There is nothing to be done save to go away again." 
He turned at the words, but she slopped him by a 
gesture. 

" Is there not? " she asked. " I think there is, and so 
wil you if you understand — if you will wait and let me 
speak." His evident impatience made her add quickly, 
" You can at least do so much for me, surely? " 
There was a quiver in her voice now, and il surprised her 
as her previous calm had done: for what was this man to 
her that his unkindness should give pain? 

" Certainly," he said, pausing at once, " but ! nndcr- 
stiind too much, and I cannol see the iiHe of raking up 
iletails, You know them — or think you do. Either way 
they do not alter the plain fact that I cannot help — be- 
cause I would not if I could. That sounds brutal; but, 
»mfortUHatcly, it is true. And it is be»t lo tell the truth, 
ail far as it can he told." 

A («inl smile curved her lips. " Thul i« nol far. If 
\x»i will wait I will tell you the truth to the bilter end." 

\Kt Kk^I at her with sudden inlerent. lor her pride 
*itni\-te^ him. She was not in the leHHt pretty; she 
mieW \if jinv «ge from five-and-twcnty to five and-thirty. 
\^ she— wVlP she was a lady, fhil would nhr tell the 
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truth? Women, even ladies, seldom did; still he must 
wait and hear what she had to say. 

" I sent for you," she began, ** because, knowing you 
were an adventurer, a man who had had to leave the 
army under a cloud — in disgrace " 

He stared at her blankly. Here was the truth about 
himself at any rate! 

*• I thought, naturally, you would be a man who would 
take a bribe. There are diamonds in that case; for 
money is scarce in this house." She paused, to gain 
firmness for what came next. " I was keeping them for 
the boy. I have a son in England and he will have to go 
to school soon ; but I thought it better to save his father's 
reputation instead. They are fine diamonds" — she 
drew the case closer and opened it — the sunshine, stream- 
ing in, caught the facets of the stones, turning them to 
liquid light. " You needn't tell me they are no use," she 
went on quickly, as he seemed about to speak; ** I am not 
stupid ; but that has nothing to do with the question. I 
want you to save my husband — don't interrupt me, please, 
for I do want you to understand, and I will tell you the 
truth. You asked me why? and you think, no doubt, 
that he does not deserve to be saved. Do you think I 
do not know that? Mr. Greyman! a wife knows more of 
her husband than an vone else can do ; and I have known 
for so many years." 

A sudden softness came into her hearer's eyes. That 
was true at any rate. She must know many things of 
which she could not speak; a sort of horror at what she 
must know, with a man like Major Erlton as her hus- 
band, held him silent. 

" Yet I have saved him so far," she went on, " but if 
what happened yesterday becomes public property all my 
trouble is in vain. He will have to leave the regi- 
ment " 

" He is not the first man, as you were kind enough to 
mention just now," interrupted James Greyman, " who 
has had to leave the army under a cloud. He would sur- 
vive it — as others have done." 

" I was not thinking of him at all," she replied quietly. 
" I was thinking of my son; my only son." 

" There are other only sons also, Mrs. ErVVotv^ ^^"^ t^- 
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fOfUd. " 1 wBfi my motlvr's. but I don't ibink the bet 
wu taken into consi'lrraiioii \iy the crjun-martial. Wfar 
sbauU I be more knifHI? V'ou have conie to the wrong 
l^rMin tiUcn juu conic to me for chanty or considera- 
tion- Kane Kaa ^iiown to me." 

" Periiap& bcfau&e you did ivjt need it," she said 
quickly. 

'" Nul need il? " 

" Xlany a man faU& under the shadow of a cloud blame- 
lessly. What do thc> want wilh charily? " 

He rose swiftly and so, facing; the tight again, stood 
looking oul into it. " I am nWiged to you," he said after 
a pause. " Whether you are right or wrong doesn't 
aflcct the ijucslion from which we have wandered. Ex- 
cej,! — " ht turned to her again with a certain eagerness 
— "Mrs. Krhon! Vou say you are prepared to lell the 
truth 10 the bitter end; then for Heaven's sake let us have 
it for once in our lives. Vou never saw me before, nor 
X you. It is not likely we shall ever meet again. So we 
can speak without a past or a future tense. You ask 
me to save your husband from the consequences of his 
own cheatmg. 1 ask why^' \\'h> should 1 sacrifice 
mvMdi? Why should I suffer? kir, mark you, there 
were heavy bets " 

" There are the diamonds." she interrupted. pcMitdng 
to them; their gleam was scarcely brighter than her 
bcomful eyes. 

He gave a hali smile. " I>oubtless there are the dia- 
monds! 1 can have my equivalent, so far. if I choose: 
but 1 don't choose. It does not suit me personally: so 
that is settled. 1 can't do this thing, then, to please 
nyaeU. Now, lei us go on. Vou are a rehgious woman. 
1 think. Mrs. Erilon — you have the look of one. TTien 
you will say that I should remember my own frailly, and 
totj^vc as 1 would be forgiven. Mrs. Erlton? I am nn 
Iwtter than most men. no doubt, but I never remember 
cheating at cards or pulling a horse as your husband 
docii^it is the brutal iruih between us. remember. And 
if vou lell ine I'm hoimd lo protect a man from the 
ttMural punishment of a q;reai crime because I've stolen 
It pin. 1 say vou arc wrong. That ibcory won't bold 
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water. If our own faults, even our own crimes, are to 
make us tender over these things in others, there must be 
— what, if I remember right, my Colenso used to call an 
arithmetical progression in error until the Day of Judg- 
ment; for the odds on sin would rise with every crime. 
I don't believe in mercy, Mrs. Erlton. I never did. 
Justice doesn't need it. So let us leave religion alone 
too, and come to other things — ^altruism— charity — what 
you will. Now who will benefit by my silence? Will 
you? You said just now that a wife knows more of her 
husband than a stranger can. I well believe it. That is 
why I ask you to tell me frankly, if you really think that 
a continuance of the life you lead with him can benefit 
you? " He leaned over the table, resting his head on his 
hand, his eyes on hers, and then added in a lower voice, 
" The brutal truth, please. Not as a woman to man, or, 
for the matter of that, woman to woman; but soul to 
soul, if there be such a thing." 

She turned away from him and shook her head. " It 
is for the boy's sake," she said in muffled tones. " It 
will be better for him, surely." 

" The boy," he echoed, rising with a sense of relief. 
She had not lied, this woman with the beautiful eyes; she 
had simply shut the door in his face. " You have a por- 
trait of him, no doubt, somewhere. I should like to see 
it. Is that it, over the mantelpiece? " 

He walked over to a colored photograph, and stood 
looking at it silently, his hands — holding his hunting 
crop— clasped loosely behind his back. Kate noticed 
them even in her anxiety ; for they were noticeable, ner- 
vous, fine-cut hands, matching the figure. 

" He is not the least like you. He is the very image of 
his father," came the verdict. " What right have you to 
suppose that anything you or I can do now will over- 
come the initial fact that the boy is your husband's son, 
any more than it will ease you of the responsibility of 
having chosen such a father for the boy? " 

She gave a quick cry, more of pain than anger, and 
hid her face on the table in sudden despair. 

" You are very cruel," she said indistinctly. 

He walked back toward her, remorseful at the sight of 
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her miserable self-abasement. He had not meant to hit 
5U hard, being accustonieii himself to facing facts witli- 
out tJiiiclung. 

" Yes! I am cruel; but a h(e like mine doesn't make 
a man gentle. And 1 don't see how this trivial conceal- 
ment ol fact^ — for that is al! it would be — can change the 

boy's character or help him. If 1 did " he paused. 

'■ L should hke to help you if I could. Mrs. Erlton, if only 
because you — you refused me charity! But 1 cannot 
see my way. It would do no one any good. Begin 
with me. I'm not a religious man, Mrs. Erlton. I don't 
believe in the forgiveness of sins, So my soul — if I have 
one — wouldn't benefit. As for my body? At the risk 
of you offering me diamonds again," — he smiled charm- 
ingly,— I must mention that 1 should lose — how nuich 
is a detail' — by concealment. So 1 must go out of the 
question of benefit. Then there is you " 

He broke off to walk up and down the room thought- 
fully, then to pause before her. " I wish you to believe," 
he said, " that I want really to underst:.nd the truth, but 
I can't, because I don't know one thing. I don't know 
if you love your husband — or not." 

She raised her head quickly with a (ear behind the 
resentment of her eyes. " Put me outside the question 
too. I have told you that already. It is the simplest, 
the best way." 

He bowed cynically. She came no nearer to truth 
than evasion. 

" If you wish it, certainly- Then there is the boy. 

You want to prevent him from realizing that his father 

is a~let us twist the sentence — what his father is. You 

have. I expect, sent him away (or this purpose. So far 

good. But will this concealment of mine suffice? Will 

1 no one else blab the truth? Even if concealment suc- 

[ ceeds all along the line, will it prevent the boy from fol- 

\ lowing in his father's steps if he has inherited his father's 

Lnatiire as well as his face? Wouldn't it be a deterrent in 

■that case to know early in life that such instincts can't be 

Tged with impunity in the society of gentlemen? 

Vott will never have the courage to keep the boy out of 

or Nfe altogether as you are doing now. Sooner or 
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later you will bring him back, he will bring himself back, 
and then, on the threshold of Hfe, he will have an example 
of successful dishonesty put before him. Mrs. Erlton! 
you can't keep up the fiction always; so it is better for 
you, for me, for him, to tell the truth — ^and I mean to 
tell it." 

She rose swiftly to her feet and faced him, thrusting 
her hair back from her forehead passionately, as if to 
clear away aught that might obscure her brain. 

" And for my husband? " she asked. " Have you no 
word for him? Is he not to be thought of at all? You 
asked me just now if I loved him, and I was a coward. 
Well! I do not love him — ^more's the pity, for I can't 
make up the loss of that to him anyhow. But there is 
enough pity in his life without that. Can't you see it? 
The pity that such things should be in life at all. You 
called me a religious woman just now. I'm not, really. 
It is the pity of such things without a remedy that drives 
me to believe, and the pity of it which drives me back 
again upon myself, as you have driven me now. For 
you are right! Do you think I can't see the shame? 
Do you think I don't know that it is too late — that I 
should have thought of all this before I called my boy's 

nature out of the dark? And yet " her face grew 

sharp with a pitiful eagerness, she moved forward and 
laid her hand on his arm. " It is all so dark! You said 
just now that I couldn't keep up the fiction; but need it 
be a fiction always? What do we know? God gives 
men a chance sometimes. He gives the whole world a 
chance sometimes of atoning for many sins. A Spirit 
moves on the Waters of life bringing something to 
cleanse and heal. It may be moving now. Give my 
husband his chance, Mr. Greyman, and I will pray that, 
whatever it is, it may come quickly." 

He had listened with startled eyes; now his hand 
closed on hers in swift negation. 

Don't pray for that," he said, in a quick low voice, 

it may come too soon for some of us, God knows — too 
soon for many a good man and true!" Then, as if 
vexed at his own outburst, he drew back a step, looking 
at her with a certain resentment. 
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" You plead your cause well, Mrs. Erlton, and it is a 
stronger argument than you perhaps guess. So let him 
have this chance that is coming. Let us all have it, you 
and I into the bargain. No! don't be grateful, please, 
for he may prove himself a coward, among other things. 
So may 1, for that matter. One never knows until Uie 
chance comes for being a hero — or the other thing." 

" When the chance comes we shall see," she said, try- 
ing to match his light tone. " Till then, good-by — ^you 
have been very kind." She held out her hand, but he did 
not take it. 

'■ Pardon met I have been very rude, and you " 

he paused in his half-jesting words, stooped over her 
outstretched hand and kissed it. 

Kate stood looking at the hand with a slight frown 
after his horse's hoofs died away ; and then with a smile 
she shut the jewel case. Not that she closed the incident 
also; for full half an hour later she was still going over 
all the details of the past interview. And everything 
seemed to hinge on that unforeseen appeal of hers for a 
chance of atonement, on that unpremeditated strange 
suggestion that a Spirit might even then be moving on 
the face of the waters; until, in that room gay with Eng- 
lish flowers, and peaceful utterly in its air of security, a 
terror seized on her body and soul. A causeless terror, 
making her strain eyes and ears as if for a hint of what 
was to come and make cowards or heroes of them all. 
But there was only the flowerful garden beyond the 
[ arched veranda, only the soft gurgle of the doves. Yet 
ftshe sat with quivering nerves till the sight of the gar- 
jf^ener coming as usual with his watering pot made her 
mile at the unfounded tragedy of her imaginings. 
As she passed into the veranda she called to him, in 
jargon which served for her orders, not to forget a 
x\ supply to the heartsease and the sweet peas ; for 
A her poor chimps of English annuals more than 
enter! and blossoming shrubs which in those 
.\\ days turned the garden into a wilderness of 
trfumcd beauty. But her cult of home was a 
''er; and if a visitor remarked that any- 
ronircnt was reminiscent of the old 
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country, she rejoiced to have given another exile what 
was to her as the shadow of a rock in a thirsty land. 

So, lier eye catching something barely up to western 
mark in the pattern oi a collar her tailor was cutting for 
her new dress, she crossed over to where he squatted in 
the further corner of the veranda. 

'* That isn't right. Give me something to cut — here! 
this will do." 

She drew a broad sheet of native paper from the 
bundle of scraps beside him, and began on it with the 
scissors; too full of her idea to notice the faint negation 
of the man's hand. " There! " she said after a few deft 
snippings, " that is new fashion." 

*' Huzoor! " assented the tailor submissively as, appar- 
ently from tidiness, he put away the remainder of the 
paper, before laying the new-cut pattern on the cloth. 

His mistress looked down at it critically. There was 
a broad line of black curves and square dots right across 
the pattern suggestive of its having been cut from a title- 
page. But to her ignorance of the Persian character 
they were nothing but the curves and dots, though the 
tailor's eyes read clearly in them " The Sword is the Key 
of Heaven." 

For he, in company with thousands of other men, had 
been reading the famous pamphlet of that name; read- 
ing it with that thrill of the heart-strings which has been 
the prelude to half the discords and harmonies of his- 
tory. Since, quaintly enough, those who may hope to 
share your heaven are always friends, those who can with 
certainty be consigned to hell, your enemies. 

" That is all right," she said. " Cut it well on the bias, 
so that it won't pucker." 

As she turned away, she felt the vast relief of being 
able to think of such trivialities again after the strain and 
stress of the hours since her husband had come home 
from the race course, full of excited maledictions on the 
mean, underhand bribery and spying which might make 
it necessary for him to send in his papers — ^if he could. 
Kate had heard stories of a similar character before; 
since Major Erlton knew by experience that she had his 
reputation more at heart than he had himself, and that 
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her brain was clearer, her tact greater than his. But 
she had never heard one so hopeless. Unless this 
jockey Greyman, who, her husband said, was so mixed 
up with native intrigue as to have any amount of false 
evidence at his command, could be silenced, her labor 
of years was ruined. So long after her husband had 
gone oflf to his bed to sleep soundly, heavily, after the 
manner of men, Kate had lain awake in hers after the 
manner of women, resolving to risk all, even to a certain 
extent honesty, in order to silence this man, this adven- 
turer; who no doubt was not one whit better than her 
husband. 

And now? As her mind flashed back over that inter- 
view the one thing that stood out above all others was 
the bearing, the deference of the man as he had stooped 
to kiss her hand. For the life of her, she — who pro- 
tested even to herself that such things had no part in her 
life — could not help a joy in the remembrance; a quick 
recognition that here was a man who could put romance 
into a woman's life. The thought was one, however, 
from which to escape by the first distraction at hand. 
This happened to be the cockatoo, which, after a bath 
and plentiful food, looked a different bird on its new 
perch. 

** Pretty, pretty poll," she said hastily, with tentative 
white finger tickling its crest. The bird, in high good 
humor, bent its head sideways and chuckled inarticu- 
lately; yet to an accustomed ear the sound held the 
cadence of the Great Cry, and the tailor, who had heard 
it given wrathfully, looked up from his work. 

** Oh, Miffis Erlton! what a boo'ful new polly," came 
a silvery lisp. She turned with a radiant smile to greet 
her next door neighbor's little boy, a child of about 
three years old, who, pathetically enough, was a great 
solace to her child-bereft life. 

" Yes, Sonny, isn't it lovely? " she said, her slim white 
hand going out to bring the child closer; " and it screams 
splendidly. Would you like to hear it scream?" 

Sonny, clinging tightly to her fingers, looked doubt- 
ful. " Wait till muvver comth, muvver's comin' to zoo 
esectly. Sonny's always flightened wizout hith muvver." 
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At which piece of diplomacy, Kate, feeling light- 
hearted, caught the little white-clad golden-curled figure 
in her arms and ran out with it into the garden, smother- 
ing the laughing face with kisses as she ran. 

** Sonny's a little goose to be * flightened,' " came her 
glad voice between the laughs and the kisses. " He 
ought never to be * flightened ' at all, because no one in 
all the wide, wide world would ever hurt a good little 
childie like Sonny kins — No one! No one! No one!" 

She had sat the little fellow down among the flowers 
by this time, being, in good sooth, breathless with his 
weight ; and now, continuing the game, chased him with 
pretense booings of "No one! No one!" about the 
pansy bed, and so round the sweet peas; until in 
delicious terror he shrieked with delight, and chased her 
back between her chasings. 

It was a pretty sight, indeed, this game between the 
woman and the child. The gardener paused in his water- 
ing, the tailor at his work; and even the native orderly 
going his rounds with the brigade order-book grinned 
broadly, so adding one to the kindly dark faces watch- 
ing the chasing of Sonny. 

"My dear Kate! How can you?" The querulous 
voice broke in on the booings, and made Mrs. Erlton 
pause and think of her loosened hair pins. The speaker 
was a fair, diaphanous woman, the most solid-looking 
part of whose figure, as she dawdled up the path, was 
the large white umbrella she carried. " Here am I melt- 
ing with the heat! What* I shall do next year if George 
is transferred to Delhi, I don't know. He says we shan't 
be able to afford the hills. And he has the dogcart at 
some of those eternal court-martials. I wonder why the 
sepoys give so much trouble nowadays. George says 
they're spoiled. So I came to see if you'll drive me to the 
band; though I'm not fit to be seen. I was up half the 
night with baby. She is so cross, and George will have 
it she must be ill; as if children didn't have tempers! 
Lucky you, to have your boy at home. And yet you go 
romping with other people's. I wouldn't; but then I 
look horrid when I'm hot!" 

Kate laughed. She did not, and as she rearranged her 
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hair seemed to have left years of life behind her. " I can't 
help it/' she said. " I feel so ridiculously young myself 
sometimes — ^as if I hadn't lived at all, as if nothing be- 
longed to me, and I was really somebody else. As 

if " She paused abruptly in her confidences, and, 

to change the subject, turned to the group behind Mrs. 
Seymour: — ^an ayah holding a toddler by the hand, a 
tall orderly in uniform carrying a year-old baby in his 
arms; such a languid little mortal as is seldom seen out 
of India, where the Swift, sharp fever of the changing 
seasons seems to take the very life from a child in a few 
hours. The fluffy golden head in its limp white sun- 
bonnet rested inert against the orderly's scarlet coatee, 
the listless little legs drooped helplessly among the bur- 
nished belts and buckles. 

" Poor little chick! Let me have her a bit, orderly," 
said Kate, laying her hand caressingly on the slack 
dimpled arm ; but baby, with a fretful whine, nestled her 
cheek closer into the scarlet. A shade of satisfaction 
made its owner's dark face less impassive, and the small, 
sinewy, dark hands held their white burden a shade 
tighter. 

" She is so cross," complained the mother. " It has 
been so all day. She won't leave the man for an instant. 
He must be sick of her, though he doesn't show it. And 
she used to go to the ayah; but do you know, Kate, I 
don't trust the woman a bit. I believe she gives opium 
to the child, so that she may get a little rest." 

Kate looked at the ayah's face with a sudden doubt. 
" I don't know." she said slowly. " I think they believe 
it is a good thing. I remember when Freddy was a 
babv " 



ft 



Oh, I don't believe they ever think that sort of 
thing," interrupted Mrs. Seymour. " You never can 
trust the natives, you know. That's the worst of India. 
Oh ! how I wish I was back in dear old England with a 
real nurse who would take the children off my hands." 

But Kate Erlton was following up her own doubt. 
" The children trust them '* she began. 

"My dear Kate! you can't trust children either. 
Look at baby! It gives me the shudders to think of 
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touching Bij-rao, and see how she cuddles up to him," 
replied Mrs. Seymour, as she dawdled on to the house; 
then, seeing the bed of heartsease, paused to go into 
raptures over them. They were like English ones, she 
said. 

The puzzled look left Kate's face. " I sent some home 
last mail," she repHed in a sort of hushed voice, ** just to 
show them that we were not cut off from everything we 
care for; not everything." 

So, as if by one accord, these two Englishwomen 
raised their eyes from the pansy bed, and passing by the 
flowering shrubs, the encircling tamarind trees framing 
the cozy, home-like house, rested them on the redden- 
ing gold of the western sky. Its glow lay on their faces, 
making them radiant. 

But baby's heavy lids had fallen at last over her heavy 
eyes as she lay in the orderly's arms, and he glanced at 
the ayah with a certain pride in his superior skill as a 
nurse. 



CHAPTER III. 

THE GREAT GULF FIXED. 

It was a quaint house in the oldest quarter of the city 
of Lucknow, where odd little groves linger between the 
alleys, so that men pass, at a step, from evil-smelling 
lanes to cool, scented retreats, dark with orange and 
mango trees; where birds flutter, and squirrels loll 
yawning through the summer days, as if the great town 
were miles awav. 

It was in the furthest corner of such a flowerless, shady 
garden that the house reared its lessening stories and 
projecting eaves above its neighbors. The upper half 
of it was not unlike an Italian villa in its airiness, its 
balustraded roof, its p^een jalousies; but the lower por- 
tion was unmistakably Indian. It was a perfect rabbit 
warren of dark cells, crushed in on each other cause- 
lessly; the very staircase, though but two feet wide, hav- 
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sure, play tricks with him like a kitten, as she used to; 
but that was because she was growing old — nearly one 
and twenty! 

" She is worse to-day. I deem her close to freedom, 
Soma, so I have warned the death-tAder," said a tall 
woman, as she straightened the long column of her 
throat to the burden of a brass water-pot, new-poised 
on her head, and stepped down from the low parapet of 
the well which stood in one corner of the shady grove. 
Sometimes its creaking Persian wheel moaned over the 
task of sending runnels of water to the thirsty trees ; but 
to-day it was silent, save for an intermittent protest when 
the man — who was lazily leaning his back against the 
yoke — put out his strength so as to empty an extra 
water can or two into the trough for the woman's use. 
He was in the undress uniform of a sepoy, and as he 
also straightened himself to face the speaker the ex- 
traordinary likeness between them in face and figure 
stamped them as twins. It would have been difficult 
to give the palm to either for superior height or beauty ; 
and in their perfection of form they might have stood as 
models of the mythical race-founders whose names they 
bore. For Tara Devi and Soma Chund were Rajpoots 
of the single Lunar or Yadubansi tribe. She was 
dressed in an endless scarf of crimson wool, which with 
its border of white and yellow embroidery hung about 
her in admirable folds. The gleam of the water-pot 
matched the dead gold circlets on the brown wrists and 
ankles; for Tara wore her savings thus, though she had 
no right to do so, being a widow. But she had been 
eight years in James Greyman's service ; more than eight 
bound to him by the strangest of ties. He had been the 
means of saving her from her husband's funeral pyre; 
in other words of preventing her from being a saint, of 
making her outcaste utterly. Since none, not even 
other widows, would eat or drink with a woman rejected 
by the very gods on the threshold of Paradise. Such a 
mental position is well-nigh incomprehensible to 
western minds. It was confusing even to Tara herself; 
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aii'l the rnin^lin^ of conscious dignity and conscious 
4li'f(rij<iatioii, gratitude, resentment, attraction, repulsion, 
made her a pn/zlc even to herself at times. 

** '\\\v master will grieve," replied Soma; his voice 
Will far snftrr than his sister's had been, but it had the 
I'tirt I iif hanlniiffg hers still more. 

" W hilt tlu'ii?" she asked; "man's sorrow for a 
>\Hiii<iii |i«inm*n: or even if it pass not, bears no fruit here, 
ni hnt4iltri. Tiut I. as i)\ou kn<m*cst, Sotna, would have 
l»niih-d sMth luv love. Hut for thee, as thou knowest, I 
^M'uM li.ixe Ikvu sUtttce (lit, virtuous). But for tliee I 
v.li\>iilil have Kuuul. av! and given salvation." 

^h\ l^»s',v^l oil with a sweep of full drapery, bearing 
hi I \\\W\ )H>( as a queen might her crown, leaving 
'.(•iiM . hiiuKoine iaee full of conscious-stricken amaze, 
til. .1 .u I iMMtt \\lu»ni. despite her degradation, he had 
ti •! hxiii iMv u» diNMK'iate himself utterly — had never 
I.I I III i«iiiii.U,l i»it hmi tv>r his sliare in her misfortune; 
l*ni III til. Ill .111 «>i IkmUn he had admitted his responsi- 
i.iin> ii Mu III! Ill iv- lit. MiMiied it the next. True, he 
It I I I .11 III. \iinitv; I leiUeiiaiit that his brother-in-law 
u I . 'III. I.I l»i Imimk'J. as ail excuse for not accom- 
|.iM,Mi. Itiiii iiu I Mavkl'iKk one morning; but who 
^v Mill liiw .Ii^.iiiimI tttat ttiis eoinnionplace remark 
»^ <uM I m . ill, Ihi »»»»i'n vinK»sii\ to see the obsequies 
I I In ii III U oj'v'i'i aiul so lead, incidentally, to 
I hi .1 |. .Ii I 111, II iM.I \\w \\\:\^^\\W^\\\\^ nias^istrate drag- 
I in. ill. . ,ii » II \ . .11 ,»!il w itU»\\ tiom the yery tlames? — 
\\i« n 'i ^v I iiii .1,1 t.u«. aiiil vjuite luq^jn- — when the 
w • n '. XV I 'v*! ,\*ii u»i 1m!m. aiul she. to all intents, 
v\ I • mil iM,iiii.' . i'n I'.uMi vMi soxen c^nerations of 
lii -n I ml in iii .' \l I, ii In !ik' 'ox cd Paru. tlie little 

• w'n . 1. I v\im ..I ill, \i".i 'V- :;i»xN'.;»> tovcil to tell, had 

• h •!' i»ni. 11. . I..1 I'l* I ■; ;»: .'1 1 'te still clasping his 
'•HI I i» .ix ..ml. I III 'm\x ^^M»o I»ci x'.'v'^ ai! iiiiury? As 
I K ii|'' '« '' 'w ..»i.',i *u 'm\\ '':\»i':;"»i stioh a scandalous 

III li- Mi< >i \\\ t II \ I ( nil! \ 

l«ni '«. '«». ii . » I .. V.1-, I I X '■•>.'.•.■ *'v*» X -'a,'. iH'OTi before 
linn III.! .. « \.»\x",.l !•"».«■■ .^ .'.'s! \ 'n •TV.:..*''' contact 

\\nl» I iM,ni%.in. iix x»»n'.' ■'.'! !:v-"'» ;.'• ;; Taras pluck 

III ixininv ix« ixx.pi ils' \\w xM a •^*^:. \\'*'c:* was all that 
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was left to her among her own people. And he had been 
grateful to the Huzoor, as she was, for giving her good 
service where he could see her; though he would not 
for worlds have touched the hand which had lain in his 
from the beginning of all things. It was unclean now. 

Still he could not *^orget the gossip's story any more 
than he could forget that James Greyman had been his 
Lieutenant, and that together they had shot over half 
Hurreeana. So when he passed through Lucknow on 
his way to spend his leave in his wife's village, he always 
gave a day or two of it to the quaint garden-house. 

And now Tara had definitely accused him of ruining 
her life! Anger, bom of a vague remorse, filled him as 
he watched her disappear up the plinth. If it was any- 
body's fault it was the Huzoor's ; or rather of the Sirkar 
itself who, by high-handed interference with venerable 
customs, made it possible for a poor man, by a mere slip 
of the tongue, to injure one bound to him by the closest 
of ties. 

** It will leave us naught to ourselves soon," he mut- 
tered sulkily as he went out to the doorstep to finish 
polishing the master's sword; that being a recognized 
office during these occasional visits, which, as it occurred 
to him in his discontent, would be still more occasional 
if among other things the Sirkar, now that Oude was 
was annexed, took away the extra leave due to foreign 
service. They had said so in the regiment; and though 
he was too tough to feel pin-pricks in advance, he had 
sneered with others in the current jest that the maps 
were tinted red — i. e,, shown to be British territory — ^by 
savings stolen from the sepoy's pocket. 

It was very quiet on the paved slope leading up from 
the alley to the carved door beyond the gutter. The 
lane M^as too narrow for wheeled traffic, the evening not 
sufficiently advanced for the neighbors to gather in it 
for gossip. But every now and again a veiled figure 
would sidle along the further wall, passing good-looking 
Soma with a flurried shuffle. Whereat, though he knew 
these ghostly figures to be old women on their way to 
market, he cocked his turban more awry, and curled his 
mustachios nearer his eyes; from no set purpose of 



i2 ON THE FACE OF THE WATERS. 

playing llie gay Lothario, but for the honor of the regi- 
ment, and because War and Women go together. East 
and West. 

After a time, however, the workmen began to dawdle 

gast from their work, and some of them, remembering 
oma, paused to ask him the latest news; a stranger in 
a native city being equivalent to an evening paper. 
And, of course, there were questions as to what the regi- 
ment thought of this and that. But Soma's rephes were 
curt. He never relished being lumped in as a simple 
Rajpoot with the rest of the Rajpoots, for he was inordi- 
nately proud of his tribe. That was one reason why he 
stood aloof, as he did, from much that went on among 
his comrades. He drilled, it is true, between two of 
them who were entered as he was — that is to say. as a 
Rajijoot — on the roster. But the three were in reality 
as wide apart as the Sun, the Moon, and the Fire from 
which they respectively claimed descent. They would 
not have intermarried into each other's families for all 
the world and its wealth. A causeless differentiation 
which makes, and must make, a people who cling to it 
incomprehensible to a race which boasts as a check to 
pride or an encouragement to humility that all men are 
bom of Adam, and wiiich seeks no hall-mark for its 
descendants save the stamp of the almighty dollar. 

Soma, therefore, polishing his master's sword sulkily, 
grew irritable also ; especially when the frequenters of the 
opium and hemp shops l>egan. with wavering steps and 
lack-luster eyes, to loaf homeward for the evening meal 
which would give them strenglh tor another dose. 
There were many such habitual drug-takers in the quar- 
ter; for it was largely inhabited by pour claimants to 
nobility who, having nothing to do, had time for dreams. 
That was why people from other quarters flocked *o this 
one at sundown for gossip; since it is to be had at its 
b«st from the opium-eater, whose imagination is stimu- 
lated, his reason dulled, beyond the power of discrimi- 
nating even his own truth or falsehood. One of these, a 
haggard, sallow fellow in torn muslin and ragged em- 
broider)', stopped with a heavy-lidded leer beside Soma. 
" So, brother, back again 1 " he said with the maudlin 
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gravity of a hemp-smoker; " and thou lookest fat. The 
bone dust must agree with thee." 

It was as if a bomb had fallen. The Hindoo bystanders, 
recognizing the rumor that ground bones were mixed 
with commissariat flour, drew back from the Rajpoot 
instinctively; the Mohammedans smiled on the sly. 
Soma himself had in a moment one sinewy hand on the 
half-drunk creature's throat, the other brandishing the 
fresh-polished sword. 

" Bone dust thyself, and pigs meat too, foul-mouthed 
slayer of sacred kine!" he gasped, carrying the war 
into the enemy's country. ** Thou beast! Unsay the 
lie!" 

His indignation, showing that he appreciated the 
credence some might be disposed to give to the accusa- 
tion, only made the Hindoos look at each other. The 
Mohammedans, however, dragged him from the sway- 
ing figure of the accuser, who, after all, was one of 
themselves. 

" Heed him not! " they chorused appeasingly. " 'Tis 
drug-shop talk, and every sane man knows that for 
dreams. Lo! his sense is clean gone as horns from a 
donkey! Sure, thy mother ate chillies in her time for 
thou to be so hot-blooded. It is not morning, brother, 
because a hen crows, and a snake is but a snake, and 
•goes crooked even to his own home! " 

These hoarded saws, with physical force superadded, 
left Soma reduced to glaring, and renewed claims for a 
retraction of the insult. 

The hemp-smoker looked at him mournfully. 

Wouldst have me deny God's truth?" he hiccuped. 

Lo! I say not thou didst eat it. Thou sayst not, and 
who am I to decide between a man and his stomach, even 
though he looks fat? Yet this all know, that as a bird 
fattens his tail shrinks, and honor is nowhere nowadays. 
But this I say for certain. Let him eat who will, there 
is bone dust in the flour — there is bone dust in the 
flour " 

He lurched from a supporter's hold and drifted down 
the lane, half-chanting the words. 

Soma glared, now, at those doubtful faces which re- 
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mained. " 'Tis a lie, brothers! But there, 'tis no use 
wearing the- red coat nowadays when all scoff at it. And 
why not? when tJie Sirkar itself mocks our rights. I 
tell thee at the father-in-law's village, but now, a man 
who titled nie sabib last year puffed his smoke in my 
face this. And wherefore not? May not ever>' scoun- 
drel nowadays drag us to court and set us a-bribing 
underlings as the common herd have to do? We, sol- 
diers of Oudc, who had a Resident of our own always, 
and- — -" 

" Nothing lasts tor always, save God." said a long- 
bearded bystander, interrupting Soma's parrot roll of 
military grievances, " as the Moulvie said last night at 
our mos(ine, it is well he remains ever the same, giving 
the same plain orders once and for all. So none of the 
faithful can mistake. God is Might and Right. All the 
rest is change." 

"Wahl ts.<ah!" iiuirmured some respectfully; but the 
RaJIXKit's scowl lost its fierceness in supercilious indif- 
ference. 

" That may suit the Moulvie. It may suit thee and 
thine, syycd-jcc," he replied, with a shrug of the shoul- 
ders. " II suits not me nor mine, being of a different 
race. We are Rajpoots, and there is no change pos- 
sible to that. We are ever the same." 

The pride in his voice and manner reflected but faintly 
the inconceivable pride in his heart. Yet he was on the 
alert, salaaming cheerfully, as James Greyman came 
riding with a clatter down the alley, and without drawing 
bridle, passed through the low gateway into the dark 
garden heavy with the perfume of orange-blossom. 
His arrival endetl the incident, for Soma followed him 
(|uickly, and in obedience to bis curt order to see the 
cnxuu rub down the horse while it waited, as it had 
(wpn a breather round the race course, walked off with 
it toward the well. It was such an opportunity for 
onlpring other men about as natives dearly love; so that 
Il»r n«>rr autocratic a master is, the better pleased they 
aw m jjain dignity by serving him. 
Jliknw* Greyman, meanwhile, had paused on the plinth 
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to give a low whistle and look upward to the terraced 
roof. And as he did so his bee was full of weariness, 
and yet of impatience. He had been telling himself that 
he was a fool ever since he had left Kate Erlton's draw- 
ing room half an hour before^ and even his mad gallop 
round the steeple-chase course had not effaced the 
curious sense of compulsion which had made him 
promise to let her husband go scot-free. Even now, 
when he waited with that dread at his heart, which of 
late had been growing stronger day by day, for the 
answer which Zora loved to make to his signal, his fear 
lest the Great Silence had fallen between them was lost 
in the recollection that, if it were so, his freedom had 
come too late. He hated himself for thus bracketing 
death and freedom together, but for all that he would 
not blind himself to its truth. Now that his profession 
had gone with the King's exile, Zora was, indeed, the 
only tie to a life which had grown distasteful to him, 
and when the Great Silence came, as come it must, he 
had made up his mind to leave James Gre^-man behind, 
and go home to England. He was nearing fort>', and 
though the spirit of reckless adventure ^-as fading, the 
ambitions of his youth seemed to be returning; as they 
so often do when the burden and heat of passion passes. 
He was tired of perpetual sunshine; the thought of the 
cold mists on the hilltops, the wild storms on the west 
coast, haunted him. He wanted to see them again. 
Above all, he wanted to hear himself called bv his own 
familiar name, not by the one he had assumed. It had 
seemed brutal to dream of all this sometimes, while 
little Zora still lay in his arms smiling contentedly; but 
it was inevitable. And so, while he waited, watching 
with the dread grov^-ing at his heart for the flutter of the 
tinsel veil, the half-heard whisper '* Khush amud-eed^ 
(welcome), it was inevitable also that the remembrance 
of his promise to Kate Erlton should invade, and as it 
were desecrate, his real regret for the silence that seemed 
to grow deeper every second. It had come too late — 
too late! There could be no solace in freedom now. 
That other silence in regard to Major Erlton's misdeeds 
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*' My breast is rest 
And rest is Death. 
Ye who have breath 
Say which is best ? 
Death's Sleep is rest ! " 

Was it so? As he stood, still looking down on the 
sleeper, something in the lack of comfort, of all the re- 
finements and luxuries which seem to belong by right 
to the sickness of dear ones in the West, smote him 
suddenly with a sense of deprivation, of division. And 
though he told himself that Death came in far more 
friendly fashion out there in the sunlight, where you 
could hear the birds, watch the squirrels, and see the 
children's kites go sailing overhead in the blue sky; still 
the bareness of it seemed somehow to reveal the great 
gulf between his complexity, his endless needs and 
desires, and the simplicity of that human creature drift- 
ing to death, almost as the animals drift, without com- 
plaint, without fears, or hopes. It seemed so pitiful. 
The slender figure, still gay in tinsel and bright draper- 
ies, all cuddled up on the quilt, its oval face resting hardly 
on the thin arm where the bracelets hung so loosely, had 
an uncared-for look. It seemed alone, apart; as far from 
Death in its nearness to Life, as it was from Life in its 
closeness to Death. In swift pity he stooped to risk an 
awakening by gathering it into his warm friendly arms. 
It would at least feel the beating of another human heart 
when it lay there. It would at least be more comfort- 
able than on the bare, hard, pillowless bed. 

But he paused. How could he judge? How dare he 
judge even for that wasted body, which, despite its soft- 
ness, had never known half the luxuries his claimed? 
So he left her lying as he had often seen her sleep, all 
curled up on herself like a tired squirrel, and passing to 
the parapet leaned over it looking moodily down mto 
the darkeninpf orange trees. Their heavy perfume floated 
upward, remmding him of many another night in spring- 
time spent with Zora upon this terraced roof. 

And suddenly his hand fell in a gesture of sheer anger. 

Before God! it had been unfair; this idyl on the house- 
tops. The world had held no more for her save her pas- 
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sion for him, pure in its very perfection. His for her 
had been but a small part of his life. It never was more 
than that to a man, in reality, and so this sort of thing 
must always be unfair. That she had been content made 
it worse, not belter. Poor little soul ! drifting away from 
the glow and the glamour. 

A resentment for her, more than for himself, made him 
go to where Tara sat gossiping with her fellow-servant 
on the other roof and bid them wait downstairs. If the 
silence were indeed about to fall, if the glow and the 
glamour were going, then she and he might at least be 
alone once more beneath the coming stars; alone in the 
soft-scented darkness which had so often seemed to clasp 
them closer to each other as they sat in it like a couple of 
children whispering over a secret. 

Closer! As he leaned over the parapet his keen eyes 
stared down into the half-seen city spreading below him. 
Wide, tree-set, full of faint soimds of life; the wreaths of 
smoke from thousands of hearths rising to obscure it 
from his view. Obscuring it hopelessly with their tale 
of a life utterly apart from any he could lead. Even 
there on the housetop he had only pretended to lead it. 
It was not she, drifting to death so contentedly, who was 
alone! It was he. Yet some men he had known had 
seemed able to combine the two lives. They had been 
content to think half-caste thoughts, to rear up a tribe 
of half-caste children: while he? How many years was 
it since he had seen Zora weeping over a still little mor- 
sel of humanity, his child and hers, that lay in her 
tinseled veil? She had wept, mostly because she was 
afraid he might be angry because his son had never 
drawn breath : and he had comforted her. He had 
never tohl lit-r of the relief it was to him, of the vague 
repulsion which the thought of a child had always 
bronght with it, One could not help these things: and, 
after all, she had only cared because she was afraid he 
cared. She did not crave for motherhood either. It was 
the glow and glamour that had been" the bond between 
them; nothing else. And, thank Heaven! she had never 
tired of it, had never seen him lire of it — (or Death would 
conic before that now. 
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A chiming clash of silver made him turn quickly. She 
had awakened, and seeing him by the parapet, had set 
her small feet to the ground, and now stood trying to 
steady herself by her thin, wide-spread arms. 

" Zora! wait! I am coming," he cried, starting forward. 
Then he paused, speech and action arrested by some- 
thing in her look, her gesture. 

" Let me come," she murmured, her breath gone with 
the effort. " I can come. I must be able to come. My 
lord is so near — so near." 

A fierce pity made him stand still. " Surely thou canst 
come," he answered. " I will stay here." 

As she stood, with parted lips, waiting for a glint of 
strength ere she tried to walk, her swaying figure, the 
brilliance of her eyes, the heaving of her delicate throat, 
cut him to the very heart for her sake more than for his 
own. Then the jingle of her silver anklets rose again in 
irregular cadence, to cease at the next pillar where she 
paused, steadying herself against the cold stone to regain 
her breath. 

*' Surely, I can come ; and he so near," she murmured 
wistfully, half to herself. 

" Thou art in too great a hurry, sweetheart. There is 
plenty of time. The stars are barely lit, and star-time is 
ever our time." 

He set his teeth over the words; but the glow and the 
glamour should not fail her yet. He would take her 
back with him while he could to the past which had been 
so full of it. 

" Come slower, my bird, I am waiting," he said again 
as the jingling cadence ceased once more. 

" It is so strange," she gasped; " I feel so strange." 
And even in the dim light he could see a vague terror, 
a pitiful amaze in her face. That must not be. That 
must be stopped. " And it is strange," he answered 
quickly. " Strange, indeed, for me to wait like a king, 
when thou art my queen ! " 

A faint smile drove the wonder away, a faint laugh 
mingled with the chiming and clashing. She was like 
a wounded bird, he thought, as he watched her; a 
wounded bird fluttering to find shelter from death. 
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" Take care! Take care of the step! " he cried, as a 
stumble made him start forward ; but when she recovered 
herself bhndfy he stood still once more, waiting. Let 
her come if she could. Let her keep the glamour. 

Keep itl She had done more tlian that. She had 
given it back to him at its fullest, as, close at hand he saw 
her radiant face, and his outstretched hands met hers 
warm and clasping. The touch of them made him for- 
get all else: he drew her close to him passionately. She 
gave a sniiHng sob of sheer content, raising her face to 
meet his kisses. 

" I have come," she whispered. " I have come to my 
king." Her voice ended like a sigh. Then there was 
silence, a fainter sigh, then silence again. 

" Zora! " he called with a sudden dread at his heart. 
" What is it? Zora! Zora! ' 

Half an hour afterward, Tara Devi, obeying her 
master's summons, found him standing beside the bed, 
which he had dragged out under the stars, and flung up 
her arms to give the wail for what she saw there. 

"Hush!" he said sternly, clutching at her shoulder. 
" I will not have her disturbed." 

Tara looked at him wonderingly. " There is no fear 
of that," she replied clearly, loudly, " none shall disturb 
Zora again. She hath found that freedom in the future. 
For the rest of us. GotI knows! The times are strange. 
So let her have her right of waihng, master. She will 
feel silent in the grave without the voices of her race." 

He drew his hand away sharply; even in death a great 
gulf lay between him and the woman he had loved. 

So the death wail rang out clamorously through the 
soft dark air. 



CHAPTER IV. 

TAPE AMD SEALING-WAX, 

" 1 can't think," said a good-looking middle-aged man 

■■ be petulantly pushed aside a pile of official papers. 

• Dxshe picks these things up. 1 never come 

cm. And it is not as >( tie were in a big station 
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or-— or in the swim in any way." He spoke fretfully, as 
one might who, having done his best, has failed. And 
he had grounds for this feeling, since the fact that the 
diffident district-officer named Dashe was not in the 
swim, must clearly have been due to his official supe- 
riors; the speaker being one of them. 

Fortunately, however, for England, these diffident sons 
of hers cannot always hide their lights under bushels. 
As the biographies of many Indian statesmen show, 
some outsider notices a gleam of common sense amid the 
gloom, and steers his course by it. Now Mr. Dashe's 
intimate knowledge of a certain jungle tract in this dis- 
trict had resulted in a certain military magnate bagging 
three tigers. From this to a reliance on his political per- 
ceptions is not so great a jump as might appear; since 
a man acquainted with the haunt of every wild beast in 
his jurisdiction may be credited with knowledge of other 
dangerous inhabitants. So much so that the military 
magnate, being impressed by some casual remarks, had 
asked Mr. Dashe to put down his yiews on paper, and had 
passed them on to a great political light. 

It was he who sat at the table looking at a broadsheet 
printed in the native character, as if it were a personal 
affront. The military magnate, who had come over to 
discuss the question, was lounging in an easy-chair with 
a cheroot. They were both excellent specimens of 
Englishmen. The civilian a trifle bald, the soldier 
a trifle gray; but one glance was sufficient to judge them 
neither knaves nor fools. 

"That's the proclamation youVe at now, isn't it?" 
asked the military magnate, looking up, " Fm afraid I 
could only make out a word here and there. That's the 
worst of Dashe. He's so deuced clever at the vernacu- 
lars himself that he imagines other people " 

The political, who had earned his first elevation from 
the common herd to the Secretariat by a nice taste in 
Persian couplets suitable for durbar speeches, smiled 
compassionately. 

"My dear sir! This is not even shikust [broken 
character]. It is lithographed, and plain sailinjB: to any- 
one not a fool — T mean to anyone on the civil side, of 
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eoune — jroa toMicn hare not (o Icam the langnag^e. 
Bat I have a irantUtion here. As this Earrago of Dasbe's 
muM BO lo Calcutta in due course, I bad one made for 
the (JovcmuT fjenrral'* use." 

He lianded a Ifap^t across the (able, and then tumctl 

10 itic next pungTuph ni the jeremiad. 

Ihr military magnate laid down his cigar, look up the 
dficumrnt ami glanced at it apprehensively, resumed his 
ciffir, ami Mtiled himself in his chair. It was a ver)- 
comfortable one and matched the office-room, which, 
being in the political light's private house, was under the 
■upervifion o( his wife, who was a notable woman. Her 
portnifl Mood in the place ol honor on the mantelpiece 
and il wa» flanked by lexis; one inculcating Ihe rinue of 
doing as you would be done by, the other the duty of 
doin^ pood without ceasing. iJoth rather dangerous 
maxims when you have to deal with a different personal 
and ethical slandard d[ happiness and righteous- 
ness. There wan also a semicircle of children's photo- 
graphs — of the kind known as positives — on the table 
round the official ink-pot. When the sun shone on their 
glasses, as il did now through a western window, they 
(laizird Ihe eyes. Mayhe it was their h>T»notizing in- 
fluence which inclined the father of the family toward 
treating evcr>' problem which came to that office-table 
as if the first desideratum was their welfare, their appro- 
bation; not, of course, as his children, but as the repre- 
sentative rnghshmen and women of the future. Yet he 
was filled with earnest desires to do his duly by those 
o\er whom he had I>een set to nile. and as he read, his 
•eiiw of res|WMisibilily was simply portentous, and his 
pen. scratching fluently in comments over the half mar- 
gin, was full of wiwloni. This sound was the only one 
m the room save, occasionally, voices raised eagerly in 
the rehearsal going on in the drawing room next door. 

11 was a tragedy in aid of an orphan asylum in England 
which ihe nt^abte wife w^s getting up; and once her 
vi^ce could be heant dislinctly. sa>"ing to her daughter, 
" t^. Ekie, I'm suit ytw eouM die better than that! "" 

Meanwhile the mihtary magnate was readii^: 

** I* semat of God, the all-powerful, and ot tbe 
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prophet Mohammed — ^to whom be all praise. I. Syyed 
Ahmed-Oolah, the dust of the feet of the descendants of 
Husrut Ameer-Oolah-Mootnereen-Ali-Moortusa, the Holy.'* 
He shifted uneasily, looked across the table, appeared 
discouraged by that even scratching, and went on : 

" I, Syyed Ahmed, after preferring my salaams and the 
blessings of Holy War, to all believers of the sect of 
Sheeahs or the sect of Sunnees alike, and also to all those 
having respectful regards to the P'aith, declare that I, 
the least of servants in the company of those waiting on 
the Prophet, did by the order of God receive a Sword of 
Honor, on condition that I should proclaim boldly to 
all the duty of combining to drive out Infidels. In this, 
therefore, is there great Reward ; as is written in the Word 
of God, since His Gracious Power is mighty for success. 
Yea! and if any fail, will they not be rid of all the ends 
of this evil world, and attain the Joys and Glories of 
Martyrdom? So be it. A sign is ever sufficient to the 
intelligent, and the Duty of a servant is simply to point 
the way." 

When he had finished he laid the document down on 
the table, and for a minute or so continued to puff at his 
cig^r. Then he broke silence with that curious con- 
straint in his tone which most men assume when reli- 
gious topics crop up in general conversation. " I wonder 
if this — this paper is to be considered the sign, or " — he 
hesitated for a moment, then the cadence of the procla- 
mation being suggestive, he finished his sentence to 
match — ** or look we for another? '' 

"Another!" retorted his companion irritably. "Ac- 
cording to Dashe the whole of India is one vast sign-post! 
He seems to think we in authority are blind to this. On 
the contrary, there is scarcely one point he mentions 
which is not, I say this confidentially of course, under 
inquiry. I have the files in my confidential box here and 
can show them to you now. No! by the way, the head 
clerk has the key — that proclamation had to be trans- 
lated, of course. But, naturally, we don't proclaim this 
on the housetops. We might hurt people's feelings, or 
give rise to unfounded hopes. As for these bazaar 
rumors Dashe retails with such zest, I confess I think 
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it undigTiified for a district -officer to give any heed to 
them. They are inevitable with an ignorant population, 
and we, having the testimony of a good conscience," — he 
glanced almost unconsciously at the mantelpiece. — 
" should disregard these ridiculous lies. Of course every* 
one — everyone in the swim, that is — admits that the 
native army is most unsettled. And as Sir Charles 
Napier declared, mutiny is the most serious danger 
in the future; in fact, if the first symptoms are not 
grappled with, it may shake the very foundations. 
But we are grappling with it. just as we are grappling, 
quietly, with the general distrust. That was a most 
mischievous paragraph, by the way, in the Chris- 
tian Observer, jubilant over the alarm created by those 
first widow re-niarriages the other day. So was that 
in The Pncud of India, calling attention to the fact that a 
regular prayer was offered up in all the mosques for 
the Restoration of the Royal Family. We don't want 
these tilings noticed. We want to create a feeling of 
security by ignoring them. That is our policy. Then 
as for Dashe's political news, it is all stale! That story, 
for instance, of the Embassy from Persia, and of the old 
King of Delhi having turned a Sheeah^ ■" 

" That has something to do with saying Amen, hasn't 
it?" interrupted the military magnate, with the air of 
one determined to get at the bottom of things at all costs 
to himself. 

The political light smiled in superior fashion. " Par- 
tially; but politically — as a gauge, I mean, to probable 
antagonism — Sheeahs and Sunnees arc as wide apart as 
Protestants and Papists. The fact that the Royal 
Family of Oude are Sheeahs. and the Delhi one Sunnees, 
is uur safeguard. Of course the old King's favorite wife, 
Zecnut Maihl, is an Oude woman, but 1 don't credit the 
rumors. I had it carefully inquired into, however, by 
a man who has special opportunities for that sort of work. 
A very intelligent fellow, Greyman by name. He has a 
black wife or — or something of that sort, which of 
course helps him to understand the natives better than 
most of lis who — er — who don't — you understand " 
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The military magnate, having a sense of humor, 
smiled to himself. " Perfectly," he replied, " and Tm in- 
clined to think that perhaps there is something to be said 
for a greater laxity/' In his turn he glanced at the man- 
telpiece, and paused before that immaculate presence. 
" The proclamation, however," he went on hurriedly, 
" appears to me a bit dangerous. Holy War is awkward, 
and a religious fanatic is a tough subject even to the regu- 
lars." He had seen a rush of Ghazees once and the 
memory lingered. 

" Undoubtedly. And as we have pointed out again 
and again to your Department, here and at home, the 
British garrisons are too scattered. These large acces- 
sions of territory have put them out of touch with each 
other. But that again is being grappled with. In fact, 
personally, I believe we are getting on as well as can be 
expected." He glanced here at the semicircle of chil- 
dren as if the phrase were suggestive. " We are doing 
our best for India and the Indians. Now here, in Oude, 
things are wonderfully ship-shape already. Despite 
Jackson and Gubbins' tiflFs over -trifles they are both 
splendid workers, and Lucknow was never so well gov- 
erned as it is to-day." 

" But about the proclamation," persisted his hearer. 
" Couldn't you get some more information about it? 
That Greyman, for instance." 

" I'm afraid not. He refused some other work I 
offered him not long ago. Said he was going home for 
good. I sometimes wish I could. It is a thankless task 
slaving out here and being misunderstood, even at home. 
Being told in so many words that the very system under 
which we were recruited has failed. Poor old Hailey- 
bury! I only hope competition will do as well, but I doubt 
it; these new fellows can never have the old esprit de 
corps; won't come from the same class! One of the 
Rajah's people was questioning me about it only this 
morning — they read the English newspapers, of course. 
' So we are not to have sahibs to rule over us,' he said, 
looking black as thunder. * Any krani*s (lit. low-caste 
English) son will do, if he has learned enough.' I tried 
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to explain " Here a red-coated orderly entering 

with a card, he broke off into angry inquiries why he was 
being disturbed contrar\' to orders. 

" The sahib bade me bring it," replied the man, as if 
that were sufficient excuse, and his master, looking at 
the card, tossed it over the table to the soldier, who ex- 
claimed: " Talk of the devil! He may as well come in, if 
you don't mind." 

So James Greyman was ushered in, and remained 
standing between the civilian and the soldier; for it is 
not given to all to have the fine perceptions of the native. 
The orderly had unhesitatingly classed the visitor as a 
" gentleman to be obeyed " ; but the Political Depart- 
ment knew him only as a reliable source of information. 

"Well, Greyman! Have you brought any more 
news? " asked the civilian, in a tone intended to impress 
the Military Department with the fact that here was one 
grapnel out of the many which were being employed 
in bringing truth to the surface and securing safety. But 
the soklicr. after one brief look at the newcomer, sat up 
and squared his own shoulders a bit. 

** That depends, sir," replied James Greyman quietly, 
" whether it pays me to bring it or not. I told you last 
month that I could not undertake any more work, be- 
cause I was leaving India. My plans have changed; and 
to be frank, T am rather hard up. If you could give me 
regular employment I should be glad of it." He spoke 
with the utmost deliberation, but the incisive finality of 
every word, taking his hearers unprepared, gave an im- 
pression of hurry and left the civilian breathless. James 
( Ireynian. however, having said what he had come to say, 
said no mc^re. During the past week he had had plenty 
of time to make up his mincl, or rather to find out that it 
was nia<le up. lM>r he recognized frankly that he was 
artinv; more on impulse than reason. After he had bur- 
ied poor little /.ora away in accordance with the cus- 
toms of her people, and paid his racing bets and general 
liabilitirs. to <|o which he had found it necessary to sell 
in«>st things, iiuhidiii^ the very horse he had matched 
i^iainst Majoi Irlton's, he had suddenly found out, 
nUlin \k\ his t>\vn siiiprise. that the itlea of starting 
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again on the old lines was utterly distasteful to him. In 
a lesser degree this second loss of his future and severing 
of ties in the past had had the same effect upon him as 
the previous one. It had left him reckless, disposed to 
defy all he had lost, and prove himself superior to ill- 
luck. Then being, by right of his Celtic birth, imagina- 
tive, in a way superstitious, he had again and again found 
himself thrown back, as it were, upon Kate Erlton's 
appeal for that chance, to bring which the Spirit might 
be, even now, moving on the waters. It was that, that 
only, with its swift touch on his own certainty that a 
storm was brewing, which had made him yield his point; 
which had forced him into yielding by an unreasoning 
assent to her suggestion that it might bring a chance of 
atonement with it. And now, in calm deliberation, he 
confessed that he might find his chance in it also; a better 
chance, maybe, than he would have had in England. His 
only one, at any rate, for some time to come. Those 
gray-blue northern eyes with the glint of steel in them 
had, by a few words, changed the current of his Hfe. The 
truth was unpalatable, but as usual he did not attempt to 
deny it. He simply cast round for the best course in 
which to flow toward that tide in the affairs of men 
which he hoped to take at its flood. Political employ- 
ment — briefly, spy's work — seemed as good as any for the 
present. 

" Regular employment," echoed the civilian, recover- 
ing from his sense of hurry. " You mean, I presume, 
as a news-writer." 

" As a spy, sir," interrupted James Greyman. 

The political light disregarded the suggestion. " Your 
acquirements, of course, would be suitable enough; but 
I fear there are no native courts without one. And the 
situation hardly calls for excess expenditure. But of 
course, any isolated douceur " 

His hearer smiled. " Call it payment, sir. But I think 
you must find job-work in secret intelligence rather ex- 
pensive. It produces such a crop of mare's-nests; at 
least so I have found." 

The suspicion of equality in the remark made the offi- 
cial mount his high horse, deftly. 
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" Really, we have so many reliable sources of informa- 
tion, Mr. Greyman," he began, laying his hand as if casu- 
ally on the papers before him. The action was followed 
by James Greyman's keen eyes. 

" You have the proclamalion there, I see," he said 
cheerfully. " I thought it could not be much longer 
before tfie police or someone else became aware of its 
existence. The Moiilvie himself was here about a week 
ago." 

"The Moulvie — ^whal Moulvie?" asked the military 
magnate eagerly. The civilian, however, frowned. If 
confidential work were to be carried out on those lines, 
something, even if it were only ignorance, must be found 
out. 

■' The Moulvie of Fvzabad " began James Greyman. 

" And who ? " ' 

" My dear sir." interrupted the other pettishly. " We 
really know all about the Moulvie of Fyzabad. His 
name has been on the register of suspects for months." 
He rose, crossed to a bookshelf, and coming back pro- 
cessionally with two big volumes, began to turn over the 
pages of one. 

" M— Mo~Ah ! Ma, no doubt. That is correct, 
though transliteration is really a difficult task — to be con- 
sistent yet intelligible in a foreign language is No. 

It must be under F in the first volume. F; Fy. Just so! 
Here we are. " Fyzabad, Moulvie of — fanatic, tall, 
medium color, mole on inside of left shoulder.' This is 
the man, I think? ' 

" I was not aware of the mole, sir," replied James Grey- 
man dryly, " but he is a magnificent preacher, a consist- 
ent patriot, a born organizer; and he is now on his wav to 
Delhi." 

"To Delhi?" echoed the civilian pettishly. "What 
can a man of the stamp you say he is want with Delhi? 
A sham court, a miserable pantaloon of a king, the prey 
of a designing woman who flatters his dotage. I admit 
he is the representative of ilie Moghul dynasty, but its 
record for the last hundred and fifty years is bad enough 
surely to stamp out sentiment of that sort." 

" Prince Charles Edward was not a very admirable per- 
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son, nor the record of the Stuarts a very glorious one, 

and yet my grandfather " James Greyman pulled 

himself up sharply, and seeing an old prayer-book lying 
on the table, which, with the alternatives of a bottle of 
Ganges water and a copy of the Koratty lay ready for the 
discriminate swearing of witnesses, finished his sentence 
by opening the volume at a certain Office, and then plac- 
ing the open book on the top of the proclamation. " It 
will be no news to you, sir, that prayers of that sort are 
being used in all the mosques. Of course here, in Luck- 
now, they are for my late master's return. But if anything 
comparable to the '15 or the '45 were to come, Delhi must 
be the center. It is the lens which would focus the 
largest area, the most rays; for it appeals to greed as 
well as good, to this world as well as the next." 

" Do you think it a center of disaflfection now, Mr. 
Greyman? " asked the military magnate with an emphasis 
on the title. 

" I do not know, sir. Zeenut Maihl, the Queen, has 
court intrigues, but they are of little consequence." 

" I disagree," protested the Political. *' You require 
the experience of a lifetime to estimate the enormous in- 
fluence " 

"What do you consider of importance, then?" inter- 
rupted the soldier rather cavalierly, leaning across the 
table eagerly to look at James Greyman. There was an 
instant's silence, during which those voices rehearsing 
were clearly audible. The tragedy had apparently 
reached a climax. 

"That; and this." He pointed to the Proclamation, 
and a small fragment of something which he took from 
his waistcoat pocket and laid beside the paper. The 
civilian inspected it curiously, the soldier, leaving his 
chair, came round to look at it also. The sunny room 
was full of peace and solid security as those three "Eng- 
lishmen, with no lack of pluck and brains, stood round 
the white fragment. 

" Looks like bone," remarked the soldier. 

" It is bone, and it was found, so I heard in the 
bazaar to-day, at the bottom of a Commissariat flour- 
sack " 
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Janivi (ircyinan wai interrupted by a relieved pshawl 
(ntm rlio I'otfticBl. 

" 'I'tie uld itiiry. eh, Grcyman! I wonder what next 
llieur iKniiranl (ntiU " 

" Wlicn tlip l^tiunint fi)ola happen to be drilled sol- 
iHiTK, nnd, in llcnijiil. oulnnniher unr English troops by 
tweiitydinr t" niu'," retorted James Greynian sharply, 
" il ncfin* n work of snpererofjation to ask what they will 

do next, It I were in their place However, if I 

ntny lell yni how that came into my hands you will per- 
hBim ))r iilitr to Rfaap the gravity of the situation." 

" Won't ycm take a chair?" asked the soldier quickly. 

JaniCN (irevman glanced at the Political. "No, 
llmnki. I won't he long. There is a class of grain car- 
Hera called HunjaraliN. Thcv keep herds o( oxen, and 
have carried snpplies (or the koyal troops since time im- 
nirniorial. They have a charter engraved on a copper 
hre»»ti>l«tc. I've only seen a copy, tor the ori^nal 
jliungi and Illiungi liv-ci) Xf^ ago in Rajpootana. It 
ruiw w>: 

■■ Wkt>» ItHjnp Bhunci's own 
CVmy iW inHv's i-orn. 
(fonw-thttih ti'> ivtA ihrit flocb ob. 

Hognp-vktPi rradi drawn. 

Titrvc niMclprs lUily Anvm, 

Cany »t •r«y'j «■»." 

** TNrfHisterons," mttrmured ibe ctriHan. " Thai's at 
an «Hi. anyhow;." 

" N*«tural)y ; kic ihcy bo toofirn' carT>- the com. The 
nwttKtt is Kki sK>«\ too Eastern kw onr Conmnssariat. 
fttti (be V^ttJe le\-»es os^d to employ tbem. So did I at 
ttw i4aUr«^ This is mtt abo. and when I last saw nn- 
la m i g tlttl's a caravan o4 theoi. sir — tbn' were sAxsn- 
t rigli f . iMdec' a ric^ Hindoo firm which was draioe di- 
«««< witk ttw IV wufiiH . They ditb't Bkr it." 

" ^4il yoo eairt dewv Aai dw prowdi ot a straag. coo- 
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board," intermpted his hearer dryly. '* The worst of it; 
in this case, bemg that you have to get your content out 
of the petty dealers like these Bunjarahs. I came upon 
one yesterday telling a circle of admirers, in the strictest 
confidence of course, lest the Sirkar should kill him tor 
letting the cat out of the bag, that he had fc>und that bit 
of bone at the bottom of a Commissariat sack he b^^ught 
to mend his own. The moral bemg, of course, that it 
was safer to buy irom him. But he was only half 
through when I, knowing the scoundrel, fell on him and 
thrashed him for lying. The audience approved, and 
assented to his confession that it was a lie; but only to 
please me, the man with the stick. And as for Jhungt, 
he will tell the tale with additional embellishments in every 
village to which the caravan goes; unless someone is 
there to thrash him if he does." 

" Scoundrel," muttered the soldier angrily. 

" Or saint," added James Greyman. " He will be that 
when he comes to believe his own story of having 
burned the sack rather than use it. That won't be long. 
Then he will be much more dangerous. However, if 
there is no place vacant for me, sir " 

" If you would not mind waiting a minute " began 

the military magnate, with a hasty look at the Political. 

James Greyman bowed, and retired discreetly to the 
window. It looked out upon just such another garden 
as Kate Erlton's, and the remembrance provoked the 
cynical question as to what the devil he was doing in that 
galley. Racing was a far safer way of making money 
than acting as a spy; to no purpose possibly, at least so 
far as his own chance was concerned. 

Yet five minutes after, when the Political was writing 
him out a safe conduct in the event of his ever getting 
into diflBcuhies with the authorities, he interrupted the 
scratching of the pen to say, suddenly : 

** If yon would make it out in my own name, sir, I 
»houkl prekr it. James Sholto Douglas, late of the 
th Reginjem." 

'^ Hm! " §aid tbe mhury magnate thoughtfully when 
tbe TMtrw ezapferr^: m the fiecret [ntelJigenoe I>ej#amn«il 
rcrjcL "So that h Jim LXM^ka, i^ k: I 
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thought he was a service man by the set of his shoulders, 
Jim Douglas. I remember his case when 1 was in the 
A,-G.'s oltice." 

■■ What was it? " asked the civihan curiously. 

" Oh, a woman, of course. 1 forget the details, she 
was the wife of his major, a drunken beast. There was 
something about a blow, and she didn't back him up; 
saved her reputation, you understand. But he was an 
uncommonly smart officer, I know that." 
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The Gissings' house stood in a large garden; but 
though it was wreathed with creepers, and set with 
flowers after the manner of flowerful Lucknow. there was 
no cult of pansies or such like English treasures here. 
It was gay with that acclimatized tangle of poppies and 
larkspur, marigold, mignonette, and corn cockles which 
Indian gardeners love to sow broadcast in their cartwheel 
mud-beds; " powder of flowers" they call the mixed 
seeds they save for it from year to year. 

In the big dark dining room also — where Alice Gis- 
sing, looking half her years in starch, white muslin, and 
blue ribbons, sat at the head of the table — there was no 
cult of England. Everything was frankly, stanchly of 
the nabob and pagoda-tree style; for the Gissings pre- 
ferred India, where they were received into society, to 
England, where they would have been out of it. 

It had been one those heavy luncheons, beginning 
with many meats and much bottled beer, ending with 
much madeira and many cigars, which sent the insurance 
rate for India up to war risks in those days. ■ 

And there was never any scarcity of the best beer at 
the Gissings', seeing that he had the contract for supply- 
ing it to the British troops. His wife, however, preferred 
solid-looking porter with a creamy head to it, and a 
heavy odor which lingered about her pretty smiling lips. 
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It was a most incongruous drink for one of her appear- 
ance; but it never seemed to affect either her gay little 
body or gay little brain ; the one remained youthful, slen- 
der, the other brightly, uncompromisingly clear. 

She had been married twice. Once in extreme youth 
to a clerk in the Opium Department, who owed the good 
looks which had attracted her to a trace of dark blood. 
Then she had chosen wealth in the person of Mr. Gissing. 
Had he died, she would probably have married for 
position; since she had a catholic taste for the amenities 
of hfe. But he had not died, and she had lived with him 
for ten years in good-natured toleration of all his claims 
upon her. As a matter of fact, they did not affect her in 
the least, and in her clear, high voice, she used to wonder 
openly why other women worried over matrimonial 
troubles or fussed over so slight an encumbrance as a 
husband. In a way she felt equal to more than one, 
provided they did not squabble over her. That was un- 
pleasant, and she not only liked things to be pleasant, 
but had the knack of making them so; both to the man 
whose name she bore, and whose house she used as a 
convenient spot wherein to give luncheon parties, and 
to the succession of admirers who came to them and 
drank her husband's beer. 

He was a vulgar creature, but an excellent business 
man, with a knack of piling up the rupees which made 
the minor native contractors, whose trade he was gradu- 
ally absorbing, gnash their teeth in sheer envy. For 
the Western system of risking all to gain all was too 
much opposed to the Eastern one of risking nothing to 
gain little for the hereditary merchants to adopt it at once. 
Thev have learned the trick of fence and entered the 
lists successfully since then; but in 1856 the foe was new. 
So they fawned on the shrewd despoiler instead, and 
curried favor by bringing his wife fruits and sweets, with 
something costlier hidden in the oranges or sugar drops. 
Alice Gissing accepted everything with a smile; for her 
husband was not a Government servant. The contracts, 
however, being for Government supplies, the givers did 
flOt discriminate the position so nicely. They used to 
lia lliat the Sirkar robbed them both ways, much 
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to Mr. Gissing's amiisement, who. as a method of self- 
glorification, would allude to it at the luncheon parties 
where many men used to come. Men who, between the 
intervals of badinage with the gay little hostess, could 
talk with authority on most affairs. They did not bring 
their wives with them, but Alice Gissing did not seem to 
mind ; she did not gel on with women. 

" So they complain I rob them, do they? " he said 
loudly, complacently, to the men on either side of him. 
"My dear Colonel! an Englishman is bound to rob a 
native if that means creaming the market, for they 
haven't been educated, sir. on those sound commercial 
principles which have made England the first nation in 
the world. Take this flour contract they are howling 
about. I'm beer by rights, of course, and, by George, 
I'm proud of it. Your men. Colonel, can't do without 
beer; England can't do without soldiers: so my business 
is sound. But why shouldn't I have my finger in any 
other pie which holds money? These hereditary fools 
think I shouldn't, and they were trjing a ring. sir. Hal 

ha ! an absurd upside-down d d Oriental ring based on 

utterly rotten principles. You can't keep up the price 
of a commodity because your grandfather got that price. 
They ignored the facility of transport given by roads, 
etc., ignored the right of government to benefit — er — 
slightly — by these outlays. Commerce isn't a selfish 
thing, sir. by gad. If you don't consider your market 
a bit. you won't find one at all. So I stepped in. and made 
thousands; for the Commissariat, seeing the saving here, 
of course asked me to contract for other places. It 
serves the idiots uncommon well right; but it will benefit 
them in the end. If they're to face Western nations they 
must learn — er — the — the morality of speculation." He 
paused, helped himself to another glass of madeira, and 
added in an unctuous tone, " but till they do. India's a 
good place." 

" Is that Gissing preaching morality? " asked his wife, 
in her clear, high voice. The men at her end of the 
table had had their share of her: those others might 
be getting bored by her husband. 

" Only the morality of business." put in a coarse-look'' 
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ing fellow wbo, having been betwixt and betwxen the 
conversations, had been drinking rather heavily. 
** There's no need for you to join the ladies as yet, Mrs, 
Gissing." 

Major Erlton, at her right hand, scowled, and the boy 
on her left flushed up to the eyes. He was her latest ad- 
mirer, and was still in the stage when she seemed an 
angel incarnate. Only the day before he had wanted 
to call out a cynical senior who had answered his 
vehement wonder as to how a woman like she was could 
have married a little beast like Gissing, with the irrever- 
ent suggestion that it might be because the name rhymed 
with kissing. 

In the present instance she heeded neither the scowl 
nor the flush, and her voice came calmly. ** I don't in- 
tend to, doctor. I mean to send you into the drawing 
room instead. That will be quite as effectual to the 
proprieties." 

Amid the laugh. Major Erlton found opportunity for 
an admiring whisper. She had got the brute well above 
the belt that time. But the boy's flush deepened; he 
looked at his goddess with pained, perplexed eyes. 

" The morality of speculation or gambling,'* retorted 
the doctor, speaking slowly and staring at the delighted 
Major angrily, " is the art of winning as much money 
as you can — conveniently. That reminds me, Erlton; 
you must have raked in a lot over that match." 

A sudden dull red showed on the face whose admira- 
tion Alice was answering by a smile. 

" I won a lot, also/' she interrupted hastily, " thanks 
to your tip, Erlton. You never forget your friends." 

" No one could forget you — there is no merit " be- 
gan the boy hastily, then pausing before the publicity of 
his own words, and bewildered by the smile now given to 
him. Herbert Erltoti noted the fact sullenly. He 
knew that for the time being all the little lady's personal 
interest was b»; tycrt he also knew that was not nearly so 
iniscb as be gatve foer. And he wanted more, not undcr- 

if s8pe Jwtd had more to give %he wotifd 

fes^ generous than she was; being 

^n& sin becatise the srn has no 
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appreciable effect on them. It leaves them strangely, 
inconceivably unsoiled. This imperviousness, however, 
being, as a rule, considered the man's privilege only, 
Major Erilon failed to understand the position, and so, 
feeling aggrieved, turned on the lad. 

■' I'll remember you the next time if you like. Main- 
waring," he said, " but someone has to lose in every 
game. I'd grasped that fact before I was your age, and 
made up my mind it shouldn't be me." 

"Sound commercial morality!" laughed another 
guest. " Try ii, Mainwaring, at the next Gymkhana. 
By the way, I hear that professional, Greyman, is off, so 
amateurs will have a chance now; he was a devilish fine 
rider." 

" Rode a devilish fine horse, too," put in the unap- 
peased doctor. " You bought it, Eriton, in spite " 

■' Yes! for fifteen hundred," interrupted the Major, in 
unmistakable defiance. " A long price, but there was 
hanky-panky in that match. Greyman tried fussing to 
cover It. You never can trust professionals. How- 
ever, I and my friends won. and I shall win again with 
the horse. Take you evens in gold mohurs for the 
next " 

There was always a sledge-hammer method in the 
Major's fence, and the subject dropped. 

The room was heavy with the odors of meats and 
drinks. Dark as it was, the flood of sunshine streaming 
into the veranda outside, where yellow hornets were 
buzzing and the servants washing up the dishes, sent a 
glare even into the shadows. Neither the furniture nor 
appointments of the room owed anything to the East — 
for Indian art was, so to speak, not as yet invented for 
English folk — yet there was a strange unkennedness 
about their would-be familiarity which suddenly struck 
the latest exile, young Mainwaring. 

" India is a beastly hole," he said, in an undertone — 
" things are so different — I wish I were out of it." There 
was a note of appeal in his young voice; his eyes, meet- 
ing Alice Gissing's, filled with tears to his intense dismay. 
He hoped she might not see them; but she did, and 
leaned over to lay one kindly bc-ringcd little hand o 
table quite close to his. 
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" You've got liver," she said confidentially. " India 
is quite a nice place. Come to the assembly to-night, 
and I will give you two extras — whole ones. And don't 
drink any more madeira, there is a good boy. Come and 
have coffee with me in the drawing room instead; that 
will set you right." 

Less has set many a boy hopelessly wrong. To do 
Alice Gissing justice, however, she never recognized such 
facts; her own head being quite steady. But Major 
Erlton understood the possible results perfectly, and com- 
mented on them when, as a matter of course, his long 
length remained lounging in an easy-chair after the other 
guests had gone, and Mr. Gissing had retired to business. 
People, from the Palais Royale playwrights, downward 
— or upward — always poke fun at the husbands in such 
situations; but no one jibes at the man who succeeds to 
the cut-and-dried necessity for devotion. Yet there is 
surely something ridiculous in the spectacle of a man 
playing a conjugal part without even a sense of duty to 
give him dignity in it, and the curse of the commonplace 
comes as quickly to Abelard and Heloise as it does to 
Darby and Joan. So Major Erlton, lounging and com- 
menting, might well have been Mrs. Gissing's legal 
owner. " Going to make a fool of that lad now, I sup- 
pose, Allie. Why the devil should you when you don't 
care for boys?" 

She came to a stand in front of him like a child, her 
hands behind her back, but her china-blue eyes had a 
world of shrewdness in them. " Don't I? Do you think 
I care for men either? I don't. You just amuse me, and 
I've got to be amused. By the way, did you remember 
to order the cart at five sharp? I want to go round the 
Fair before the Club." 

If they had been married ten times over, their spending 
the afternoon together could not have been more of a 
foregone conclusion; there seemed, indeed, no choice in 
the matter. And they were prosaically punctual, too; 
at "five sharp" they climbed into the high dog-cart 
boldly, in face of a whole posse of servants dressed in 
the nabob and pagoda-tree style, also with silver crests in 
their pith turbans and huge monograms on their breast- 
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plates: old-fasliioned servants with the most antiquated 
notions as to the needs of the sahib hguc, and a fund 
of passive resentment for the least change in the inher- 
ited routine of service. Changes which they referred to 
the (act tliat the new-fangled sahibs were not real sahibs. 
But the heavy, little and big breakfasts, the unhmited 
beer, the solid dinners, the milk punch and brandy pani, 
all had their appointed values in the Gissings' house; so 
the servants watched their mistress with approving 
smiles. And on Mondays there was always a larger 
posse than usual to sec the old Mai, who had l>een Ahcc 
Gissing's ayah for years and years, hand up the bouquet 
which the gardener always had ready, and say, " My 
salaams to the niissy-baba," Mrs. Gissing used to take 
the flowers just as she took her parasol or her gloves. 
Then she would say, " All right," partly to the ayah, 
partly to her cavalier, and the dog-cart, or buggy, or 
mail-phaeton, whichever it happened to be, would go 
spinning away. For the old Mai had handed the flowers 
into many different turn-outs and remained on the steps 
ready with the authority of age and long service, to crush 
any frivolous remarks newcomers might make. But the 
destination of the bouquet was always the same; and that 
was to stand in a peg tumbler at the foot of a tiny white 
marble cross in the cemetery, Mrs. Gissing put a fresh 
offering in it every Monday, going through the ceremony 
with a placid interest; for the date on the cross was far 
back in the years. Still, she used to speak of the little 
life which had come and gone from hers when she was 
yet a child herself, with a certain self-possessed plaintive- 
ness born of long habit. 

■' 1 was barely seventeen." she would say. " and it was 
a dear little thing. Then Saumarez was transferred, and 
I never retume<l to Lucknow till I married Gissing. It 
was odd, wasn't it, marrying twice to the same station. 
But, of course, I can't ask him to come here, so it is 
doubly kind of you; tor I couldn't come alone, it is so 
sad." 

Her blue eyes would be limpid with actual tears; yet 
as she waited for the return of the tumbler, which the 
watchman always had to wash out, shv looked more liki 
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some dainty figure on a cracker than a * 
Nevertheless, the admirers whom she tocdc in Lucturmii 
inio her confidence thought it sweet and womanly of ber 
never to have forgotten the dead baby, tbough dwy 
rather admired her dislike to live ones. Some ol tbem. 
when their part in the weekly drama came upoo tlwm. 
as it always did in the first flush of their fancy tar the 
principal actress in it, began by being quite scntimenal 
over it. Herbert Erltcn did. He went so far once as 
to bring an additional bouquet of pansies from his wile's 
pet bed; but the little lady had looked at it with ptatotivc 
distrust. " Pansies withered so soon." ^e said. ~ and as 
the bouquet had to last a whole week, somrthtng Icsb 
fragile was better." Indeed, the gardener's boaqoKts, 
compact, hard, with the blossoms all jammed into GbIb 
spots of color among the protruding spdgs of privel. wtn 
more suited to her calm permanency of rvgrvt. than tfie 
passionate purple posy which had looked so pathetically 
out of place in the big man's coarse hands. She had 
taken it from him, however, and strewn the already 
drooping flowers about the marble. They looked pretty, 
she had said, though the others were best, as she liked 
e\'erything to be tidy: because she had been very, very 
fond of the poor littie dear. Saumarez had never been 
kind, and it had been so pretty; dark, like its father, wiio 
had been a very handsome man. She had cried for days. 
then, though she didn't like chiWrcn now. But she 
would always remember this one. always! The old Nfai 
and she often talked of it: especially when slie was 
dressing for a ball, because the gardener brou^i 
Ixjuquets for ihcm also. 

Major Eriton, therefore, gave no more pansies. and his 
sentiment died down into a sort of irritable wonder what 
tiie little woman would he at- The unreality of it all 
struck him afresh nn this particular Monday, as he 
watched her daintily removing the few fallen petals; so 
he left her to finish her task while he walked about. The 
eowtery wm » perfect garden of a place, with rectangu- 
•. . . . 1^^ shrubs which rose from a tangle 
"te that around the Gissings' house, 
hid the graves for the most part; 
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but in the older portions great domed erections — gener- 
ally safeguarding an infant's body — rose above it more 
like suninier-fioiiscs than tombs. Herbert Erlton pre- 
ferred this part of the cemetery. Il was less suggestive 
than the newer portion, and he was one of those whole- 
some, hearty animals to whom the very idea of death is 
horrible. So hither, after a time, she came, stepping 
daintily over the graves, and pausing an instant on the 
way to add a sprig of mignonette to the rosebud she had 
brought from a bush beside the cross; it was a fine, 
healthy bush which yielded a constant supply of buds 
suitable for buttonholes. She looked charming, but he 
met her with a perplexed frown, 

"I've been wondering. Allie," he said, " what you 
would have been like if that baby had lived. Would you 
have cared for it? " 

Her eyes grew startled. " But I do care for it! Why 
should 1 come if I didn't? It isn't amusing, I'm sure; so 
1 think it very unkind of you to suggest " 

" I never suggested anything," he protestad. " I know 

you did — that you do care. But if it had lived " he 

paused as if something escaped his mental grasp. 
" Why. I expect you would have been different some- 
how; and 1 was wondering " 

"Ohl don't wonder, please, it's a bad habit," she re- 
plied, suddenly appeased. " You will be wondering 
next if I care for you. As if you didn't know that 1 do." 

She was pinning the buttonhole into his coat methodi- 
cally, and he could not refuse an answering smile; but the 
puzzled look remained. " I suppose you do, or you 
wouldn't " he began slowly. Then a sudden emo- 
tion showed in face and voice. " You shp from me 
somehow, Allie — shp like an eel. I never get a real 
hold Well ! 1 wonder if women understand them- 
selves? They ought to, for nobody else can, that's one 
comfort," Whether he meant he was no denser than 
previous recipients of rosebuds, or that mankind 
benefited by failing to grasp feminine standards, was not 
clear. And Mrs. Gissing was oHire interested in the fact 
that the mare was mg/gtttfglj/^m&i they climbed into 
the high dog-cartJ^^^^^^^^^BKr ai quieting spin 
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down the road. The fresh wind of their own speed 
blew in their faces, the mare's feet scarcely seemed to 
touch the ground, the trees slipped past quickly, the 
palm-squirrels fled chirruping. He flicked his whip 
gayly at them in boyish fashion as he sat well back, his 
big hand giving to the mare's mouth. Hers lay equably 
in her lap, though the pace would have made most 
women clutch at the rail. 

Jolly little beasts; aint they, Allie? " 
Jolly altogether; jolly as it can be," she replied 
with the frank delight of a girl. They had forgotten 
themselves innocently enough; but one of the men in a 
dog-cart, past which they had flashed, put on an outraged 
expression. 

" Erlton and Mrs. Gissing again! " he fussed. " I shall 
tell my wife to cut her. Being in business ourselves we 
have tried to keep square. But this is an open scandal. 
I wonder Mrs. Erlton puts up with it. I wouldn't." 

His companion shook his head. " Dangerous work, 
saying that. Wait till you are a woman. I know more 
about them than most, being a doctor, so I never venture 
on an opinion. But, honestly, I believe most women — 
that little one ahead into the bargain— don't care a button 
one way or the other. And, for all our talk, I don't be- 
lieve we do either, when all is said and done." 

" What is said and done? " asked the other peevishly. 

There was a pause. The lessening dog-cart with its 
flutter of ribbons, its driver sitting square to his work, 
showed on the hard white road which stretched like a 
narrowing ribbon over the empty plain. Far ahead a 
little devil of wind swept the dust against the blue sky 
like a cloud. Nearer at hand lay a cluster of mud hov- 
els, and — going toward it before the dog-cart — a woman 
was walking along the dusty side of the road. She had 
a bundle of grass on her head, a baby across her hip, a 
toddling child clinging to her skirts. The afternoon sun 
sent the shadows conglomerately across the white metal. 

" Passion, Love, Lust, the attractions of sex for sex — 

wlial you will," said the doctor, breaking the silence. 

'^toing is easier knocked out of a man, if he is worth 

^ one — a bugle call, a tight corner God 
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Almighty! — they're over that child! Drive on like the 
devil, man, and let me see what I can do." 

There is never much to do when all has been done in 
an instant. There had been a sudden causeless leaving 
of the mother's side, a toddling child among the shadows, 
a quick oath, a mad rear as the mare, checked by hands 
like a vise for strength, snapped the shafts as if they had 
been straws. No delay, no recklessness ; but one of these 
iron-shod hoofs as it flung out had caught the child full 
on the temple, and there was no need to ask what that 
curv^ed blue mark meant, which had gone crashing into 
the skull. 

Alice Gissing had leaped from the dog-cart and stood 
looking at the pitiful sight with wide eyes. 

" Wc couldn't do anything," she said in an odd hard 
voice, as the others joined her. ** There was nothing we 
could do. Tell the woman, Herbert, that we couldn't 
help it." 

But the Major, making the still plunging mare a mo- 
mentary excuse for not facing the ghastly truth, had, 
after one short, sharp exclamation — almost of fear, 
turned to help the groom. So there was no sound 
for a minute save the phmging of hoofs on the hard 
ground, the groom's cheerful voice lavishing endear- 
ments on his restless charge, and a low animal-like 
whimper from tlie mother, who, after one wild shriek, 
had sunk down in tlie dust beside the dead child, look- 
ing at the purple bruise dully, and clasping her living 
baby tighter to her breast. For it, thank the gods! 
was the boy. That one with the mark on its forehead 
only the girl. 

Then the doctor, who had been busy with deft but 
helpless hands, rose from his knees, saying a word or two 
in ilindustani which provoked a whining reply from the 
woman. 

" Siie admits it was no one's fault," he said. " So 
Rrlton, if you will take our docif-cart " 

Hut the Major had faced the position by this time. " I 
can't go. She is a camp follower, I expect, and I shall 
have to find out — for compensation and all that. If you 
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would take Mrs. Gissing " His voice, steady till 

then, broke perceptibly over the name; its owner looked 
up sharply, and going over to him laid her hand on his 
arm. 

" It wasn't your fault," she said, still in that odd hard 
voice. " You had the mare in hand ; she didn't stir an 
inch. It is a dreadful thing to happen, but " — she 
threw her head back a little, her wide eyes narrowed 
as a frown puckered her smooth forehead — " it isn*t as if 
we could have prevented it. The thing had to be." 

She might have been the incarnation of Fate itself as 
she glanced down at the dead child in the dust, at the 
living one reaching from its mother's arms to touch its 
sister curiously, at the slow tears of the mother herself 
as she acquiesced in the eternal fitness of things; for a 
girl more or less was not much in the mud hovel, where 
she and her man lived hardly, and the Huzoors would 
doubtless give rupees in exchange, for they were just. 
She wept louder, however, when with conventional wail- 
ing the women from the clustering huts joined her, while 
the men, frankly curious, listened to the groom's spirited 
description of the incident. 

" You had better go, Allie; you do no good here," said 
the Major almost roughly. He was anxious to get 
through with it all; he was absorbed in it. 

So the man who had said he was going to tell his wife 
to cut Mrs. Gissing had to help her into the dog-cart. 

" It was horrible, wasn't it? " she said suddenly when, 
in silence, they had left the little tragedy far behind them. 
" We were going an awful pace, but you saw he had the 
mare in hand. He is awfully strong, you know." She 
paused, and a reflectively complacent smile stole to her 
face. " I suppose you will think it horrid," she went on; 
" but it doesn't feel to me like killing a human being, 
you know. I'm sorry, of course, but I should have been 
much sorrier if it had been a white baby. Wouldn't 
you?" 

She set aside his evasion remorselessly. " I know all 
that! People say, of course, that it is wicked not to feel 
the same toward people whether they're black or white. 



64 ON THE FACE OF THE WATERS. 

But we don't. And they don't either. They feel just 
the same about us because we are white. Don't you 
think they do? " 

" Tlie antagonism of race " he began sentenliously, 

but she cut him short again. This time with an irrele- 
vant remark. 

'■ 1 wonder what your wife would say if she saw me 
driving in your dog-cart? " 

He stared at her helplessly. The one problem was as 
unanswerable as the other. 

■' You had better drive round the back way to the 
Fair," she said considerately. " Somebody there will 
take me oPf your hands. Otherwise you will have to 
drive me to the Club; for I'm not going home. It would 
be dreadful after thai horrid business. Besides, the Fair 
will cheer me up. One doesn't understand it, you know, 
and the people crowd along like figures on a magic lan- 
tern slide. I mean that you never know what's coming 
next, and that is always so jolly, isn't it? " 

It might be, but the man with the wife felt relieved 
when, five minutes afterward, she transferred herself to 
young Mainwaring's buggy. The boy, however, felt as 
if an angel had fluttered down from the skies to the worn. 
broken-springed cushion beside him; an angel to be 
guarded from humanity — even her own. 

" How the beggars stare," he said after they had 
walked the horse for a space through the surging crowds. 
" Let us get away from the grinning apes." He would 
have liked to take her to paradise and put Haming swords 
at the gate. 

" They don't grin," she replied curtly, " they stare like 
Bank-holiday people stare at the wild beasts in the Zoo. 
But let us get away from the watered road, the police- 
men, and all that. That's no fun. See. go down that 
turning into the middle of it ; you can get out that way to 
the river road afterward if you like." 

The bribe was sufficient; it was not far across to peace 
and quiet, so the turiv was made. Nor was the staring 
worse in the irregular lane of booths and stalls down 
which they drove. The unchecked crowd was strangely 
si lent despite the numberless children carried shoulder 
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high to see the show, and though the air was full of throb- 
bings of tomtoms, twanging of sutaras, intermittent pop- 
pings and fizzings of squibs. But it was also strangely 
insistent; going on its way regardless of the shouting 
groom. 

" Take care," said Mrs. Gissing lightly, " don't run 
over another child. By the way, I forgot to tell you — 
the Fair was so funny — but Erlton ran over a black baby. 
It wasn't his fault a bit, and the mother, luckily, didn't 
seem to mind; because it was a girl, I expect. Aren't 
they an odd people? One really never knows what will 
make them cry or laugh." 

Something was apparently amusing them at that mo- 
ment, however, for a burst of boisterous merriment 
pealed from a dense crowd near a booth pitched in an 
open space. 

"What's that?" she cried sharply. "Let's go and 
see. 

She was out of the dog-cart as she spoke despite his 
protest that it was impossible — that she must not venture. 

" Do you imagine they'll murder me? " she asked with 
an insouciant , incredulous laugh. "What nonsense! 
Here, good people, let me pass, please! " 

She was by this time in the thick of the crowd, which 
gave way instinctively, and he could do nothing but fol- 
low; his boyish face stern with the mere thought her 
idle words had conjured up. Do her any injury? Her 
dainty dress should not even be touched if he could 
help it. 

But the sightseers, most of them peasants beguiled 
from their fields for this Festival of Spring, had never 
seen an English lady at such close quarters before, if, 
indeed, they had ever seen one at all. So, though they 
gave way they closed in again, silent but insistent in their 
curiosity; while, as the center of attraction came nearer, 
the crowd in front became denser, more absorbed in the 
bursts of merriment. There was a ring of license in them 
which made young Mainwaring plead hurriedly: 
Mrs. Gissing! — don't — please don't." 
But I want to see what they're laughing at," she re- 
plied. And then in perfect mimicry of the groom's 
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(Htniliar cry, her higli clear voice echoed over the heads 
ill [mill oMicr: "//«(.' H^tl Ari bhaiyati! Hut!" 

They turned to see her gay face full of smiles, joyous, 
coiifidciit, sympatlielic, and the next minute the cry was 
echoed with ap|>roving grins from a dozen responsive 
throat R. 

"Stand back, brothers! Stand back!" 

Tlicrc were quick husthngs to right and left, quick 
nods and smiles, even broad laughs full of good fellow- 
dhiii; 9c> that she fouml herself at (he innermost circle 
with clear view of the central space, of the cause of the 
laughter. It made her give a faint gasp and stand trans- 
fixed. Two white-masked figures, clasjied waist la waist, 
were waltzing alx>ut tipsily. One had a curled flaxen 
wig, a muslin dress distended by an all too visible crino- 
line, giving (nil play to a pair of prancing brown legs. 
The other wore ait old staflf uniform, cocked hat and 
(oaiher complete. The flaxen curls rested on the tar- 
ninhcd epaulet, the unembracing arms flourished brandy 
Ihittles. 

It was a vile travesty: and the Englishwoman 
liimeil instinctively to the Englishman as if doubtful 
what tu do, huw to take it. But the passion of his boy- 
ish (ace .seemed to make things clear — to give her the 
clew, and she gripped his hand hard. 

" Don 'I be a (ool ! " she whispered fiercely. " Laugh, 
It's the only thing to do." Her own voice rang out 
shrill above the uncertain stir in the crowd, taken aback 
in its merriment. 

Hut something else rose above it also. A single 
word; 

" BravT.-*! " 

She tumeil like lightning to the sound, her cheeks (or 
the first time afiame. but she could see no one in the cir- 
cle oi ilark (aces w honi she could credit with the exclama- 
tion. Yet she (elt sure slie had heard it. 

" Bravo! " Had it been .<aid in jest or earnest, in 

inock"er\' or Young Xfain waring interrupted the 

pnablein by suggesting that as the maskers ha<l run away 
into a booth, where lie could not follow and give them the 
ttrtting ther deserxvd because o( her presence, it na^a 



THE GIFT OF MAHY FACMS. «7 

be as well for her to escape further insult by returning to 
the buggy. His tone was as full of rcpnuich a.i that of a 
lad in love could be, but Mrs. (tistitini; wan callous. She 
declared she was glad to have seen it. Mn^liHluum diil 
drink and Englishwomen waltxetl. Why, then, .HltouKln't 
the natives poke fun at both habits if tlicy chi>sc? Tlicy 
themselves could laugh at other things. And laugh hIic 
did, recklessly, at everything and cvcrybinly for tiic re- 
mainder of the drive. But underneath her gaycty she 
was harping on that " Bravo I ** And sudtlcnly as they 
drove by the river she broke in on the boy's prattle to 
say excitedly: ** I have it! It must have been the one in 
the Afghan cap who said * Bravo! ' He was fairer than 
the rest. Perhaps he was an Englishman disguised. 
Well! I should know him again if 1 saw him.'* 

" Him? who— what? Who said bravo? " asked the 
lad. He had been too angry to notice the exclamation 
at the time. 

She looked at him quizzically. " Not you — you 
abused me. But someone did— or didn't " — here lirr 
little slack hands resting in her lap clasped earli other 
tightly. " I rather wish 1 knew. 1 d rather like to make 
him say it again. Bravo! Bravo!'' 

And then, as if at her own mimicry, she returned to 
her childish unreasoning laugh. 



CHAPTER VL 

THE GIFT OF MANY FACES. 

MifcS. GissiNG had guessed right. The man in \\\t 
A%faan cap was Jim Douglas, who found th<- /liH^iiiu- ol 
a fronticrsnian the easiest to assume, wh<fi, a«» now, li* 
wanted to mix in a crowd. And he would Ii;jv< zau\ 
"" Bravo" a dozen times over if he harl though* *hr liiil* 
lady woaW like to hear it; for her t[\xuV /I* iimI i»\ Mm 
possibility of insult had roused hih ke<^iu»>« asUnMuWnu 
Here had spoken a dignity he had n//t <'/p" »' '< »" >""J 
in one whom he only knew as a won»;in lA^yi I »li/«ii 
to honor. A dignity lacking m »h#- b.tf Ua,. 
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boy beside her; lacking, alasl in many a big brave 
Englishman of greater importance. So he had risked 
detection by that sudden " Bravo! " Not that he dreaded 
it much. To begin with, he was used to it, even when he 
posed as an out-landcr. for there was a trick in his gait, 
not to be Orientalized, which made policemen salute 
gravely as he passed disguised to the tent. Then there 
was ignorance of some one or another of the million 
shibboleths which divide men from each other in India; 
shibboleths too numerous for one lifetime's learning, 
which require to be born in the blood, bred in the bone. 
In this case, also, he had every intention of asserting his 
race by licking one at least of the offenders when the 
show was over. For he happened to know one of them; 
having indeed licked him a few days before over a certain 
piece of bone. So, as the crowd, accepting the finale of 
one amusement placidly, drifted away to see another, he 
walked over to the tent in which the discomforted 
caricaturists had found refuge. It was a tattered old 
military bell-tent, bought most likely at some auction 
with the tattered old staff uniform. As he lifted the flap 
the sound of escaping feet made him expect a stern chase; 
but he was mistaken. Two figures rose with a start of 
studied surprise and salaamed profoundly as he entered. 
Thev were both stark naked save for a waistcloth, and 
Jim Douglas could not resist a quick glance round for the 
discarded costumes. They were nowhere to be seen; 
being hidden, probably, under the litter of properties 
strewing the squalid green-room. Still of the identity of 
the man he knew Jim Douglas had no doubt, and as this 
one was also the nearest, he promptly seized him by the 
both shoulders and gave him a sound Western kick, 
which would have been followed by others if the recipi- 
ent had not slipped from his hold like an eel. For Jhungi, 
Bunjarah, and general vagrant, habitually oiled him- 
self from head to foot after the manner of his profession 
as a precaution against such possible attempts at capture. 

His assailant, grasping this fact, at any rate, did not 
risk dignity by pursuit; though the man stood salaam- 
ing again within arm's length. 

" You scoundrel! " said Jim Douglas with as much 
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severity as he could command before the mixture of 
deference and defiance, innocence and iniquity, in the 
sharp, cunning face before him. " Wasn't the licking I 
gfave you before enough? " 

Jhungi superadded perplexity to his other show of 
emotions. " The Huzoor mistakes," he said, with sud- 
den cheerful understanding. " It was the miscreant 
Bhungi, my brother, whom the Huzoor licked. The 
misbegotten idler who tells lies in the bazaar about bones 
and sacks. So his skin smarts, but my body is whole. 
Is it not so, Father Tiddu?" 

The appeal to his companion was made with curious 
eagerness, and Jim Douglas, who had heard this tale of 
the ill-doing double before, looked at the witness to it 
with interest. That this man was or was not Jhungi's 
co-offender he could not say with certainty, for there was 
a remarkable lack of individuality about both face and 
figure when in repose. But the nickname of Tiddu, or 
cncket, was immediately explained by the Jerky angu- 
larity of his actions,. Save for the taint frostiness of 
sprouting gray hairs on a shaven cheek and skull he 
might have been any age. 

" Of a truth it was Bhungi," he said in a well-modu- 
lated but creaky voice. " Time was when liars, such as 
he, fell dead. Now they don't even catch fevers, and if 
they do, the Huzoors give them a bitter powder and start 
them lying again. So, since one dead fish stinks a whole 
tank, virtuous Jhungi. being like as two peas in a pod, 
suffers an ill-name. But Bhungi will know what it 
means to tell lies when he stands before his Creator, 
Nevertheless in this world the master being enraged " 

" Not so. Father Tiddu." interrupted Jhungi glibly, 
" the Huzoor is but enraged with Bhungi. And rightly. 
Did not we hide our very faces with shame while he mim- 
icked the noble people? Did we not try to hold him 
when he fled from punishment — as the Huzoor no doubt 
heard " 

Jim Douglas without a word slipped his hand down 
the man's back. The wales of a sound hiding were 
palpable; so was his wince as he dodged aside to 
sataam again. 
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"The Huzoor is a male judge." he said admiringly. 
" No black man could deceive him. This slave has cer- 
tainly been whipped. He (ell among liars who robbed 
him of liis reputation. Will the Huzoor do likewise? 
C)n the honor of a Bunjarah 'tis Bhungi whom the 
Huzoor beats. He gives Jhungi bitter powders when 
he gets the fever. And even Bhnngi but tries to earn a 
stoniachful as he can when the Huzoors take his trade 
from him." 

" The world grows hollow, to match a man's swallow," 
quoted Tiddii affably. 

The familiar by-word of poverty, the quiet mingling of 
truth and falsehood, daring and humility in Jhungi's plea. 
roused both Jim Douglas' sense of humor, and the 
sympathy — which with him was always present — for the 
hardness and squalidness of so many of the lives around 
him. 

" But you can surely earn the stomacliful honestly," 
he said, anger passing into irritation. " What made you 
take to this trade? " He kicked at a pile of properties, 
and in so doing disclosed the skeleton of a crinoline. 
Jhungi with a shocked expression stooped down and 
covered it up decorously. 

"But it is my trade," he replied; "the Huzoor must 
surely have heard of the Many-Faced tribe of Bunjarahs? 
I am of them.' 

" Lie not, Jhungi! " interrupted Tiddu calmly, " he is 

but my apprentice, Huzoor, but I " he paused, caught 

up acloth,gaveit one dexterous twirl round him, squatted 
down, and there he was, to the life, a veiled woman 
watching the stranger with furtive, modest eye. " But 
I," came a round feminine voice full of feminine inflec- 
tions. " am of the thousand-faced people who wander to 
a thousand places. A new place, a new face. It makes 
a large world, Huzoor, a strange world." There was a 
melancholy cadence in his voice, which added interest to 
the sheer amaze which Jim Douglas was feeling. He had 
heard the legend of tlie Many-Faced Tribe, had even seen 
clever actors claiming to belong to it. and knew how the 
Stranglers deceived their victims, but anything like this 
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he had never credited, much less seen. He himself, 
though he knew to the contrary, could scarcely combat 
the conviction, which seemed to come to him from that 
one furtive eye, that a woman sat within those folds. 

" But how? *' he begun in perplexity. " I thought the 
Baharupas [Lit, many-faced] never went in caravans." 

Tiddu resumed the cracked voice and let the smile 
become visible, and, as if by magic, the illusion disap- 
peared. " The Huzoor is right. We are wanderers. 
But in my youth a woman tied me to one place, one face; 
women have the trick, Huzoor, even if they are wander- 
ers themselves. This one was, but I loved her; so after 
we had burned her and her fellow-wanderer together 
hand-in-hand, according to the custom, so that they 
might wander elsewhere but not in the tribe, I lingered 
on. He was the father of Jhungi, and the boy being left 
destitute I taught him to play; for it needs two in the 
play as in life. The man and the woman, or folks care 
not for it. So 1 taught Jhungi " 

"And brother Bhungi?*' suggested his hearer dryly. 

A faint chuckle came from the veil. " And Bhungi. 
He plays well, and hath beguiled an old rascal with thin 
legs and a fat face like mine into playing with him. Some, 
even the Huzoor himself, might be beguiled into mistak- 
ing Siddu for Tiddu. But it is a tom-cat to a tiger. So 
being warned, the Huzoor will give no unearned blows. 
Yet if he did, are not two kicks bearable from the milch- 
cow? " As he spoke he angled out a hand impudently 
for an alms with the beggars' cry of " Alakh/' to point 
his meaning. 

It was echoed by Jhungi, who, envious of Tiddu's 
holding the boards, as it were, had in sheer devilry and 
desire not to be outdone, taken up the disguise of a 
mendicant. It was a most creditable performance, but 
Tiddu dismissed it with a waive of the hand. 

" Bullah! " he said contemptuously, " *tis the refuge of 
fools. There is not one true beggar in fifty, so the forty- 
and-nine false ones go free of detention as the potter's 
donkey. Even the Huzoor could do better — had I the 
teaching of him." 

He leaned forward, dropping his voice slightly, and 
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Jim Douglas narrowed his eyes as men do when some 
unbiriden idea claims admittance to the bniu, 

*■ You "' '■ he echoed ; " what could you teach me? " 

Tiddu rose, let fall the veil to decent dignified drapery, 
and fixed his eyes full on the qoestioner. They were 
luminous eyes, dilfenng from Jhungi's beady ones as 
the fire-opal differs from the diamond. 

■'What could r teach?" he re-echoed, and his tone, 
monotonously distinct to Jim Douglas, was inaudible 
lo Mhcrs, judging by Jhungi's impassive face, "' Many 
things. For one. that the Bahampas are not mimics 
only. They have the Great Art. What is it? (.iod 
knows. But what they will folk to see, that is seen. 
That and no more." 

Jim Douglas tanghed derisively. Animal magnetism 
and mesmerism were one thing: this was another. 

" The Huzoor thinks I lie; but he must have heard of 
the doctor sahib in Calcutta who made suffering forget 
to suffer." 

■' You mean Dr. Easdale. Did you know him? Was 
be a pupil of yours? " came the cynical question. 

Tiddu's face became expressionless. " Perhaps; but 
this slave forgets names. Yet the Huzoors have the gift 
sometimes. The Baharupas have it not always; though 
the father's hoard goes oftenest to the sotL Now, if, by 
chance, the Huzoor had the gift and could use it, there 
would he no need for policemen to salute as he passes; 
no need for the drug-smokers to cease babbling when 
he enters. So the Huzoor could find out what he wants 
to find out; what he is paid to find out," 

His eyes met Jim Douglas' surprise boldly. 

" How do you know I want to find out an>thing?" 
said the latter, after a pause. 

Tiddu laughed- " The Huzoor must find a turban 
heavy, and there is no room for English toes in a native 
shoe; folk seek not such discomfort for naught." 

Jim Douglas paused again; the fellow was a charlatan, 
but he was consummately clever; and if there was any- 
thing certain in this world it was the wisdom of forget- 
ting Western prejudices occasionally in dealing with the 
East. 
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" Send that man away/' he said curtly» *' I Nvant to 
talk to vou alone/' 

But the request seemeil lost on Tiddu. He foKleil up 
the veil impudently, and resumed the thread of the for- 
mer topic. " Yet Jhungi plays the iK'jjjjar welK for 
which Fate be praised, since he must ask alms else- 
where if the Huzoor refuses them. For the purse is 
empty " — here he took a leathern bag from his waist- 
band and turned it inside out — ** by reason of the 
Huzoor*s dislike to good mimics. So thou must to the 
temples, Jhungi, and if thou meetest Bhungi give him 
the sahib's generous gift ; for blows should not be taken 
on loan." 

Jhungi, who all this time had been telling his beads 
like the best of beggars, looked up with some peq^lexity ; 
whether real or assumed Jim Douglas felt it was impos- 
sible to say, in that hotbed of deception. 

"Bhungfi?" echoed the former, rising to his feet. 
" Ay! that will I, if I meet him. But God knows as to 
that. God knows of Bhungi " 

" The purse is empty," repeated Tiddu in a warning 
voice, and Jhungi, with a laugh, pulled himself and his 
disguise together, as it were, and passed out of the tent; 
his beggar's cry, *' Alakh! A lakh!** growing fainter and 
fainter while Tiddu and Jim Douglas looked at each 
other. 

" Jhungi-Bhungi — Bhungi-Jhungi," jeered the Ba- 
harupa, suddenly, jingling the names together. " Which 
be which, aa he said, God knows, not man. That is the 
best of lies. They last a body's lifetime, so the Huzoor 
may as well learn old Tiddu's " 

" Or Siddu's? " 
Or Siddu's," assented the mountebank calmly. 

But the Huzoor cannot learn to use his gift from that 
old rascal. He must come to the many-faced one, who 
is ready to teach it." 

"Why?" 

Tiddu abandoned mystery at once. 

" For fifty rupees, Huzoor; not a pice less. Now, m 
my hand." , 

Was it worth it? Jim Douglas decided instantly that 
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it might be. Not for the gift's sake; of that he was 
incredulous. But Tiddu was a consummate actor and 
could teach many tricks worth knowing. Then in this 
roving commission to report on anything he saw and 
heard to the military magnate, it would suit him for the 
time to have the ser\icc of an arrant scoundrel. Be- 
sides, the pay promised him being but small, the wisdom 
of having a second string to the bow of ambition had 
already decided him on combining inquiry with judi- 
cious horse-dealing; since he could thus wander through 
villages buying, through towns selling, without arousing 
suspicion; and this life in a caravan would start him on 
these hues effectively. Finally, this offer of Tiddu's was 
unsought, unexpected, and, ever since Kate Erlton's 
appeal, Jim Douglas had felt a strange attraction toward 
pure chance. So he took out a note from his pocket- 
book and laid it in the fiaharupa's hand. 

"You asked fifty," he said, " I give a hundred; but 
with the branch of the neeni-tree between us two." 

Tiddu gave him an admiring look. " With the sacred 
' Lim ke dagla ' between us, and Mighty Murri-am her- 
self to see it grow." he echoed. " Is the Huzoor satis- 
fied?" 

The Englishman knew enough of Bunjarah oaths to 
be sure that he had, at least, the cream of them; besides, 
a hundred rupees went far in the purchase of good faith. 
So that matter was settled, and he fell it to be a distinct 
relief; lor during the last day or two he had been cast- 
ing about for a fair start rather aimlessly. In truth, he 
had underrated the gap little Zora's death would make 
in his life, and had been in a way bewildered to find him- 
self haunting the empty nest on the terraced roof in for- 
lorn, sentimental fashion. The sooner, therefore, that 
he left Lucknow the better. So, as the Bunjarah had 
told him the caravan was starling the very next morn- 
ing, he hastily completed his few preparations, and 
having sent Tara word of his intention, went, after the 
moon had risen, to lock the doors on the past idyl and 
take the key of the garden-house back to its owner; for 
he himself had always lodged, in European fashion, near 
the Palace. 
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The garden, as he entered it, lay peaceful as ever; so 
utterly unchanged from what he rememberetl it on many 
balmy moonlit nights, that he could not help kx>king 
up once more, as if expectant of that tinsel flutter, that 
soft welcome, "" Khush-amud-utid Husrut.'' Strange! So 
far as he was concerned the idyl might be bcgiiming; 
but for her? All unconsciously, as he paused, his 
thought found answer in one spoken word — the Persian 
equivalent for ** it is finished," which has such a finality 
in its short syllables: 

" Khutm." 

" Khutm." The echo came from Tara's voice, biit it 
had a ring in it which made him turn, anticipating some 
surprise. She was standing not far off« below the plinth, 
as he was, having stepped out from the shadow of the 
trees at his approach, and she was swathed from head to 
foot in the white veil of orthodox widowhood, which 
encircled her face like a cere-cloth. Even in the moon- 
light he could see the excitement in her face, the glitter 
in the large, wild eyes. 

"Tara!" he exclaimed sharply, his experience warn- 
ing him of danger, " what does this mean? " 

"That the end has come; the end at last! " she cried 
theatrically; every fold of her drai>ery, though she stood 
stiff as a corpse, seeming to be instinct with fierce vitality. 

He changed his tone at once, perceiving that the 
danger might be serious. ** Vou mean that ycjur serv- 
ice is at an end," he said quietly. ** I told you that 
some days ago. Also that your pay would be continued 
because of your goo^Jness to her — to the dead. I 
advised your returning north, nearer your own iRO|>Ie, 
but you are free to go or stay. Do you want anything 
more? If you do, be quick, please, for I am in a hurr>.*' 

His coolness, his failure to remark on the cviticnt 
meaning of her changed dress, calmed her somewhat. 

**I want nothing," she replied sullenly. ''A snticc 
wants nothing in this world, and I am suttee. 1 have been 
the master's ser\'ant for gratitude's sake — n<nv I am the 
ser\-ant of God for righteousness' sake." So far sin ii.nl 
spoken as if the dignified words had been pre-arranged; 
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now she paused in a sort of wistful anger at the indiffer- 
ence on his face. The words meant so much to her, 
and, as she ceased from them, their controlling power 
seemed to pass also, and she flung out her arms wildly, 
then brought them down in stinging blows upon her 
breasts. 

'■ I am suttee. Yes! I am suttee! Reject me not again, 
ye Shining Ones! reject me not again." 

The cry was full of exalted resolve and despair. It 
made Jim Douglas step up to her, and seizing both 
hands, hold them East. 

" Don't be a fool, Taral " he said sternly. " Tell me, 
sensibly, what all this means. Tell me what you are 
going to do." 

His touch seemed to scorch her. for she tore herself 
away from it vehemently; yet it seemed also to quiet 
her, and she watched him with somber eyes for a minute 
ere replying: " I am going to Holy Gunga. Where else 
should a sultcc go? The Water will not reject me as the 
Fire did, since, before God! I am suttee. As the master 
knows," — her voice held a passionate appeal, — " I have 
been sultcc all these long years. Yet now I liave given 
up all— all! " 

With a swift gesture, full of womanly grace, but with 
a sort of protest against such grace in its utter abandon- 
ment and self-forget fulness, she flimg out her arms once 
more. This time to raise the shrouding veil from her 
head and shoulders. Against this background of white 
gleaming in the moonlight, her new-shaven skull showed 
death-like, ghastly. Jim Douglas recoiled a step, not 
from the sight itself, but because he knew its true mean- 
ing; knew that it meant self-immolation if she were left 
to follow her present bent. She would simply go down 
to the Ganges and drown herself. An inconceivable 
state of affairs, beyond all rational understanding; but 
to be reckoned with, nevertheless, as real, inevitable. 

" What a pity! " he said, after a moment's pause had 
told him that it would be well to try and take the starch 
out of her resolution by fair means or foul, leaving its 
cause for future inquiry, " You had such nice hair. I 
used to admire it very much." 
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Her hands fell slowly, a vague terror and remorse 
came to her eyes; and he pursued the advantage re- 
morselessly. " Why did you cut it off? " He knew, of 
course, but his aflFected ignorance took the color, the 
intensity from the situation, by making her feel her coup 
de theatre had failed. 

" The Huzoor must know," she faltered, anger and 
disappointment and vague doubt in her tone, while her 
right hand drew itself over the shaven skull as if to make 

sure there was no mistake. " I am suttee " The 

familiar word seemed to bring certainty with it, and she 
went on more confidentially. " So I cut it all off and it 
lies there, ready, as I am, for purification." 

She pointed to the upper step leading to the plinth, 
where, as on an altar, lay all her worldly treasures, 
arranged carefully with a view to effect. The crimson 
scari she had always worn was folded — ^with due regard 
to the display of its embroidered edge — ^as a cloth, and 
at either end of it lay a pile of trumpery personal adorn- 
ments, each topped and redeemed from triviality by a 
gold wristlet and anklet. In the center, set round by 
fallen orange-blossoms, rose a great heap of black hair, 
snakelike in glistening coils. The simple pomposity of 
the arrangement was provocative of smiles, the wistful 
eagerness of the face watching its effect on the master 
was provocative of tears. Jim Douglas, feeling inclined 
for both, chose the former deliberately ; he even managed 
a derisive laugh as he stepped up to the altar and laid 
sacrilegious hands on the hair. Tara gave a cry of dis- 
may, but he was too quick for her, and dangled a long 
lock before her very eyes, in jesting, but stem decision. 

" That settles it, Tara. You can go to Gunga now if 
you like, and bathe and be as holy as you like. But 
there will be no Fire or Water. Do you understand?" 

She looked at the hand holding the hair with the 
oddest expression, though she said obstinately, " I shall 
drown if I choose." 

" Why should you choose? " he asked. " You know 
as well as I that it is too late for any good to you or 
others. The Fire and Water should have come twelve 
years ago. The priests won't say so of course. They 
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want fools to help them in this fuss about the new law. 
Ah! I thought so! They have been at you, have they? 
Well, be a fool if you like, and bring them pennies at 
Benares as a show. You cannot do anything else. You 
can't even sacrifice your hair really, so long as I have 
this bit." He began to roll the lock round his finger, 
neatly. 

"What is the Huzoor going to do with it?" she 
asked, and the oddness had invaded her voice. 

" Keep it," he retorted. " And by all these thirty 
thousand and odd gods of yours, I'll say it was a love- 
token if I choose. And I will if you are a fool." He 
drew out a small gold locket attached to the Brah- 
minical thread he always wore, and began methodically 
to fit the curl into it, wondering if this cantrip of his — 
for it was nothing more — would impress Tara. Pos- 
sibly. He had found such suggestions of ritual had 
an immense effect, especially with the womenkind who 
were for ever inventing new shackles for themselves; but 
her next remark startled him considerably. 

"Is the hih'is hair in there too?" she asked. There 
was a real anxiety in her tone, and he looked at her 
sharply, wondering what she would be at. 

" No," he answered. In truth it was empty: and had 
been empty ever since he had taken a fair curl from it 
many years before; a curl which had ruined his life. 
The memory making him impatient of all feminine 
subtleties, he added roughly, " It will stay there for the 
present; but if you try suHcp nonsense I swear I'll tie it 
up in a cowskin bag, and give it to a sweeper to make 
broth of." 

The grotesque threat, which suggested itself to his 
sardonic humor as one suitable to the occasion, and 
which in sober earnest was terrible to one of her race, 
involving as it did eternal damnation, seemed to pass 
herby. There was even, he fancied, a certain relief in 
the face watching him complete his task: almost a smile 
quivering about her lips. But when he closed the locket 
with a snap, and was about to slip it back to its place, 
the full meaning of the threat, of the loss — or of some- 
thing beyond these — seemed to overtake her; 
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mistakable terror, horror, and despair swept through 
her. She flung herself at his feet, clasping them with 
both hands. 

" Give it me back, master," she pleaded wildly. 
" Hinder me not again ! Before God 1 am sulUr! I 
am sutlcf! " 

But this same Eastern clutch of appeal is disconcert- 
ing to the average Englishman. It fetters the under- 
standing in another sense, and smothers sympathy in a 
desire to be left alone. Even Jim Douglas stepped 
back from it whh something like a bad word. She re- 
mained crouching for a moment with empty hands, 
then rose in scornful dignity. 

■' There was no need to thrust this slave away," she 
said proudly. "Tara, the Rajputni, will go without 
that. She will go to Holy Gunga and be purged of in- 
most sin. Then she will return and claim her right of 
suttcf at the master's hand. Till then he may keep what 
he stole." 

" He means to keep it," retorted the master savagely, 
for he had come to the end of his patience. " Though 
what this fuss about sttltee means 1 don't know. You 
used to be sensible enough. What has come to you?" 

Tara looked at him helplessly, then, wrapping her 
widow's veil round her. prepared to go in silence. She 
could not answer that question even to herself. She 
would not even admit the truth of the old tradition, that 
the only method for a woman to preserve constancy to 
the dead was to seek death itself. That would be to 
admit too much. Yet that was the truth, to which her 
despair at parting pointed even to herself. Truth? No! 
it was a lie! She would disprove it even in life if she 
was prevented from doing so by death. So, without a 
word, she gathered up the crimson drapery and what 
lay on it. Then, with these pathetic sacrifices of all the 
womanhood she knew tight clasped in her widow's veil, 
she paused for a last salaam. 

The incomprehensible tragedy of her face irritated 
him into greater insistence. 

But what is it all about?" he reiterated. "Who 
has been putting these ideas into your head? Who has 




fc ifM 7H£ ^A-Ct W TBI. WATUrZ. 




*:/ a >r>^ '•' 

ft^TT^ '/ IV '.rwtg/: ^.?f:^i. Trie cf?/, hii£ „ . .^ ^. 

MftiTyfii^ 1'f/^. 1'f^>. f{'- 'JM iKH trj t& catO facr lack. Tbmt 

AWit «f . ah^ ':1mibifq^ flic «Uar^ be faated doidv Ihmb 
OTM Vy ttwAyt^ *A t^f€ ^^Id fadnilttr jdMsc* in ibe pjrawanr 
patVi\v/^f^. ihf: my9iery ii wuch wrommb ooid as Tan 
h^rVs an6 little Z^jru't^ tq y re tted bun. Tbdr etema] 
€tdt f/ )mr^7 f4iT9ic«i fjat^Km. their eternal ttroggk for 
Mffe^rt tntt'fif afid coottancj, sol of tbt aooL bm die 
Eiod/; tmtr wf/rtliif; jllike cif tcx and He wbo made it 
Bbttf^ trtrjjtfipteh^fiihU:. And ai^ he turned the hew 
in tlif loit? f'^ tbe Isfrt 1imr.hr fell i;lad to think that k 
was rM Uhe]y the pr'iblrni wcmld come into Ub life 
i^iff . *-ren ifff/uirli h? carried a long lock of black hair 
wfO* him. i* waf^ an '>dd keepsake, but if he was anv 
jtidg»r '^ fa«.f-c hie fjatitrip had sensed his purpose; Tare 
w^uld fi'jt t'jmmit Buicide while he held that hostage. 

fyj. liarinK 5«-afit leinure left, he hurried through the 
alk-)f! t«> return tlie kev. Tliev were almost deserted; 
the • liildrf^n at thi? h».»ur being asleep, the men au*av 
l«>UMtft«)^ in th^ bazaars. But every now and again a 
fortiilef^p whit*, fijfurr clung t«> a comer sliadow to let him 
pa»f. A wlittf f.had«.*w iiM-H. recalling llie mystery- he 
baA lieeti gla«l iv leav^ unM>lvt»d: for he knew them to 
be w«>fnefi takftig tins vtily opp<.>rtunity for a neighborly- 
visit. t>|.J vr yvung. pretty or ugly? What did it 
matter' The) were wvinen. Ixjrn temptresses of %-ir- 
iuf>us infill ; a««J thry wcr^ pr«^ud of the fact, even the 
p^»r «>ld thittg> I'MiK pa^t then youth. There was a 
chink in a d«>«?r h^ \\a> a'^^Jt t«> |ia*>. A chink an inch 
iride with a wl»i«> *ha«i*^\\ l>«:liiMfl it A woman was 
looking «>ut. W'lut v>n *}i a \%*.'man. he wondered 
Mljr? Sti<ldenU th^? < hift^ ^iifUrufi, a hand crept 

iftNigh it, betrk'ifiiug. lie <«>uld mic a clearly in the 



THE GIFT OF MANY FACES. Si 

tnoonligfat* An old wrinkled hand, delicately old, deli- 
cately wrinkled, inconceivably thin, but with the pink 
henna stain of the temptress still fn\ \f2\ms and fingers, A 
hand with the whole hist^^y fA seclusi*^^ written fm it. 
He crossed over Uj it, and heard a hurried breathless 
whii^^er. 

" If the lluzofjt would listen if/r the sake of any 
woman he loves/* 

It was an old voice, but it sent a thrill to his heart, ** I 
am listening, mother," he replied, ** for the sake of the 
dead." 

" God send her grave peace, my sfn\ ! " came the voice 
less hurriedly, " It is not much for listening. I am 
pensioner, Huzoor, The King gave me three ruf^ecs, 
but now he is gone and the money comes n^/t. If the 
Huzoor would tell those who send it that Ashraf-un- 
Xissa-Zainub-i'Mahal — the UuzfMjr may know my 
name, being as my father and mother — %%'ants it. That 
is all, Huzoor/' 

It was not much, but Jim Douglas could supplement 
the rest. Here was evidently a woman who had lived 
on bounty, and who was star\'ing for the lack of -it. 
There were hundreds in her pfjsitifjn, he knew, e>'en 
among those whose pensions had l>een guaranteed; for 
they had not l>een paid as yet. The papers were not 
ready, the tape not tied, the sealing-wax n<^it sealed. 

" It will not be for long, Huzoor, and it is ^mly three 
rupees, I was watching for a neighlx^r to Ixirrow com, 
if I could, and seeing the HuzfXfT " 

" It is all right, mother," he interrupted reassuringly. 
" I was coming to pay it. Hold the hand straight and 
I will count it in. Three rupees for three months; that 
is nine." 

The chink of the silver had a background of bless- 
ings, and Jim Douglas walked on, thinking what a 
quaint commentar>' this little incident was on his 
puzzle. " Ashraf-un-Xissa-Zainub-i-Mahal." " Honor- 
of-women and Ornament-of- Palaces." If the King's pay- 
master had thought twice about such things, the poor 
old lady might not have been starving. He was the real 
culprit. And three months' delay was not long for sane- 
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tions, references, for all the paraphernalia and complex 
machinery of our Govermuent, But a case like this? 
He looked up into the star-sprinkled riband of sky be- 
tween the narrowing housetops, and wondered from how 
many unseen hearths and unheard voices the cry, " How 
long, O Lord! How long! " was rising. But even to 
his listening ear there was no sign, no sound. And as 
he went on through the bazaars, the crowds were pass- 
ing and repassing contentedly upon the trivial errands 
of life, and the twinkling cressets in the shops showed 
faces eager only after a trivia! loss or gain. 

And the world of Lucknow was apparently awaken- 
ing contentedly to a new day. when, before dawn, he 
passed out of it disguised by Tiddu as a deaf-and- 
dumb driver to the bullock which carried the tat- 
tered bell-tent and the tattered staff uniform. It was 
still dark, but there was a sense of coming light in the 
sky, and the hum of the housewives' querns, early at 
work over the coming day's bread, filled the air like 
swarming bees. The spectral white shadows of widow- 
drudges were already at work on the creaking well- 
gear, and the swish of their reed brooms could be heard , 
behind screening walls. 

But on the broad white road beyond the bazaars the 
fresh perfume of the dew-steeped gardens drifted with 
the taint breeze which heralds the dawn. And down 
the road, beard first, then dimly seen against its white- 
ness, came a band of chanting pilgrims to the Holy 
River. 

" Hurri Gunga! Hurri Gunga.' Hurri Gunga!" 

Jim Douglas, swerving his bullock to give them 
room, wondered if Tara were among them. What if 
she were? That lock of hair went with liim. So. with 
a smile, he swerved the bullock back again. There was 
a hint of a gleaming river-curve through the lessening 
trees now, and that big black mass to his left mnst be 
the Bailey-guard gate. He could see a faint white 
streak like a sentry beside it: so it must be close on 
gunfire. Even as the thought came, a sudden rolling 
'"led the silence, and seemed lo vibrate against 
. And hark! From within the Residency, 



THE GIFT OF MAtfY FACES. 



83 



and from far Dilkhusha, the clear glad notes of the 
reveille answered the challenge; while close at hand the 
clash of arms told they were changing guards. Then, 
though he could not see it, the English flag must be ris- 
ing beyond the trees to float over the city during the 
coming day. 

For one day more, at least. 



BOOK II. 
THE BLOWING OF THE BUBBLE. 



CHAPTER I. 



IN THE PALACE. 



It was a day in late September. Nearly six months, 
therefore, had gone by since Jim Douglas had passed 
the Uailey-giiard at gunfire, and the English flag had 
risen behind the trees to float over Lucknow. It 
floated there now, serenely, securely, with an air of 
finality in its folds; for (oik were becoming accustomed 
to it. At least so said the official reports, and even Jim 
Douglas himself could trace no waxing in the tide of 
discontent. It neither ebbed nor flowed, but beat 
placidly against the rocks of olTense. 

liut at Delhi there was one comer of the city over 
which the En):;lish flag did not float. It lay upon the 
eastern side above the river where four rose-red fortress 
walls hemmed in a few acres of earth from the march of 
Time himself, and safe-guarded a strange survival of 
sovereignly in the person of Hahadur Shah, last of ' 
Moghuls. An old nun past eighty years of age, who 
dreamed a dream of power among the golden domes, 
marble colonnades, and green gardens with which his 
ancestors had crowned the eastern wall. 

The sun shone hotly, stcamily. within those four 
inclosing walls, save on that ca.Mern edge, where the cool 
brecics from the plains beyond blew through open 
arches and Iattice<l balconies, Kor the rest, the palace- 
fort — shut in from all outside influence — was like some 
tepid, teeming breciliitg-place (or strange forms of life 
unknoftii to purer, clearer atmospheres. 

It was at the Lahore gale of ihtA Delhi palace that on 
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this late September day a tawdry palanquin, followed 
by a few tawdry retainers, paused before a cavernous 
arch, ending tlie quaint, lofty vaulted tunnel which led 
inward for some fifty yards or more to another barrier. 
Here an old man in spectacles sat writing hurriedly. 

" Quick, fool, quick! Read, and let me sign," called 
the huge unwieldy figure in the palanquin, as the 
bearers, panting under their gross burden, shifted shoul- 
ders. ^lahboob AH, Chief Eunuch and Prime Minister, 
groaned under the jolt; it was a foretaste of many to be 
endured ere he reached the Resident's house, miles away 
on the northern edge of the river. Yet he had to endure 
them, for important negotiations were on foot between 
the Survival and Civilization. The heir-apparent to 
those few acres where the sun stood still had died, had 
been poisoned some said ; ind another had to be recog- 
nized. There was no lack of claimants; there never 
was a lack of claimants to anything within those walls, 
where everyone strove to have t' e first and last word 
with the Civilization which supported the Survival. 
And here was he, Mahhoob, Prime Minister, being 
delayed by a miserable scrivener. 

" Read, pig! read," he reiterated, laying his puffy 
hand on his jeweled sword-hilt; for he was still within 
the gate, therefore a despot. A few yards further he 
would be a dropsical old man; no more. 

" Your slave reads! " faltered the editor of the Court 
Journal. " Mussamat Hafzan's record of the women's 
apartments being late to-day, hath delayed " 

" 'Twas in time enough, uncle, it thou wouldst make 
fewer flourishes," retorted a woman's voice ; it was noth- 
ing but a voice by reason of the voluminous Pathan veil 
covering the small speaker. 

"" Curse thee for a misbegotten hound! " bawled Mah- 
boob. " Am I to lose the entrance fee I paid Gamu. the 
Huzoor's orderly, for first interview — when money is so 
scarce too! Read as it stands, idiot — 'tis but an idle tale 
at best." 

The last was an aside to himself as he lay back in his 
cushions; for, idle though the tale was undoubtedly, it 
suited him to be its Prime Minister. The editor laid 
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down his pen hurriedly, and the polished Persian poly- 
syilables began to trip over one another, while their 
niurniurous echo — as if eager to escape the familiar 
monotony — ^sped from arch to arch of the long timnel, 
which was lit about the middle by side arches on the 
guards' quarters, and through which the sunlight 
streamed in a broad band of gold across the red stone 
causeway. 

The attributes of the Almighty having come to an end 
the reader began on those of Bahadur Shah, Father of 
Victory, Light of Religion, Polestar -and Defender of 
the Faith 

" Faster, fool, faster," came the fat voice. 

The spectacled old man swallowed his breath, as it 
were, and went on at full gallop through the uprisal and 
bathing of Majesty, through feelings of pulses and recep- 
tion of visitors, tlien slowed down a bit over the recital 
of dinner; for he was a gourmi't, and his tongue loved 
the very sound of dainty dishes. 

" May your grave be spat upon! " shouted the Chief 
Eunuch. ■' So none were poisoned by it what matters 
the food? Pass on " 

" The Most Exalted then said his appointed prayers," 
gasped the reader. " The Lighi-of-t he- World then 
slept his usual sleep. On awakening, the physician 
Ahsan-Oolah " 

Mahboob sat up among his cushions. " Ahsan- 
Oolah I he felt the Royal pulse at dawn also " 

'■ The Most Noble forgets," interrupted a voice with 
the veiled venom of a partisan in its suavity. " The 
King — may his enemies die! — took a cooling draught 
yesterday and requires all the care we can give him." 

■' Tlie King, Meean-sahib. needs nothing save the 
prayers of the holy priest, who ha.i piously made over 
long years of his own life to prolong his Majesty's," re- 
torted Mahboob, scowhng at the speaker, who wore the 
Moghul dress, proclaiming him a member of the royal 
family. There was no lack of such in the palace-fort, 
for though Bahadur Shah himself, being more or less 
of a saint, had contented himself with some sixty chil- 
dren, his ancestors had sometimes run to six hundred. 
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The Meean-sahib laughed scornfully as he passed 
inward, and muttered that those who went forth with 
the dog's trot might return with the cat's sUiik, since the 
great question had yet to be settled. Mahboob's scowl 
deepened; the very audacity of the interruption rousing 
a fear lest the king's eldest son, Mirza Moghul. whose 
partisan the speaker was, might have some secret under- 
standing with Civilization. All the more need for hasie. 

■■ Kead on. fool! Who told thee to stop?" 

" The Princess Farkhoonda Zamani entered by the 
Delhi gate." 

Mahboob gave a scornful laugh in his turn. " To visit 
the Mirza's house, no doubt. Let her come — a pretty 
fool! Yet she had wiser stay where she hath chosen 
to live, instead of being princess one day and plain 
Newasi the next. There are enough women without 
her in the palace! " 

So it seemed, to judge by the stream of female names 
and titles belonging to the curtained dhoolies, which 
had passed and repassed the barriers, upon which the 
editor launched his tongue. But Mahboob, as Chief 
Eunuch, knew the value of such information and cut it 
short with a sneer. 

'■ If that be all! quick! the pen, and I will sign." 

A bystander, also in the Moghul dress, laughed 
broadly at the well-worn inuendo on the possibilities of 
curtained dhoolies in intrigue. " Thou art right, Mah- 
boob," he said, " God only knows." 

" His own work," chuckled the Keeper of Virtue. 
" And the Devil made most of the women here. Now 
pigs! Canst not start? Am I to be kept here all day?" 

As the litter went swaying out between the presented 
arms of the sentries, the white chrysalis of a Pathan veil 
stepped lamely down into the causeway- " That, see- 
ing there is no news, will be something to amuse the 
Queen withal," came the sharp voice. 

" There may be news enough, when that fat pig re- 
'tiUTis, to make it hard to amuse thy mistress, Mussamal 
IHafzan," suggested another bystander. 

The chrysalis paused, " My mistress! Nay, saliib! 
lafzan is that to herself only. I am for no one save 
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myself. 1 carry news, and the more the better for my 
trade. Yet I have not had a real good day for gifts of 
gratitude from my hearers, since Prince Fukrud-deen, 
the heir-apparent, died." There was a reckless cj-nicism 
in her voice, and he of the Moghul dress broke in hotly. 

" Was poisoned, thou meanest, by " 

Hafzan s shrill laugh rang through the arches. 

" No names, Mirza sahib, no names! And 'tis no 
news surely to have folk poisoned in the fort; as thou 
wouldst know ere long, may be, if Hafzan were spiteful. 
But I name no names — not I! I carry news, that is all." 

So, with a limp, showing that the woman within was a 
cripple, the formless figure passed along the tunnel 
through the inner barrier, and so across the wide court- 
yard where the public hall of audience stood blocking 
the eastern end. It was a massive, square, one-storied 
building, with a remorseless look in its plain expanse of 
dull red stone, pierced by toothed arches which yawned 
darkly into a redder gloom, like monstrous mouths 
agape for victims. Past this, with its high-set fretted 
marble baidequin showing dimly against the end wall — 
whence a locked wicket gave sole entrance from the 
palace to this seat of justice or injustice — the Pathan 
veil flitted like a ghost; so, through a narrow passage 
guarded by the King's own body-guard, into a different 
world; a cool breezy world of white and gold and blue, 
clasping a garden set with flowers and fruit. Blue sky, 
white marble colonnades, and golden domes vaulting 
and aoning the burnished leaves of the orange trees, 
where the green fruit hung like emeralds above a tangle 
of roses ami marigolds, chrysanthemums and crimson 
amaranth. Haf?an paused among them for a second: 
then, all unchallenged by any, passed on up the steps of 
ihe marble platform, which lies between the Baths and 
the Private Hall of Audience. That marvelous building 
where the legend, cunningly circled into the decorations, 
still tells the visitor again and again that, " If earth holds 
a haven of bliss. It is this, it is this, it is this." 

Here, on the platform, Hafzan paused again to look 
over the low parapet. The wide eastern plains stretched 
away to the pale blue horizon before her, and the c 
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ing river lav at her feet edging the high bank, faced with 
slone, which forms the eastern defense of the palace-fort. 
Thus the levels within touch the very lop of the wall; 
so that the domes, and colonnades, and green gardens, 
when seen from the opposite side of tlie stream, cut clear 
upon the sky. like a castle in the air at all times; but 
in the sunsettings, when they show in shades of pale lilac, 
with the huge dome of the great mosque bulging like 
a big bubble into the golden light behind ihem as a 
veritable Palace of Dreams. 

She looked northward, first; along the sheer face of 
the rosy retaining wall to its trend westward at the 
Queen's favorite bastion, which was crowned by a bal- 
conied summer-house overhanging the moat between the 
fori itself and the isolated citadel of Selimgurh; which, 
jutting out into the river, partially hid the bridge of 
boats spanning the stream beyond. Then she looked 
southward. Here was the sheer face of rosy wall again, 
but it was crowned, close at band, by the colonnade and 
projecting eaves of the iVivate Hall of Audience. Fur- 
ther on it was broken by the carved corbeillcs of the 
King's balcony, and it ended abruptly at a sudden east- 
ward turn of the river, so giving a view of rolhng rocky 
hillocks sweeping up to the horizon where, faint and far 
like a spear-point, the column of the Kutb showed on a 
clear day. The Kutb! that splendid promise, never ful- 
filled, — that first minaret of the great mosque that never 
was. and never will he built; symbol of the undying 
dream of Mohammedan supremacy that never came, 
that never can come to pass. 

As she paused, a troop of women laden with cosmetics 
and combs and quaint baskets containing endless aids t-" 
beauty, came shuffling out of the balhs, gossiping and 
chattering shrilly, and clanking heavy anklets as they 
came. And with them, a heavy perfumed steam sug- 
gestive of warm indolence, luxury, sensuality, passed 
out into the garden. 

" What ! done already? " called Hafzan in surprise, 

"Already!" echoed a bold-faced trollop pertly, " Ari, 
sister. Art grown a loose-liver? Sure this is Friday, 
and the King, good man, bathes apart, religiously! So 
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^^k "Hush!" The whispered monition made Hifzan 

^F pause in the screened archway till the game was over. It 

was a sort of dumb-crambu, and a most outrageous 

doubk cnleiidrc had just brought a smile to the broad 

heavy (ace of a woman who lay among cushions in the 

talcoved balcony. This was Zeenm Maild, who (or nearly 
twenty years had kept her hold upon the King, despite 
endless rivals. She was dark-complexioned, small-eyed, 
with a curious lack o( eyebrows which took from her even 
vivacity o( expression. But it was a man with experience 
in many wives who remarked that favor is deceit(ul and 
beauty is vain; he knew, no doubt, that in polygamy, the 
victory must go to the most unscrupulous fighter. Zee- 
nut Maihl, at any rate, secured hers hy ever-recurring 
promises of another heir to her octogenarian husband; 
a flattery to which his other wives either could not or 
would not stoop. But the trick served the Queen's pur- 
pose in more ways than one. Her ofl-rcciirring disap- 
pointments could have but one cause: witchcraft. So on 
such occasions, with her paid priest, Hussan Askuri, say- 
ing prayers for those ih exlrctnis at her bedside, Zeenut 
Maihl's enemies went down hke nine-pins, and she rose 
from her bed of sickness with a board cleared of danger- 
ous rivalry. For none in the hot-bed o( shams felt secure 
enough to get into grips with her. Ahsan-Oolah, the 
physician, might have; she had cried quarter (rom his 
keen fence before now; but he did not care to take the 
trouble. For he was a philosopher, content to let his 
world go to the devil its own w-ay, so long as it did not 
interfere with his passionate greed of gold. And this 
master-passion being shared by Zeenut Maihl they 
hoisted the flag of truce for the most part against mutual 
spoliations. So the Queen played her game unmolested, 
as she played dumb-crambo; at which her servants, sepa- 
rated like their betters into cliques, tried to outdo each 
other, 

" IVah! " said the set, jubilant over the double entendre. 

1"Tliat is the best to-day." 
" If you like it, a clod is a betel nut," retorted the 
leader of another set. " I'll wager to beat it easily." 
The Queen frowned. There was too much (reedom in 
this speech of Fatma's to suit her. 
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ilreak; {or the jest had brought her back to earnest, to 
that mixture of personal ambition for her son and real 
patriotism for her country which kept her a restless in- 
triguer. •' I need men, too," she muttered. " Not disso- 
hste^ idle weathercocks or doting old pantaloons! There 
are plenty of them yonder." So she stood for a second, 
then turned like lightning on her attendants. '' What 
time " she began, then seeing Hafzan, who had un- 
veiled at the door, she gave a cry of pleasure. " Tis well 
thou hast come," she said, beckoning to her, " for thou 
must know God! if I were free to come and go, what could 

I not compass? But here, in this smothering veil " 

She flung even the gauze apology for one which she 
wore from her, and stood with smooth, bare head, and 
fat, bare arms, her quaint little pigtail dangling down her 
broad back. Not a romantic figure truly, but one in its 
savage temper, strength, obstinacy, to be reckoned with. 
" What time " — she went on rapidly — " does the King 
receive his initiates? " 

" At five," replied Hafzan. Seen without its veil, also, 
her figure showed more shrunk than ill-formed, and her 
pale, thin face would have been beautiful but for its look 
of permanent ill-health. **The ceremony of saintship 
begins then." 

Saints I " echoed the Queen, with a hard laugh. " I 
would make them saints and martyrs, too, were I free. 

Suick, woman I pen and ink! And stay! Fatma's puz- 
t hath driven all else from my head. What time was't 
that Hussan Askuri was bidden to come? " 

" The saintbom comes at four," replied Hafzan cere- 
moniously, " so as to leave leisure ere the Chief Eunuch's 
return with the answer." 

Zeenut Maihl's face was a study. ** The answer! My 
answer lies there in Fatma's riddle; take two gold mohurs 
for it, woman, it hath given me new life. Write, Hafzan, 
to the ghamberlain, that the disciples must pass the 
southern window of the King's private room ere they 
leave the palace. And call my litter; I must see Hussan 
Askuri ere I meet him at the King's." 

An hour afterward, with bister marks below her eyes, 
and delicate hints of causeful, becoming languor in face 
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and figure, she was waiting the King's return from the 
latticed balcony overhanging the river, where he always 
spent the heats of the day; waiting in the cluster o( small, 
dark rooms which lie behind it, on the other side of the 
marble fountain-set aqueduct which flows under a lace- 
like marble screen to the very steps of the Hall of 
Audience. 

" Is all prepared?" she asked anxiously, as a glint 
of light from a lifted curtain warned her of the King's 
approach. 

" All is prepared," echoed a hollow, artificial voice. 
The speaker was a tall, heavily built man with long gray 
beard, big bushy gray eyebrows, and narrow forehead. 
A dangerous man, to judge by the mixed spirituality and 
sensuality in his face; a man who could imagine evil, and 
make himself believe it good. It was Hussan Askuri, 
the priest and miracle-monger, who led the last of the 
Moghiils by the nose. It was not a difficult task, for 
Bahadur Shah, who came tottering across the intervening 
simlit space, was but a poor creature. The first impres- 
sion he gave was of extreme old age. It was evident 
in the sparse hair, the high, hollow cheeks, the waxy skin, 
the purple glaze over the eyes. The next was of a feeble- 
ness beyond even his apparent years. He seemed fiber- 
less, mind and body. Yet released at the door of privacy, 
from the eunuch's supporting hands, he ambled gayly 
enough to a seal, and exclaimed vivaciously: 

"A moment! A moment I good priest and physician. 
My mind first; my body after. The gift is on me. I 
feel it working, and the historian must write of me more 
as poet than king." 

" As the king of poets, sire." suggested Hussan Askuri 
pompously. 

Bahadur Shah smiled fatuously. "Good! Good! I 
will weave that thought with mine into perfumed poesy." 
He raised one slender hand for silence, and with the 
fingers nf the other continued counting feet laboriously, 
until wilh a sigh of relief, he declaimed: 
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Zecnut Maihl gave a cry of admiration. " Quickl 
/"jf-sahib, quick! " she exclaimed. "Such a gem must 
not be lost." 

■' But 'tis yet to be polished," began the King com- 
placently. 

" That is the office of the scribe," replied Hussan 
Askuri, as he drew out his ink-horn. He was by pro- 
fession an ornamental writer, and gained great influence 
with the old poetaster by gathering up the royal frag- 
ments and hiding their lameness amid magnificent curves 
and flourishes. 

"And now, PjV-sahib," continued the Queen, with a 
look of loving anxiety at her lord, " for this strange 
ailment of which I spoke to you " 

The King's face lust its self-importance as if he had 
been suddenly recalled to unpleasant memory. " 'Tis 
naught of import," he said hastily. "The Queen will 
have it 1 start and sweat of nights. But this is but the 
timorous dread of one in her condition. I am well 
enough." 

"My lord, fiV-sahib, hath indeed renewed his youth 
through thy pious breathing of thy own life into his 
mouth — as time will show," murmured the Queen with 
modest, downcast look. " But last night he muttered 
in his sleep of enemies " 

Bahadur Shah gave a gasp of dismay. " OE enemies! 
Nay! — did I truly? Thou didst not tell me this." 

" I would not distress my lord, till tear was over. 
Now that the pious priest, who hath the ear of the 
Almighty " 

Hussan Askuri. who had stepped forward to gaze at 
the King, began to mutter prayers. " 'Tis that cooling 
draught of Ahsan-Oolah's stands in the way," he gasped, 
his hands and face working as if he were in deadly con- 
flict with an unseen foe. " No carnal remedy — Ah! God 
be praised! I see, I see! The eye of faith opens — Hail 
venomous beast, I have you!" With these words he 
rushed to the King's couch, and, scattering its cushions, 
held up at arm's length a lizard. Held by the tail, it 
seemed in semi-darkness to writhe and wriggle. 

" Ouiel Umvui!" yelled the Great Moghul, shrinking 
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^ They are but begun," put in the Queen, hastily cover- 
ing the basket. " Nor will they, likely, be needed, since 
the leave season passes, and 'tis the soldiers who come 
most to be disciples to the defender of their faith." 

•* I am the better pleased," replied the King with edify- 
ing humility. " This summer hath too many pupils as 
it IS. Come! Pj'r-sahib, and support me through mine 
office with real saintship." 

As the curtain fell behind them Zeenut Maihl crossed 
swiftlv to the crushed lizard and raised it gingerly. 

** >fo carnal creature," she repeated. It was not; only 
a deft piece of patchwork. Yet it, or something else, 
made her shiver as she dropped the tell-tale remains into 
the basket. This man Ilussan Askuri sometimes seemed 
to her own superstition a saint, sometimes to her clear 
head a mere smner. She was not (juite certain of any- 
thing about him save that hi ; delusions, his dreams, his 
miracles, suited her purpose equally, whether they were 
false or true. 

So she crossed over again to a marble lattice and 
perred through a convenient peephole toward the 
Audience Hall, which rose across an intervening stretch 
of platform in white shadow, and whiter light. She could 
not see or hear much; but enough to show her that 
everything was going on the same as usual. The disci- 
ples, most of them in full uniform, went up and down the 
steps calmly, and the wordy exordium on the cardinal 
virtues went on and on. How different it might be, she 
thought, if she had the voice. She would rouse more 
than those faint ** Wahl Wahs^ She would make the 
fire come to men's eyes. In a sort of pet with her own 
helplessness, she moved away and so, through another 
room, went to stand at another lattice. It looked south 
over a strip of garden, and there was an open square 
left in the tracery through which a face might look, a 
hand might pass. And as she stood she counted the re- 
maining kerchiefs in the basket she still held. They were 
all of bright green silk and bore the same lettering. It 
was the Great Cry: " Dccn! Dccn! Fuffeh Mohammed!'* 
As dangerous a woman this, as Hussan Askuri was a 
man; as dangerous, both of them, to peaceful life, as the 
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fabled bis-cobra, at the idea of which the foohsh old King 
had cried, " Ouie, Umma! " like any woman. 

And now at last that wordy exordium must be over, 
for, along the garden path, came the clank of accoiiter- 
ments. Zeeniit Maihl's listless figure seem galvanized 
to sudden life, there was a flutter of green at the open 
square, and her voice followed the shower of silk. 

" These banners from the Defender to his soldiers." 

But as she spoke, a stir of excitement, a subdued mur- 
mur of expectation reached her ear from outside, and, 
leaning forward, she caught a glimpse of a swinging lit- 
ter coming along the path. Mahboob relumed already! 
Vexatious, indeed, when she had turned and planned 
everything so as to be sure of having the King in her 
apartments when the answer arrived. None others 
would know it before she did — unless! — the thought ob- 
literated all others, and she flew back to the further 
lattice. The King, returning from the initiation, had 
paused in the middle of the platform at the sight of the 
approaching litter, and his courtiers, as it by instinct, had 
grouped themselves round him, leaving him the central 
figure. The cruel sunlight streamed down on the tawdry 
court, on the worn-out old man. 

It seemed interminable to the woman behind the lat- 
tice, that pause while the fat eunuch was helped from his 
litter. She could have screamed to him for the answer, 
could have had at his fat carcass with her hands for its 
slowness. But the old King had better blood in his 
veins. I-Te stood quietly, his tawdry court around him; 
behind him the marble, and gold, and mosaics of his 
ancestors. 

" What news, slave? " he asked boldly. 

"None, Light of the Faithful," replied the Chief 
nuch. 

' Vonet " The semi-circle closed in a little, every face 
' 'disappointed curiosity. 

e a letter for the Lord of the World with me, 

= this. The Sirkar will recognize no heir. 

! ot our Great Master, whose life be 

'■he Sirkar will make no promise of 

is majesty, or to any other member 
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IN THE CITY. 

[ of the royal family. It is to remain as if there were no 

[ succession." 

No succession! Above the sudden murmur of univer- 

I sal surprise and dissent, a woman's cry of inarticulate 
rage came from behind the lattice. The King turned to- 
ward the sound instinctively. " I must to the Queen," 

\ he murmured helplessly, " 1 must to the Queen," 



CHAPTER II. 

IN THE ClTy. 

" Come, beauty, race, divine. 
Thy lover like a vine 
With tendril arms eiilwine ; 
Lay rose red lijis tu mine, 
Bewildering as wine." 

The song came in little insistent trills and quaverings, 
and quaint recurring cadences, which matched tlie insist- 
ency of the rhymes. The singer was a young man of 
about three-and-twenty, and as lie sang, seated on a 
Persian rug on the top of a roof, he played an elaborate 
symphony of trills and cadences to match upon a tink- 
ling saringi. He was small, slight, with a bright, viva- 
cious face, smooth shaven, save for a thin mustache 
trimmed into a faint fine fringe. His costume marked 
him as a dandy of the first water, and he smelled horribly 
of musk. 

The roof on which he sat was a secluded roof, pro- 
tected from view, even from other roofs, by high latticed 
walls; its only connection with the world below it being 
by a dizzy brick ladder of a stair climbing down fearlessly 
from one corner. Across the further end stretched a 
sort of veranda, inclosed by lattice and screens. But 
the middle arch being open showed a blue and white 
striped carpet, and a low reed stool. Nothing more. 
But a sweet voice came from its unseen corner. 

■' Art not ashamed, Abool, to come to my discreet 
house among godly folk and sing lewd songs? Will 
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they not think iU o( me? And if thou comest drunken 
horribly with wine, as thou didst last week, claiming 
audience of me, thine aunt, not all that titJe will save 
me from aspersion. And if I lose tliis calm retreat, 
whilher shall poor Newasi go? " 

"Nay, kind one!" cried Prince Abool-Bukr. '" iliat 
shall never be." So saying, he cast away the tinkhng 
soTxng\ and from the liUer o( musical instruments around 
him laid impulsive hands on a long-necked fiddle with 
a 'cello tone in it. " I would sing psalms to please mine 
aunt." he went on in reckless gayety, " but diat ! know 
none. Will pious Saadi suit your sober neighbors, since 
lovelorn Hatix shocks them? But no! 1 can never 
Klomaeh liis sentimental sanctity, so back we go to the 
wisest of all poets." 

The high, ihin tenor ran on without a break into 
a minor key. and a stanza of the Great Tentmakers. And 
as it quivered and quavered over the illusion of life, a 
woman's figure came to lean against the central arch, 
and look down on the singer with kindly eyes. 

They were the most beautiful eyes in the world. 
Such is the consensus of opinion among all who ever saw 
them, judged, indeed, by this standard, the Princess 
Farkhoonda Zamani, alias Newasi Begum, the widow of 
one of the King's younger sons, must have had that mys- 
terious charm which is beyond beauty. But she was 
beautiful also, though smallpox had left its marks upon 
her. Cliicfly, however, by a thickening of the skin, 
which brought an opaque pallor, gi\"ing her o\-al face 
a look of carved ivor>-. In tnnh. this memento of the 
past tragedy, which at the age of thirteen had brought 
her, ihe half-wedded bride. lo death's doi>r, and sent her 
fifteen- year-old bridegroom from the fesiival to the 
etave. enhanced, rather than detracted from her beauty. 
Her hps were reddened after the fashion of court women. 
her ihort-sighled huel eyes were heavily blackened with 
antimony: but she wore no jewels, and her graeefal, 
vwecinng Delhi dress was of deadest, ptirest whhe. em- 
SroMercd in finesi oredlrwork round hems and seams, 
I relieves! only by the lightef folds of her white, lace- 
' vtiL For she bad torswsMTi colors when she fled from 
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court-life and its many inlrigufet'f<ir-an alliance with the 
charming widow; and, on the plei ota.x:]F.H tu a religious 
and celibate life, had taken up her abode ih.lhe.^lufti's 
Alley. This was a secluded little lane off' the' ba/aar, 
which lies to the south of the Jumma Mosque/'whe^e-'i-, 
score or Ik'o of the Mohammedan families connecl«I' 
with the late chief magistrate of the city lived, decently, ' 
respectably, respectedly. To do this, haxnng sometimes 
to close the gate at the entrance of the alley, and so shut 
out the wicKed world around them. But that whole 
quarter of the city held many such learned, well-born, 
well-doing folk. Hussan Askari's house lay within a 
stone's throw of the Mufti's Alley; Ahsan-Oolah's not 
far off, and, all about, rose tall, windowless buildings, 
standing sentinel blindly over the naughtiness around 
them; but they had eyes within, and ears also. So the 
hands belonging to them were held up in horror over the 
doings of the survival, and — despite race and religion — 
an inevitably reluctant, yet inevitably firm adherence 
was given to civilization. Even the womenfolk on the 
high roofs knew something of the mysterious woman 
across the sea, who reigned over the Huzoors and made 
them pitiful to women. And Farkhoonda Zamani 
read the London news, with great interest, in the news- 
paper which Abool-Bukr used to bring her regularly. 
Hers was the highest roof of all, save one at the back of 
her veranda room; so close to it indeed that the same 
twetn tree touched both. 

It was not a quarter, therefore, in which the leader of 
the fastest set in the palace might have been expected 
to be a constant visitor. But he was. And the decorous 
alley put up with his songs patiently. Partly, no doubt, 
for his aunt's sake; more for his own charm of manner, 
which always gained him a consideration better men 
might have lacked. Being the late heir-apparent's eld- 
est son. he was certain of succeeding to the throne if he 
outlived all his uncles: for the claims of the elder genera- 
tion are, by Moghul law, paramount over those of the 
younger. Now, the inevitable harking back to the eld- 
est branch, after years of power enjoyed by the junior 
ones, which this plan necessitates, being responsible for 
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half the wars and fti^rd^r^ which mark an Indian succes- 
sion, some ei 'tfiese' learned progressive folk admitted 
tentativyy iKE^tthe Western plan was better: and that if 
I^rirtc'e AJioo!-Bukr were only other than he was, he 
•ijiiyjlas well succeed now as later on. 
;., • The idea roused a like ambition in the young idler, 
now and again, but as a rule he was content to be the beat 
musician in Delhi, the boldest gambler, the fastest hver. 
Yet through all, he kept his hold on one kind woman's 
hand; and those who knew the prince and princess 
have never a word to say against the friendship which 
led to that singing of Omar Khayyam upon the latticed 
roof. 

" Life could be better than that for thee, nephew, didst 
thou but choose." said her soft voice, interrupting the 
cynicism, while her delicate fingers, touching the singer's 
shoulder as if in reproof, lingered there tenderly. He 
bent his smooth cheek impulsively to caress the hand so 
close to it, with a frank, boyish action. The next mo- 
ment, however, he had started to his feet; the minor 
tone changed to a dance measure, then ended in a wild 
discord, and a wilder laugh. Her use of the word 
nephew was apt to rouse his recklessness, for she was 
but a month or two older than he. 

" Thou canst not make me other than I was born " 

he began; but she interrupted him quickly. 

" Thou wast born of good parts enough, God knows." 

" But my father deemed me fool, therefore I was 
brought up in a stable, mine aunt; and sang in brothels 
ere I knew what the word meant. So 'tis sheer waste 
time to interview my scandalized relations as thou dost, 
and beg them to take me serious. By all the courtesans 
in the Thunbi Bazaar, Newasi, I take not myself so. Nor 
am I worse than the holy, pious aunt: I take paradise 
now, and leave hell to the last. They choose the other 
way. And make a better bargain for pleasure than I, 
seeing that the astrologers give me a short lite, a bloody 
death." 

Newasi caught her hand back to another resting place 
above her heart. " A— a bloody death! " she echoed; 
" who — who told the lie? " 
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Prince Abool-Bukr shook his head with a kindly smile. 
"Oh! heed it not, kind lady. Such is the fashion with 
soothsayers nowadays. The heavens are black with 
porlenis. Someone's cow hath three calves, someone's 
child hath ten noses and a tail. Fire hath come from 
heaven^ — thou thyself didst tell me some such wind- 
sucker's tale — or from hell more likely " 

■' Nay! but it is true," she interrupted eagerly; " I had 
it from the milkwoman, who comes from the village 
where the stitlcc " 

" The mouse began to gnaw the rope. The rope 

began to bend the ox. The ox began " hummed 

the prince irreverently. 

Newasi stamped her foot. " But it is true, scofferl 
There is a festival of it to-day in some idol temple — may 
it be defiled! The widow would have burned, after sin- 
ful custom, but was prevented by the Hiizoors. And 
rightly. Yet, God knows — seeing the poor soul had to 
burn sometime through being an idolater — they might 
have let her burn with her love " 

Abool laughed softly. " And yet thou wilt have 
naught of Hafiz — Hafiz the love-lorn! Verily, Newasi, 
thou art true woman." 

She ignored the interruption. "So being hindered 
she went to Benares, and there this fire fell on her 
through prayer, and burned hands and feet " 

" But not her face," cried Prince Abool, thrumming 
the ranted strings and making them sound like a tom- 
tom. " I'll wager my best pigeon, not her face, if she 
be a good-looking wench! And since fire follows on 
other things besides prayer, she was a fool not to get 
it, like me, through pleasure instead. To burn a virgin! 
What a dreary tale! I-ook not so shocked. Newasi! a 
man must enjoy these presents, when folk around him 
waste half the time in dreaming of a future — of some- 
thing better to come — as thou dost- — — " He paused, 
and a soft eager ring came to his voice. " If thou 
couldst only forget all that — forget who I might be in 
the years to come — forget what thou wouldst have been 
had my respected uncle not preferred peace to pleasure — 
ior it never came to pass, remember, it never came to pass 
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— then we two, you and I " He paused again, per- 
haps at the sudfieu shrinking in her eyes, and gave a 
restless laugh. " As 'tis, the present must suffice," he 
added lightly, " and even so thou dost mourn for what I 
might be if the grace of God took me unawares. Thou 
hast caught the dreaming trick, mayhap, from the Prince 
of Dreamers yonder." 

He moved over to the outer parapet and waved his 
hand toward Hussan Askuri's house. Then his vagrant 
attention turned swiftly to something which he could 
see in a peep of bazaar visible from this new point of 

'■ Three, four, five trays of sweetstuffs! and one of milk 
and butter," he cried eagerly, "and by my corn-mer- 
chant's bill — which I must pay soon or starve — the 
carriers arc palace folk! Is there, by chance, a marriage 
in the clan? Why didst not tell me before. Newasi? then 
1 could have gone as musician and earned a few rupees." 

He gave a flourish of his bow, so drawing forth a 
lugubrious wail from the long-necked 6ddle. 

" No marriage that I wot of," she replied, smiling 
fondly over his heedless gayety. " The trays will be go- 
ing to the Fj'r-sahib's house. They have gone every 
Thursday these few weeks past, ever since the Queen took 
ill on hearing the answer about the heirship. She vowed 
it then every week, so that the holy man's prayer might 
bring success to our cousin of Persia in this war. God 
save the very dust of it from the winds of misfortune 
so long as dust and wind exist," she added piously. 

Prince Abool-Bukr turned round on her sharply with 
anxiety in his face. 

"So! Thou too canst quote the proclamation like 
other fools — a fool's message to other fools. Where 
didst thou see it? " 

Newasi looked at him disdainfully. " Can I not read, 
nephew, and are there many in Delhi as heedless as thou? 
Whv, even the Mufti's people discuss such things." 

Me shrugged his shoulders. " Ay! they will talk. 
Gossip hath a double tongue and wings too. nowadays. 
In old time the first tellers of a tale had halt forgot it, ere 




■the last hearer heard it; row the whole world is agog 
in half an hour. But it means naught. Even his heir- 
ship. Who cares in Delhi? None! — out of the palace, 
none! Not even I. Yet mischief may come of it; so 
have naught to do with dreamings, Newasi, if only for 
my sake. Remember the old saw, ' Weevils are ground 
with the com.' " 

"Thou canst scarce call thyself that, Abool, and thou 
so near the throne." she said, still more coldly. 

" Have me what pleaseth ihee, kind one," he replied, 
a. trifle impatiently; " but remember also that ' the body 
is slapped in the kilhng of mosquitoes.' " Then, sud- 
denly, an odd change came to his mobile face. It grew 
strained, haggard; his voice had a growing tremor in it, 
" Lo! I tell thee. Newasi, that Sheeah woman, Zeenut 
Maihl, in her plots for that young fool, her son, will hang 
the lot of us. I swear I feel a rope around my neck each 
time I think of her, 1 wljo only want to be let live as I 
like — not to die before my time—die and lose all the love 
and the laughter; die mayhap in the simhght; die when 
there is no need; I seem to see it — the sunlight — and I 
'helpless — helpless! " 

He hid his face in his shuddering hands as if to shut 
out some sight before his very eyes. 

"AbooH Abool! What is't. dear? Look not so 
strange," she cried, stretching out her hand toward him, 
yet standing aloof as if in vague alarm. Her voice 
seemed to bring him back to reahties; he looked up with 
a reckless laugh. 

" 'Tis the wine does it," he said. " If I hved sober — 
with thee, mine amit— these terrors would not come. 
Nay! be not frightened. Hanging is a bloodless death, 
and that would confound the soothsayer; so it cuts both 
ways. And now, since I must have more wine or weep, 
I will leave thee, Newasi." 

" For the bazaar? " she asked reproachfully. 

" For life and laughter. Lo! Newasi, thou thyself 

wouldst laugh at those new-come Bunjarah folk I told 

ithee of, who imitate the sahibs so well. But for their 

" here he nodded gayly to someone below, " they 
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<faotdd get one <A MufiTs folk to pUj." he added, his 
awjwrinw at OMtal following the first IcaiL " Saw you 
ever M»d) btite ones a« the boy has yonder? ~ 

Kcwasi. drawiiq; her rdl tighter, stepped dose to 
hi* side aod peered gingeriy. 

" Hb ftder'f are as blue, his counn's also. It nins in 
llic Mood, dicy uy. I canoot like them. Dost thou 
ocMfirein- the dark also? " 

Sbc ratted hers to his innocently enough, then shrank 
back from Ibe Hidden passion of admiration she saw blaz- 
ng is them. Shrank so that her ann touched his no 
loncer. Tbe action checked him, made him savage. 

1 Sfac Mack ones best." he said insolently; " big. black, 
tfaring eye* Hich at my mother swears my betrothed 
hw to perfection. Thou hast not seen her yet. \e«-asi; 
•O thoo C33Mi keep me company in imagining them lan- 
KUthing with love. They will not have to languish long 
tor— bast ihou ht-ard il? The King hath fixed the wed- 
ikoft" I'l^ pauM-d. then added in a low, cruel voice, 
" Art glad, N'wiM?" 

Hul her Itmper could be roused too, and her heart had 
beat in aniiwer to hih look in a way which ended calm. 
" Ayl It will htop this farce of coming thither for study 
snd learning — as lo-day — without a line scanned." 

"Thou dosl study enough lor both, as thou art virtu- 
ous enough f'lr huth," he retorted. " I am but flesh and 
\A<yA, and my >^nial] tirain will hold no more than it can 
gathcT from bazaar tongues." 

■■ < K lie*, doubtless." 

" Lies il thou wilt. But they fill the mind as easily as 
truth, and fit fads Iielter. As the lie the courtesans tell of 
my coming hither fits fact belter than thy reason. Dost 
know it? Shall ! tell it thee? " 

*' Vea! tell it me." she answered swiftly, her whole face 
ahlaxe wilh anger, pride, resentment. His matched it. 
hut with a vast affection and admiration added which 
incrca.*cil his excitement. " The lie, did I say? " he 
echoed, " nay, the truth. For why do I come? Why 
dost lei me come? .\nswcr me in truth?" There was 
an instant's silence, then he went on recklessly: "What 
noed to ask? We both know. And why, in God's name, 
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^■baving come — come to see thy soft eyes, hear thy soft 

^r voice, know thy soft lieart, do I go away again like a 

fool? I who take pleasure elsewhere as I choose. I will 

be a fool no longer. Nay! do not struggle. ! will but 

force thee to the truth, I will not even kiss thee — God 

» knows there are women and to spare for that — there 
is but one woman whom Abool-Bukr cares to " he 
■broke off, flung the hands he had seized away from him 
with a muttered curse, and stepped back from her, calming 
himself with an effort. " That comes of making Abool- 
Bukr in earnest for once. Did I not warn thee it was not 
wise? " he said, looking at her almost reproachfully, as 
she stood trying to be calm also, trying to hide the beat- 
ing of her heart. 

'■ 'Tis not wise, for sure, to speak foolishness," she 
murmured, attempting unconsciousness. " Yet do I 

tnot understand^ — — " 
He shook his delicate hand in derisive denial. " \Vhy, 
the Princess Farkhoonda refuses to marry! Nay, 
Newasi, we are two fools for our pains. That is God's 
truth between us. So now for lies in the bazaar." 

" Peace go with thee." There was a sudden regret, 
almost a wistful entreaty in the farewell she sent after 

I him. There was none in his reply, given with a back- 
ward look as his gay figure went downward dizzily. 
" Nay! Peace slays ever with thee." 
It was true. Those other women of whom he had 
spoken gave him kisses galore, but this one? It was a 
refinement of sensuality, in a way, to go as he had come. 
But Newasi went back to her books with a sigh, telling 
herself that her despondency was due to Abool's hope- 
less lack of ambition. If he would only show his 
natural parts, only let these new rulers see that he had 
the makings of a king in him! As for the other foolish- 
ness, if the old King would give his consent — if it were 
made clear that she was not really She pulled her- 
self up with a start, said a prayer or two, and went on 
with The Mirror of Good Behaz-ior, through which she was 
wading diligently. The writer of it had not been a 
beautiful woman, widowed before she was a wife, but his 
ideals were high. 
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•;.« ','.•..',',. ':'/</>.>.T ':-.'::. :r. :r.* vtr;.- -Aorr-*:: themselves. 
/..\-. ♦' « .' .''/:•■ .'^c''-. r.irr '...-:': by plisterei hair to a 
f;.'." /.«';/;• >,'/f," a Sir '.:' .ontir.uous eyebrow, their 
: . ;/ : '*:.'; /,'..*''. ::. • ; r; r.i* ': r<'. c " rvt ? . their teeth reddened 
■/,;♦); f'On or -.•i'i'i':'! v.ith ;^oM wire, their figures stiff- 
Mi"! »'/ ;jf*;fiM;ii pr'y:;.:r. '::;'.'-*. It was as if humanity, 
ij*"j '/f :t -. ov. rj b'-a-jt;. . I'^u^^hi the lack of it as a stimu- 

AlKili* III* *,\'\ \\h\*: Ttorics," vawned Gul-anari from 
i|j< l/i'/.i'l -li" t of native newspaper whence, between the 
iiiiM v.il: ol -.'/III'- of I'rince Abool-Bukr's worst songs, 
rrln li.i'i l/«<ii M;idiri;; extracts to her ilHterate clients; 
ili.ii \it\\\y it tit 4,'^n\'\/jt\ attraction in her trade. ** Per- 
M.i! \'tf'.\ii\ hothiri^^ Init l*ersia! Who cares for it? I 
(l.iir • ',vi;ii nniK-. \(ii even the woman Zeenut herself, 

I'll ,ill Iki pi <i ruse of sympathy with Shceahs, who " 

"ILivr a (are, mistress!" interrupted an arrogant 
(imliiij^ man, wln» sliowerl the peaked Afghan cap below 
ii ir|Mmrnlal Iniban. lie was a sergeant in a Pathan 
iiimhiinv <»l \\\r native troops cantoned outside Delhi 
on liM- l\id|.'.«-, and had l)een bickering all the afternoon 
uilli It U'lijpont (»f the ^^Sth N. I., who had ousted him in 
liih ImimIims' e«ihy alTeetions, being therefore in an evil 
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temper, ready to take offense at a word. " I am o( the 
north — a Slieeah myself, and care not to hear them mis- 
called. And I have those who would back me," he con- 
tinued, glaring at the Rajpoot, who sat in the place of 
honor beside the stout siren ; " for yonder in the cor- 
ner is another hill-tiger." He pointed to a man who had 
just thanked one of the girls in Pushtoo for a glass of 
sherbet she handed him. 

" Hill-cat, rather! " giggled Gul-anari. " He brought 
tne this one, but yesterday, from a caravan new-come to 
the serai." — she stroked the long fur of a Persian 
kitten on her lap,—" and when I asked tor news could 
not give them. He scarce knew enough Urdu for the 
settling of prices." 

A coarse joke from the Rajpoot, suggesting that he 
had found few difficulties of that sort in the Thnnbi 
Bazaar, made the sergeant scowl still more and swear 
that he would get Mistress Gul-anari the news for mere 
love. Whereat he called over, in Pushtoo, to the man 
in the corner, who, however, took no notice. 

" He is as deaf as a lizard! " giggled Gul-anari, enjoy- 
ing the rejected one's discomfiture. " Get my friend 
the corporal here to yell at him for thee, sergeant. His 
voice goes further than thine! " 

The favored Rajpoot squeezed the fat hand nearest to 
him. " Go up and pluck him by the beard," he sug- 
gested vain gloriously, " then we might see a Pathan 
fight for once." 

" Thou wouldst see a fair one, which is more than thou 
canst among thine own people," 

" Peace! Peace! " cried the courtesan, smiling to 
see both men look rounil for a weapon. " I'll have no 
bloodshed here. Keep that for the future." She dwelt 
on the last word meaningly, and it seemed to have a 
soothing effect, for the sepoys contented themselves 
with scowls again. 

"The future?" echoed a graybeard who had been 
drinking cinnamon tea calmly. " God knows there will 
be wars enough in it. Didst hear, Mccan sahib? I 
have it on authority — that Jam Larnce is to give Pesha- 



^K be wai 



no ON THE FACE OF THE WATERS. 

wur to Dost Mohammed and take Rajpootana instead. 
Take it as Oude was taken and Sambalpore, and Jhansi, 
and all the others." 

'■ Even so," assented a quiet looking man in spec- 
tacles. " When the last /.ar-sahib went, he got much 
praise for having taken five kingdoms and given them to 
the Queen, Tiie new one was told he must give more. 
This begins it." 

" Let us see what we Rajpoots say first," cried the 
corporal fiercely. " 'Tis we have fought the Sirkar's 
battles, and we are not sheep to be driven against our 
own." 

Gul-anari leered admiringly at her new lover. " Nay! 
the Rajpoots are men! and 'twas his regiment, my mas- 
ters, who refused to fight over the sea, saying it was not 
in the bond. Ay! and gained their point." 

■'That drop has gone over the sea itself," sneered a 
third soldier. " The bond is altered now. Go we must, 
or be dismissed. The Thakoor-;ff would not be so bold 
now, 1 warrant." 

The Rajpoot twirled his mustache to his very eyes 
and cocked his turban awry. 

'■ Ay, would I ! and more, if they dare touch our 
privilege." 

Gul-anari leered again, rousing the Pathan sergeant to 
mutter curses, and — as if to change the subject — cross 
over to the man in the corner, lay insolent hands on his 
shoulder, and shout a question in his ear. The man 
turned, met the arrogant eyes bent on him calmly, and 
with both hands salaamed profusely but slowly with a 
sort of measured rhythm. Apparently he had not 
caught the words and was deprecating impatience. His 
hands were fine hands, slender, well-shaped, and he 
wore a metal ring on the seal-finger. It caught the light 
as he salaamed. 

" Louder, man, louderl " gibed the corporal. But 
the scrgcftiit did not repeat the question; he stood look- 
ing at llie upturned face awaiting an answer. 

" Maybe he is Rclooch, his speech not mine," he said 
suddenly, yet with a strange lack of curiosity in his tone. 
There was a faint quiver, as i( some strain were over in 
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the face below, and the silence was broken by a rapid 
sentence. 

" Yea! Belooch! " he went on in a still more satisfied 
tone, " I know it by the twang. So there is small use in 
bursting my lungs." 

Here Prince Abool-Bukr, who had been dozing 
tipsity. his head against his fiddle, woke, and caught the 
last words. " Ay. burst! burst like the royal kettle-dnims 
of mine ancestors. Yet will I do my poor best to amuse 
the company and — and instruct them in virtue." 
Whereupon, with much maudlin emotion, he thrummed 
and thrilled through a lament on the fallen fortunes of 
the Moghuls written by that King of Poets his Grand- 
papa. Being diffuse and didactic, it was met with 
acclamations, and Abool, being beyond the stage of 
discrimination, was going on to give an encore of a 
very different nature, when a wild clashing of cymbals 
and hooting of conches in the bazaar below sent every- 
one to the balcony. Everyone save Abool, who, de- 
prived of his audience, dozed off against liis fiddle again, 
and the man from the corner who. as he took advantage 
of the diversion to escape, looked down at the hand- 
some drunken face as he passed it and muttered, " Poor 
devil! He rode honest enough always." Then the 
Rajpoot's arrogant voice rising from the crush on the 
balcony, he paused a second in order to listen — ^that 
being his trade. 

" Tis the holy Hindu widow to whom God sent fire 
on her way to the festival. A saint indeed! I know 
her brother, one Soma, a Yadubansi Rajpoot in the nth, 
new-come to Meerut." 

The clashings and brayings were luckily lond enough 
to hide an irrepressible exclamation from the man be- 
hind. The next instant he was halfway down the dark 
stairs, tearing off cap. turban, beard, and pausing at the 
darkest corner to roll his baggy northern drawers out 
of sight, and turn his woolen green shawl inside out, thus 
disclosing a cotton lining of ascetic ochre tint. It was 
the work of a second, for Jim Douglas had been an apt 
pupil. So, with a smear of ashes from one pocket, a 
dab of turmeric and vermilion from another — put on as 
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he finished the stairs — he emerged into the street dis- 
guised as a mendicant; the refage of fbob. as Tiddu had 
called it The easiest, however, to assume at an instant's 
notice: and in this case the best for the procession 
Jim Douglas meant to join. Careless and hurried 
though his get-up was. he set the verj- thought of de- 
tection from him as Ite edged his way aiiiong the stream- 
ing crowd. For in that, so he told himself, lay the 
Mysterious Gift. To be, even in your inmost thoughts, 
ihc personality you assumed was the secret. Somehow 
or another it impressed those around you, and even if a 
challenge came there was no danger if the challenger 
could be isolated — brought close, as it were, to your own 
certainty. To this, so it seemed to him — the many- 
faced one vehemently protesting — came all Tiddu's 
mysterious instructions, which nevertheless he followed 
religiously. For, be they what they might, they had 
never failed him during the six months, save once, when, 
watching a horse-race, he had lost or rather recovered 
himself in the keen interest it awakened. Then his 
neighbors had edged from him and stared, and he had 
been forced into slipping away and changing his person- 
ality : for it was one of Tiddu's maxims that you should 
always earn,' that with you which made such change 
possible. To be many-faced, he said, made all faces 
more secure by taking from any the right of perma- 
nence. Jim Douglas therefore joined the procession 
and forced his way to the very front of it, where the red- 
splashed figure of Durga Devi was being carried shoul- 
ders high. It was garlanded with flowers and censed 
by swinging censers, and behind it with widespread 
arms to show her sacred scars walked Tara. She was 
naked lo the waist, and the scanty ochre-tinted cloth 
folded about her middle was raised so as to show the 
scars upon her lower limbs. The sunlight gleaming on 
the magnificent bronze curves showed a seam or two 
upon her breast also. No more. As Abool-Bukr had 
prophesied, her face, full of wild spiritual exaltation, 
was unmarred and, with the shaven head, stood out bold 
and clear as a cameo. 

Jai! lai! Durga ntai ke jai (Victory to Mother 
Durga). 
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The cry came incessantly from her lips, and was 
echoed not only by the procession, but by the spectators. 
So from many a fierce throat besides the corporal's, who 
from Gul-anari's balcony shouted it frantically, that 
appeal to the Great Death Mother — implacable, athirst 
for blood — came to light the sordid life of the bazaar 
with a savage fire for something unknown — horribly 
unknown, that lay beyond life. Even the Moham- 
medans, though they spat in the gutter at the idol, felt 
their hearts stir; felt that if miracles were indeed abroad 
their God, the only true One, would not shorten His 
Hand either. 

/til/ JaW Dttrga vtai ke jai. 

The cry met with a sudden increase of volume as, the 
procession passing into the wider space before the big 
mosque, it was joined by a band of widows, who in rap- 
turous adoration flung themselves before Tara's feet so 
that she might walk over them if need be, yet somehow 
touch them. 

" Pigs of idolaters! " muttered one of a group stand- 
ing on the mosque steps; a group of men unmistakable 
in their flowing robes and beards. 

"Peace, K^osi'-sahib! " came a mellow voice. "Let 
God judge when the work is done. ' The clay is base, 
and the potter mean, yet the pot helps man to wash and 
be clean.' " 

The speaker, a tall, gaimt man, rose a full head above 
the others, and Jim Douglas' keen eyes, taking in every- 
thing as they passed, recognized him instantly. It was 
the Moulvie of Fyzabad. It was partly to hear what he 
had to say when he was preaching, partly to find out 
how the people viewed the question of the heirship, which 
had brought Jim Douglas to Delhi, so he was not sur- 
prised. 

And now the procession, reaching the Dareeba, that 
narrowest of lanes hedged by high houses, received a 
momentary check. For down it, preceded by grooms 
with waving yak tails, came the Resident's buggy. He 
was taking a lady to see the picturesque sights of the 
city. This was one. wilh a vengeance, as the red- 
qtlashed figure of the Death-Goddess jammed itself in the 
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gutter to let the aliens pass, so getting mixed up with a 
Mohammedan sign-board. And the crowd following 
it. — an ignorant crowd agape for wonders.^stood for a 
minute, hemmed in, as it were, between the buggy in 
front and the mosque behind, with that group of Moul- 
vies on its steps. 

" Fire warsh[p for a hundred years, 
A century of Christ and lears. 
Then the True God shall come again 
And every infiilel be slain," 

quoted he of Fyzabad under his breath, and the others 
nodded. They knew the prophecy of Shah N'amut- 
Oolah well. It was being bandied from mouth to mouth 
in those days; for the Mohammedan crowd was also 
agape for wonders. 



CHAPTER III. 



ON THE RIDGE. 

"A MELLY Klistmus to ZOO, Miffis Erlton! An' oh! 
they's suts a lot of boo'ful, boo'fnl sings in a velanda." 

Sonny's liquid lisp said true. On this Christmas 
morning the veranda of Major Erlton's house on the 
Ridge of Delhi was full of beauties to childish eyes. 
For. he being on special duty regarding a scheme for 
cavalry remounts and having Delhi for his winter head- 
quarters, there were plenty of contractors, agents, 
troopers, dealers, what not. to be remembered by one 
who might probably have a voice in much future patron- 
age. So there were trays on trays of oranges and apples, 
pistachios, almonds, raisins, round boxes of Cabul 
grapes, all decked with flowers. And on most of them, 
as the surest bid for recognition, lay a trumpery toy of 
some sort for the Major sahib's little unknown son, whose 
existence could, nevertheless, not be ignored by these 
gift-bringers. to whom children are the greatest gift of 
all. 

And so, as they waited, with a certain child-like cod^ 
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he passed thexc oa his may lo girr greeting to his oearest 
Mrs. Erhoo. ¥<x tbe Sejm>:c3-s bad had tbe expected 
change to Delhi, and Socnr's toother was now oom- 
plaining o£ the climate, a:^ the serrants. and the babiess 
in one of tbe booses within the Cashmere gate oi the 
city; a ^ct which tcpok from ber tbe grievance regarding 
dog-carts, since it lay within a walk oi her hnsband^s 
oflBce. 

So some of the smiles bad not simpir been given to a 
child, but to a child whose tather was a sahib known to 
the smiler; and one broad grin had come becatise Sonny 
had paused to say. with the qtiaint precision with which 
all Ej[iglish children speak HindustanL 

"^i7 Bij Rao! tu kyon aUf'^ (Oh, Bij Rao, why 
are you here?) The orderly's face, which Mrs. Scy- 
motu- had said gave her the shivers, had beamed over the 
recognition ; he had risen and saluted, explaining gravely 
to the choia sahib that he came from Meerut, because the 
Major sahib was now his sahib for the time. Sotmy had 
nodded gravely as if he understood the position per- 
fectly, and passed on to the dra^-ing room, where Kate 
Erhon was sticking a ic^K sprigs of holly and mistletoe 
round the portrait of another fair-haired boy ; these same 
sprigs being themselves a Christmas oflFering from the 
Parsee merchant, who had a branch establishment at a 
hill station. He sent for them from the snows every 
year fc^ his customers as a delicate attention. And this 
year something still more reminiscent of home had 
come with them : a real spruce fir for the Christmas tree 
which Kate Erlton was organizing for the school chil- 
dren. The tree in itself was new to India, and she had 
suggested a still greater innovation; namely, that all 
children of parents employed in Government offices or 
workshops should be invited, not only those with pre- 
tensions to white faces. For Kate, being herself far 
happier and more contented than she had been nine 
months before, when she begged that last chance from 
Jim Douglas, had begun to look out from her own 
life into the world around her with greater interest. In 
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a way, it seemed to her that the chance had come. Not 
tragically, as Jim UougUs had hinted, but easily, natu- 
rally, in this special duty which had removed her 
husband both from Alice Gissing and his own past 
reputation. 

It had sent him to Simla, where people are accepted 
for what they are; and here his good looks, his good- 
natured, devil-may-care desire for amusement had made 
him a favorite in society, and his undoubted knowledge 
of cavalry requirements stood him in good stead with 
the authorities. So he had come down for the winter 
to Delhi on a new track altogether. To begin with, his 
work interested him and made him lead a more whole- 
some life. It took him away from home pretty often, so 
lessening friction; for it was pleasant to return to a well- 
ordered house after roughing it in out-stations. Then 
it took him into the wilds where there was no betting or 
card-playing. He shot deer and duck instead, and 
talked of caps and charges, instead of colors and tricks. 
To his vast improvement; for though the slaying in- 
stinct may not be admirable in itself, and though the 
hunter may rightly have been branded from the begin- 
ning with the mark of Cain, still the shooter or fisher 
generally lives straighler than his fellows, and murder 
is not the most heinous of crimes. Not even in regard 
to the safety and welfare of the community. 

So Kate had begun to have those pangs of remorse 
which come to women of her sort at the first symptom 
of regeneration in a sinner. Pangs of pitiful considera- 
tion for the big. handsome fellow who could behave so 
nicely when he chose, vague questionings as to whether 
the past had not been partly her fault; whether if this 
were the chance, she ought not to forget and forgive — 
many things. 

He looked very handsome as he lounged in, dressed 
spick and span in full uniform for church parade. And 
she, poised on a chair, her dainty ankles showing, looked 
spick and span also in a pretty new dress. He noticed 
the fact instantly. 

" A merr)' Christmas Katel Herel give me your 
hand and 111 bd 




many years was it since he had spoken like that, 
glint in his eyes, and she had had that faint flush 
in her cheek at his touch? The consciousness of this 
stirring among the dry bones of something they had 
both deemed dead, made her set to shaking some leaves 
from her dress, while he, with an irrelevantly boisterous 
laugh, stooped to swing Sonny lo his shoulder. " You 
here, jackanapes!" lie cried. "A merry Christmas! 
Come and get a sweetie — you come too, Kate, the beg- 
gars will like to see the mem. By Jove! what a jolly 
morning! " 

A foretaste of the winter rains had fallen during the 
night, leaving a crisp new-washed feeling in the air, a 
heavy rime-like dew on the earth ; the sky of a pale blue, 
yet colorful, vaulted the wide expanse cloudlessly. And 
from the veranda of the Erltons' house the expanse was 
wide indeed; tor it stood on the summit of the Ridge at 
its extreme northern end — the end, therefore, furthest 
from the city, which, nearly three miles away, blocked 
the widening wedge of densely wooded lowland lying 
between the rocky range and the river. The Ridge itself 
was not unlike some huge spiny saurian, basking in the 
sunlight; its tail in the river, its wider, flatter head, 
crowned by Hindoo Rao's house, resting on the groves 
and gardens of the Subz-mundi or Green Market, a 
suburb to the west of the town. It is a quaint, fanciful 
spot, this Delhi Ridge, even without the history of hero- 
ism crystallized into its very dust. A red dust which 
might almost have been stained by blood. A dust which 
matches that history, since it is formed of isolated 
atoms of rock, glittering, perfect in themselves, hke the 
isolated deeds which went to make up the finest record 
of pluck and perseverance the world is ever likely to 
see. Perseverance and pluck which sent more English- 
men to die cheerfully in that red dust than in the de- 
fenses and reliefs of Lucknow, Cawnpore, and the 
subsequent campaigns all combined. Let the verdict 
on the wisdom of those months of stolid endurance be 
what it may, that fact remains. 

And the quaintness of the Ridge lies in its individuality. 
Not eighty feet above the river, its gradients so slight 
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that a driver scarce slackens speed at its steepest, there 
iH never a mistake possible as to where it begins or ends. 
Here is the river bed. founded on sand; there, cleaving 
the ^xccn with rough red shoulder, is the ridge of rock. 

I-'rom the veranda, then, its stony spine split by a road 
like a parting, it trended southwest, so giving room be- 
tween it and the river for the rose-ht. lilac -shaded mass 
o[ the town, with the big white bubble of the Jumma 
mosque in its midst: the delicate domes fringing the 

Ealace gateways showing like strings of pearls on the 
lue sky. And beyond them, a dazzle of gold among 
the green of the Garden of Grapes, marked that last 
sanctuary of a dead dynasty upon the city's eastern wall. 

The cantonments lay to the back of the house on the 
western slope of the Ridge and on the plain beyond. 
This also was a widening wedge of green wooded land 
cut off from the rest of the plain by a tree-set overfiow 
canal. The Ridge, therefore, formed the backbone of a 
triangle protected by water on two sides. On the third 
was the city and its sul)urbs. But — to carry out the 
image of the lizard — a natural outwork lay like a huge 
paw on either side of the bead; on the river side the spur 
of Ludlow Castle, on the canal side the General's mound. 

A brisk breeze was fluttering the flag on the tower 
cresting the ridge, a few hundred yards from the house, 
and as Major Erlton stepped into the veranda, a pnff of 
white smoke curied cityward, and the roll of the time- 
giin reverberated among the rocks. 

" By Jingo! I must hurry up if I'm to have break- 
fast before church," he exclaimed, as the circle of gift- 
bringers, who had been waiting nearly half an hour, 
rose simultaneously with salaams and good wishes. The 
sudden action made a while cockatoo perched in the 
comer raise its flame-cnlorcd crest and begin to prance. 

"Naughty Poll! Bad foil! " came Sonny's mcllif- 
luons Usp from the Major's sliouldcr. " Zoo mufn't 
make a noise and intemipl." 

The admonition made the bird !tm<xith its ruflfled 
Icnipor and feathers. Not thai there wa» much to inter- 
rupt: the Major's halting acknowletlgmmts being of the 
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briefest; partly because of hreakfasl, partly from lack of 
Hindustani, niostiy from the inherent insular horror of 
a function. 

"Thank God! that's over," he said piously, when the 
last tray had been emptied on the miscellaneous pile, 
round which the servants were already hovering expect- 
antly, and the last well-wisher had disappeared. " Still 
it was nice of them to remember Freddy," he added, 
looking at the toys—" Wasn't it, wife? " 

She looked up almost scared at the title. " Very," she 
replied, with a faint quiver in her voice. " We must 
send some home to him. mustn't wc? " 

The pronoun of union made the Major, in his turn, 
feel embarrassed. He sought refuge once more in 
Sonny. 

"You must have your choice first, Jackanapes!" he 
said, swinging the child to the ground again. " Which 
is it to be? A fx)x of soldiers or a monkey on a stick? " 

"Fanks!" replied Sonny with honest dignity, "but 
f'se gotted my plesy already. She's give-ded me the 
polly — be-tos it "oves me dearly." 

Kate answered her husband's look with a half- 
apology. " He means the cockatoo, I thought you 
wouldn't mind, because it was so dreadfully noisy. And 
it never screams at him. Sonny! give Polly an apple 
and show Major Eriton how it loves you." 

The child, nothing loth to show off, chose one from 
the heap and went over fearlessly to the vicious bird; 
the servants pausing to look admiringly. The cockatoo 
seized it eagerly, but only as a means to draw the little 
fellow's arm within reach of its clambering feet. The 
next moment it was on the narrow shoulder dipping and 
sidling among the golden curls. 

" See how it 'oves me," cried Sonny, his face all 
smiles. 

Major Eriton laughed good-temperedly at the pretty 
sight and went in to breakfast. 

Then the dog-cart came round. It was the same one 
in which the Major had been used to drive Alice Giss- 
But this Christmas morning he had forgotten the 
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(jivt, A* l» drove Kale inslrad, with Sonny, who was to 
be nhen lo church as a great treat, crushing the floonces 
<>l h«r prvlty drew. 

Yel ihe (resh wiiwl hlew in their faces Iceeolv. and the 
Nfojor, rtuntinf; with his whip to the scudding squiireU. 
MM). " J.'Jly tittle beasts, aren't tbej-. Kate." jnst as he 
haul Mi*) it ti-» Alice Gbsing. What is more, she repbcd 
(hilt it W'U it>lly ahofnetber, with mtadi (be same tx^iof- 
nienl -ci the mere present »s the other Httle laijhr had 
<Kwr. Kor ()w larger part of Kie i$ oonnal. common to 

So tlMy md paM Ae rocfcs and ticcs sv^y. dmrn 
«m) diMra, Ml widi a nmUe tfacv wc on the (haw- 
tow%v^ tknM|li (^ ■Mssne acck a iIk CuImmtc gasc 
iaM«k tW •MOft of Ac maM-CBvd. TW bst cbsg ot 
ttHtdMMcli wtV sccnnltoco^K froaa Ae trees (Muluog 
kHk. aaid in thr ohmmc nk*cr a shwp cfick ol the 
vk^ 9MMWM MX a |HsMl uauk TiK ^Bne 9« fasacr 
llnmiCh Ar wndts KMc wh> Ar «■>». To nc Mrthe 
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The words echoed confidently into the heart of the 
great Mohammedan strongliold, within earshot almost 
of the rose-red walls of the palace; that survival of all 
the vices Christianity seeks to destroy. 

" They have a new service to-night," yawned the 
chaplain's groom to others grouped round a common 
pipe. " I. who have served padres all my life — the pay is 
bad but the kicks less— saw never the like. 'Tis a queer 
tree himg with lights, and toys to bribe the children to 
worship it. They wanted mine to go, but their mother 
is pious and would not. She says 'tis a spell." 

"Doubtless!" assented a voice. "The spell Kali's 
priest, who came from Calcutta seeking aid against it, 
warned us of — the spell which forces a body to being 
Christian against his will." 

A scornful cluck came from a younger, smarter man. 
"Trral a trick that for offerings, Dittu. The priest 
came to me also, but I told him my master was not that 
sort. He goes not to church except on the big day." 

"put the mem?" asked a new speaker enviously. 
" 'Tis the mcms do the mischief to please the padres; 
just as our women do it to please the priests. My mem 
reads prayers to her ayah," 

" Paremeshwar be praised!" ejaculated the man to 
whom the pipe belonged. " My master keeps no mem, 
but the other sort. Though as for the ayah it matters 
not, she has no caste to lose." 

There was a gnmt of genera! assent. The remark 
crystallized the whole [[uestion to unmistakable form. 
So long as a man could get a pull from his neighbor's 
pipe and have a right lo one in return, the master might 
say and do what he chose. If not; then ? 

An evil-faced man who still smarted from a righteous 
licking, given him that morning for stealing his horse's 
grain, put his view of what would happen in that case 
plainly. 

" BuUah! " sneered a bearded Sikh orderly waiting to 
carry his master's prayer-book. " You Poorbeahs can 
talk glibly of change. And why not? seeing it is but a 
change of masters to bom slaves. Oil bums to butterl 
butter to oil! " 
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The evil face scowled. "Thou wilt have to shave 
under thy master, anyhow, Gooroo-jee! Ay! and dock 
thy pigtail too." 

This allusion to a late ruling against the Nazarene cus- 
toms of the newly raised Sikh levies might have led to 
blows — the bearded one being a born fighter — if, the 
short service coming to an end. the masters had not 
trooped out, pausing to exchange Christmas greetings 
ere they dispersed. 

'■ Never saw Mrs. Erlton looking so pretty." remarked 
Captain Seymour to his wife, as, with the restored Sonny 
between them, they moved off to their own house, which 
stood close by, plumb on the city wall. He spoke in a 
low voice, but Major Erlton happened to be within ear- 
shot. He turned complacently to identify the speaker, 
then looked at his wife to see if the remark was true. 
Scarcely; to Herbert Erlton 's quickened recollection of 
the girl he had married. Yet she looked distinctly 
creditable, desirable, as she stood, the center of a little 
group of men and women eager to help her with the 
Christmas tree. It struck him suddenly, not in the least 
unpleasantly, that of late his wife had had no lack of 
aids-de*camp, and that one, Captain Morecombe, the 
pick of the lot, seemed to have little else to do. A symp- 
tom which the Major could explain from his own ex- 
perience, and which made him smile; he being of those 
who admire women for being admired. 

" I have arranged about the conjuror, Mrs. Erlton." 
said Captain Morecombe, who was, indeed, quite ready 
tD do her behests; " that sweep. Prince Abool-bukr, — 
who is coming, by the way, to see the show.^has prom- 
ised me the best in the bazaar. And some Bunjarah 
fellows who act, and that sort of business." 

" Better find out first what they do act," put in yoimp 
Mainwaring. who chafed under the superior knowledge 
which the Captain claimed as interpreter to the Staff. 
" I saw some of those brutes in Lucknow last spring, 
and " 

" Oh! there is no fear," retorted the other with a con- 
descending smile, " The Prince is no fool, and he is 
responsible. It will most likely be something extremely 
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[■ instructive. Now, Mrs, Erilon, 1 will drive you round 
I to the College and you can show me anything else you 
I want done. I can drive you home afterward." 

" Don't think we need trouble you, thanks. More- 
t combe," said a voice behind. " I'll drive my wife. I'll 
stay as long as you like, Kate; and I can stick things 
I high up, you know." 

There was no appeal in his tone, but Kate, looking up 
at his great height, felt one; and with it came a fresh 
I spasm of that self-reproach. As she had knelt beside 
[ him in church she had been asking herself if s 
lot unforgiving; if it was not hard on him. 
"That will be a great help," she said soberly. 
So Mrs. Seymour, coming in daintily when the hard 
work was over to put a Father Christmas on the topmost 
shoot, wondered plaintively how she could have man- 
' aged it without Major Eriton, and put so much soft 
I admiration into her pretty eyes, that he could scarcely 
1 fail to feel a fine fellow. He was in consequence a 
better one for the time being. So that he insisted on re- 
turning in the afternoon to hand the tea and cake, when 
he made several black-and-tan matrons profusely apolo- 
getic and proud at having the finest gentleman there to 
wait upon them. For the Major was a very fine animal, 
indeed. As Alice Gissing had told him frankly, over and 
over again, his looks were his strong point. 

The larger portion of the guests were of this black- 

|.aiid-tan complexion. Of varying shades, however, from 

I the unmistakably pure-blooded native Christian, to the 

' pasty-faced baby with all the yellow tones of skin due to 

Its pretty, languid mother, emphasized by the ruddiness 

of the Enghsh father who carried it. 

They came chiefly from Duryagunj, a quarter of the 

city close to the Palace, between the river and the Thunbi 

Bazaar. It had once been the artillery lines, and now 

\ its pleasant garden-set houses were occupied by clerks, 

I contractors, overseers, and such like. Then later on, 

' for the sports and games, came a contingent of College 

lads, speaking English fluently, and younger boys 

clinging affrightedly to their father's hand as he smirked 

and bowed to the special master for whose favor he had 
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perhap* bravrd bitter tears of opfiosttioa from the 
women at hrjine. Tbe misMon school sent orderly 
bandi, aiwl Ibrrc was a ruck of serrants' childrea. who 
would have grmc (o the gates of hell for a gift. 

" Yoii will tire yourself to death, Kate," called her 
Itufttnnd, s>, (|uilc in his elemeol, he handicapped tbe 
twyt Un the race*. He spoke in a half-%atisfi»l, hatf- 
itiftMliiified lone, for though her success pleased him, he 
(ancierl iihe kmkcd less dainty, less attractive. 

" Come and see the play," suggested Captain More- 
cumlw, who did not »ecm to notice anything amiss. " It 
will be rent, and wc needn't light up yet a while." 

" I'm going win zoo," sai<l Sonny confidently, escap- 
ing frrmi liiit nyali as they passed; so, with the child's 
hnml in \\vx%, Kate went on into the long narrow veranda 
which hud been inclosed by lent-walls_ as a theater. 
( )|K'n lo the unnliglit at the entrance, it was dark enough 
ti) nmkr n nwlnging tamp necessary at the further end. 
riiiTi- wupi nil •lage. no scenery, only a coarse cotton 
ciritli wltli IndiNtinguishable stiadows nnd lights on it 
hnng over u mpc ai ilic very end. The place was nearly 
pmply. A (rw nnllvc tads iHinnltccI in front, a bench or 
two held n Mprlnklinu of Imlf-eantr!!. and at the entrance 
n gmiip o( iMiitlJKli iadie« and gentlemen wailed for the 
pcrforniHiur to licuin. timgliing and talking the while. 

" Vi'ii \\«\V ([iiitc iliiiic,'" taid Captain Morccombc 
ti-tiiicilv. HI Knte sank back In the armcliair he placed 
loi \w\ buKwtiy ilinvn, where a cliiuk of light and air 
tHhte tlin>i)Kli n nIII \\\ the canvas, 

" 1 dliln'l (orl llrcd Itrfore." ulie rcplicil di^amily. " I 
MipptiM' It !■ tlti> iptirl, and the itiviuB in. Tell mc about 
(he piny. i>Krt«e." Aw went on niorr lirisklv. " If 1 don't 
\\\\\\\ miini'llilitit <^l Ihc plot lirfore it l>e|pns. I sliall not 
\nii|>"t-"tftnd," 

" I e\pt'(l \i"> v*lll." llP brgaii: but at that moment a 
I'FV for t'npinin Mot-wiwdio anvw, and lo his inltnite 
ftnWr be \yK\ to Ro ulT nnd intrri^irl h>T tbe i"o(«»iwI and 
i'riiive ,\b.»ol UnVi. who bad pwl anivvd. Kait. lo teO 
mull, felt r>eli*'\Y\\. Afl«r tbe vUiww OMMwk. amI iht 
ctwMAHl Ai«|>pftbt to brr, tb<? )w<tcf wiiiKfM WM mislHhil. 
Sl\» IWHicd Uck. tttth Nwtiv (n h<+ *tw», *■-•** - " 
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posed for sleep that her husband's loud voice coming 
through the chink startled her. 

'■ Can't possibly take that into consideration. The 
race must be run on the runners' own merits only." 

He was only, she knew, laying down the law of handi- 
caps to some dissentient: but the words thrilled her. 
Poor Herberti What had Aw merits lieen? And then 
she wondered how long it had been since she had 
thought of him thus by his Christian name, as it were. 
Would K be possible 

■■ It's a story of Fate, really," said one of the gpec- 
Utors at the entrance, to the ladies who were with him; 
his voice clearly audible in a sudden hush which had 
come to the dim veranda that grew dimmer and dimmer 
to the end. despite the swinging lamp. " A sort of 
miracle play, called ' The Lord of Life, and the Lord of 
Death.' Yama and Indra of course. I saw it two days 
ago. and one of the actors is the best pantomimist — 
That's the man— now." 

Kale turned her eyes instinctively to the open space 
which was to do duty ss a stage. The play had begun : 
must have been going on while she was thinking, for a 
scene was in full swing. A scene? K misnomer that, 
surely! when there was no scenery, nothing but that 
strange dim curtain with its indefinite lights and 
shadows. Or was there some meaning in the dabs and 
splashes after all? Was that a com merchant's shop? 
Yes, there were the gleaming pots, the cavernous 
shadows, the piled baskets of flour and turmeric and 
pulse, the odd little strings of dried cocoanuts and pipe 
cups, the blocks of red rock-salt. And that — she gave 
an odd little sigh of certainty — was the com merchant 
himself selling flour, with a weighted balance, to a poor 
widow. What magnificent pantomime it was! And 
what a relief that it was pantomime; so leaving her 
no whit behind anyone in comprehension; but the equal 
of all the world, as far as this stori,' was concerned. And 
it was unmistakable. She seemed to hear the chink of 
money, to see the .juggling with the change, the substi- 
tution of inferior flour for that chosen: the whole give 
and take of cheating, till the ill-gotten gain was clutched 
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tight, and the robbed woman turned away patiently, 
unconsciously. 

An odd, doubtful murmur rose among the squatting 
boys, checked almost as it began; for the shadowy cur- 
tain behintl wavered, seemed to grow dimmer, to curve 
in cloud-like festoons, and then disclosed a sitting 
figure. 

There was a burst of laughter from the entrance. 
"Rum sort ol God, isn't he?" came the voice again. 
But from the front rose an uneasy whisper. " Yama! 
Sri Yama himself; lixjk at his nose! " 

Viewed without reference to either remark, the figure, 
if (luaint, almost ludicrous, did not lack dignity. There 
was impassiveness in the pea-green mask below the 
miter-like gilt tiara, and impressiveness in the immova- 
bility of the pea-green hands folded on the scarlet 
draperies. 

" He answers to Charon, you know," went on the 
voice again, " 1 suppose it means that tlie biiitiya-jee 
will need all his ill-gotten gain to pay fare to Paradise." 

Did it mean that? Kale wondered, as she leaned 
back clasping Sonny tighter in her arms, or was it only 
to show that Fate lay behind the daily life of every man. 
Then what a farce it was to talk of chancel Yet she had 
pleaded for it, till she had gained it. " Let him have his 
chance. Let us all have our chance. You and I into 
the bargain. You and I!" What made her think of 
that now? 

A snigger from the lads in front roused her to a new 
scene; a serio-comic dispute, evidently, between a ter- 
magant of a mother-in-law and a tearful daughter. Kate 
found herself following it closely enough, even smiling 
at it, but Sonny shifted restlessly on her knee. " I 'ikes 
a tunny man," he said plaintively, " Tell a funny man 
to come again, Miffis Erlton," 

"" 1 expect he will come soon, dear." she replied, con- 
scious of a foolish awe behind her own words. Fate lay 
there also, no doubt. 

It did. but as the termagant triumphed and the duti- 
ful daughter-in-law wept over her baking, the figure 
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I that showed wore a white mask, the rainbow-hued gar- 

r ments were hung with flowers, and the white hands 

\ held a parti-colored bow. 

The boys nodded and smiled. " Sri Indra himself," 

( they said. " Look at his bow! " 

■' Who is Indra, Mr. Jones?" asked a feminine voice 
from behind. 

" Lord of Paradise. And that is the whole show. It 
goes on and on. Some of the scenes are awfully funny, 
but they wouldn't act the funniest ones here. And they 
all end with the green or white dummy; so it gets a bit 
monotonous. Shall we go and look at the conjurors 
now? " 

The voices departed; once more to Kate's relief. She 
felt that the explanation spoiled the play. And that was 
no dummy! She could see the same eyes through the 
mask; curious, steady, indifferent eyes. The eyes of a 
Fate indifferent as to what mask it wore. So the play 
went on and on. Some of the Eurasians slipped away, 
but the boys remained ready with awe or rejoicing, while 
Kate sat by the chink through which the li^ht came 
more and more dimly as the day darkened. She scarcely 
noticed the actors; she waited dreamily for the Lord of 
Life or the Lord of Death; for there was never any 
L doubt as to which was coming. But the child in her 
B lap waited indiscriminately for the funny man. The 
W thought of the contrast struck her, making her smile. 
Yet, after all, the difference only lay in the way you 
looked at life. There was no possibility of change to it; 
the Great Handicap was run on its own merits. And 
then, like an unseen hand brushing away the cobwebs 
which of late had been obscuring the mialterable facts, 
like a wave collapsing her house of sand, came the 
memory of words which at the time they were spoken 
had made her cry out on their cruelty, " What possible 
right have you or I to suppose that anything you or I can 
do now will alter the initial fact?" If he — that stranger 
who had stepped in and laid rude touch on her very soul. 

■ had been the Lord of Life or Death himself, could he have 

■ been more remorseless? And what possessed her that 
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she should think of htni again and again; that she 
should wonder what his verdict n-ould be on those x'agoc 
tboiogfats of compromise? 

"Mrs, Erhon! Mrs. Erhon, ever>lhing is ready. 
E^-CTj-body is waiting! I have been hunting for yon 
cver^Ti'bere- ll ne^-cr occurred to me you would be here 
after aQ this time, \\'h\', you are almost alone! " Cap- 
tain Morec o mbe's a^rri^^'^ regret was scarcely appeased 
by her faarriod excuse thai she belie\ed she had been half- 
For the Christmas tree «as hi to its topmost 

u the guests admirted. the drawings begun. 

aqis it «as the sudden cliangc from dark to hght, 
etodamor. nhich gave Kale Erlton the dazed look 
wiA wllicb she rame into that cirde of radiant faces 
where Piiocc Abool-Kukr was clapping his hands like a 
cMd and thinking, as be gencr&])y did when his pleas- 
om CObU be shared by ^-irme. of how he would describe 
iljfl tD N«»'asi Be^iun on her roof. He drew a spotless 
wMie bnib as his gift; Major Erhon its fcllcm. and the 
nm mea ooo^iarcd notes in .sheer laughter, brtiken Eng- 
firii, and duttcred Hindustani. And ihrotigb the fun 
■ g of oackers. Kate, who recovered herself 



sifnAr, fined bere and there, arratiging. deciding, set- 
ti^^ tfae hdl a-raOii^. Tbere was a flush on her cheek, 
a ^ibt in her ct'cs which forced other eyes to follow her, 
Ot^ the packed. prAing faces, peeping from e^-en;' 
I window at the !.trange sight, the strange spell. 
One lair of ei'es in particnlar. belonging to a sliglit. 
olean-iihavro man standing I>esidc two odicrs who carried 
handles m their hands, and who. having come from the 
jnndc \T!ninda. hati found sjiacc lo slip wcB to the front, 
Thcj were the actirrs in the now forsaken drama of LJfe 
and Death. One of them, howrver. had evidently seen a 
ChristmBs tree before since he snddenly called out in ilie 
iwrcisi English - 

■■ Thf lop hninch on the left has caught! Put it out, 
JhTJntviiii-' " 

Th( s.itmd se«ni«d lo discomfit him utterly. He 
JdnL-j-n r.itmd him qtnolih'. -dmn roahzing thai the crowd 

•*»i>P ^etat int the vcact in be acctnately located save 
Ute 'nnghhar&. gave a hah apologetic sign 
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to the older of his two companions and sHpped away. 
They followed obediently, but once outside Tiddu shook 
his head at his pupil. 

" The Huzoor will never remember to forget. He will 
get into trouble some day," he said reproachfully. 

" Not if I stick to playing Yama and Indra." replied 
Jim Douglas with a shrug of his shoulders. " The Mask 
[of Fate is apt to be inscrutable." He made the remark 
chiefly for his own benefit; for he was thinking of the 
strange chance of meeting those cold blue-gray eyes 
again in that fashion. Beautiful eyes, brilliant eyes! 
Then he smiled cynically. The chance he had given had 
evidently borne fruit. She seemed quite happy, and 
there was no mistaking the look on her owner's heavy 
iface. So the heroics had meant nothing, and he had 
■given up his chance tor a vulgar kiss-and-make-it-up- 
again! 

It was too dark to see that look on Major Erlton's face, 
but it was there, as, carrying Kate off with a certain air 
of proprietorship from the compliments which had grown 
stale, they went to find the dog-cart, which, in deference 
to the mare's nerves, had been told to await them in a 
quiet corner of the compound. 

" You did it splendidly, Kate! " 
r His voice came contentedly through the soft darkness 
^hich hid the easy arm which slipped to her waist, the 
'easy smiling face which bent to kiss hers. 

" Oh, don't! Please don't! " The crj', almost a sob, 
was unmistakable. So was the start which made her 
stumble over an unseen edging to the path. Even Her- 
bert Erlton with his blunted delicacy could not misjudge 
He stood silent for a moment, then gave a short hard 
lugh. 

" You haven't hurt yourself, I expect," he said dryly, 

so there's no harm done. I'll call that fellow with the 
lantern to give us a light." 

He did. and the vague shadow preceded by a swinging 
light turned out to be young Mainwaring on his pony, 
With the groom carrying a lantern. 

"Mrs. Erllon," cried the lad. slipping to tlie ground, 

what luck! The very person I wanted. I was going 
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round by your bouse on the chance of catching you, as it 
was useless trving to get in a quiet word this aEtenioon. 
] want to ask if you know of any houses to let! I had a 
letter this morning from Mrs. Gissing asking me to look 
out one for her." 

" For her? " The echo came in a dull voice. Kate had 
scarcely recovered from her own recoil, from a vague 
doubt of what she had done. 

" Vest Her husband had to go home on business and 
won't be out till May. So, as the new ]>eople at Luck- 
now seem a poor lot, and she has old friends at 

Delhi " A remembrance that some of these old 

friendships must be an unwelcome memory to his hearer 
made the boy pause. But the man, smarting with resent- 
ment, had no such scruples — what was the use of them? 

"Coming here, is she?" he echoed. "Then we may 
hope lo have some fun in this deadly-lively stuck-up 
place. 1 say, Mainwaring, would you mind driving my 
wife home and lending me your pony to gallop round to 
the mess. 1 must go there, and as it is getting late there 
is no use dragging Mrs. Erlton all that way. And she 
has a big Christmas dinner on, haven't you, Kate?" 

As the young fellow climbed up into the dog-cart be- 
side her, Kate Erlton knew that one chance had gone 
irretrievably, irrevocably. Would there be another? 
Suddenly in the darkness she clasped her hands tight and 
prayed that there might be — that it might come soon! 

And round them as they drove slowly to gain the city 
gate, the half-seen crowd which had gathered to see the 
strange spell were drifting homeward to spread the tale 
of it from hearth to hearth. 



CHAPTER IV. 

IN THE VILLAGE. 

t printer rains had come and gone, leaving a legacy 

1 them. Promise of fiit"re gold in the 

wheat, guerdon of present gold in 

n cuning on the green, like the crests 
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^Bof waves curving upon a wind-swept northern sea. Far 
^P and near, wide as the eye could reach, there was nothing 
to be seen save this — a waving sea of green wheat crested 
by yellow mustard. But in the center, whence the eye 
looked, stood a human ant-hill; for the congeries of mud 
alleys, mud walls, mud roofs, forming the village, looked 
from a little distance like nothing else. Viewed broadly, 
too, it was simply Earth made plastic by the Form- 
bringer. Water, hardened again by the Sun-fire. The 
triple elements combined into a shell for laboring hfe. 
Like most villages in Northern India this one stood high 
on its own ruins, girt round by shallow glistening tanks 
which were at once its cradle and its grave. From them 
the mud for the first and last house had been dug. to 
them the periodical rains of August washed back the 
village bit by bit. 

There was scarcely a sign of lite in the sky-encircled 
plain. Scarcely a tree, scarcely a landmark. Nothing 
far or near to show that aught lay beyond the pale hori- 
zon. The crisp, cold air of a mid-January dawn held 
scarcely a sound, for the village was still asleep. Here 
and there, maybe, someone was stirring; but with that 
deliberate calm which comes to those who by virtue 
of early rising have the world to themselves. Here 
and there, too, in the high stone inclosures serving at 
once as a protection to the village and a cattlefold, some 
goat, impatient to be roaming, bleated querulously ; but 
these sights and sounds only seemed to increase the still- 
ness, the silence surrounding them. It is a scene 
which to most civilized eyes is oppressive in its self- 
centered isolation, its air of remoteness. The isolation 
»of a community, self-supporting, self-sufficing, the re- 
moteness of a place which cares not if, indeed, there be 
a world beyond its boundaries. And this one. type of 
many ahke in most things — above all, in steadfast self- 
absorption — shall be left nameless. We are in the vil- 
lage, that is enough. 

Suddenly an odd, clamorous wail rang from among 
the green corn, and a band of gray cranes which had been 
standing knee-deep in the wheat rose awkwardly and 
headed, arrow-shaped, for the great Nujjutgurhjheel 
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which they wotted of below the horizon : in this display- 
ing z. wider outlook than the villagers who toiled and 
slept within sight of those fields, while the birds left them 
at dawn for ihe sedgy stretches of another world. 

At the sound a man, who had been crouching half- 
asleep against a mud wall, rose to his feet and peered 
drowsily over the fields. Something, he knew, must have 
startled the gray cranes; and he was the village watch- 
man. As his father had been before him, as his son, please 
God, would be after him. He carried a short spear hung 
with jingles as his badge of office, and be leaned upon it 
lazily as he looked out into the gray dawn. Then he 
wrapped his blanket closer round him, and walked 
leisurely to meet the solitary figure coming toward him, 
threading its way by an invisible path through the dew- 
hung sea of wheat. 

"Art, brother," he called mildly when he reached ear- 
shot, "is it well?" 

" It is well," came the answer. So he waited, leaning 
on his spear, until the newcomer stood beside bim. his 
bare legs glistening and the folds of his drooping blanket 
frosted with the dew. In one hand he, also, held a watch- 
man's spear: in the other one of those unleavened cakes, 
round and flat tike a pancake, which form the daily bread 
alike of rich and poor. Tliis he held out, saying briefly: 

" For the elders. From the South to the North. 
From the East to the West." 

"Wherefore?" The brief reply held vague curiosity; 
no more. The cake had already changed hands, un- 
challenged. 

" God knows. It caine to us from Goloowallah with 
the message as I gave it. Thy folk will pass it on? " 

" Likely; when the day's work is done. How go the 
crops thy way? Here, as thou seest, 'tis God's dew on 
God's grain." 

" With us also. There will be marriages galore this 
May," 

" Ay ! if this bring naught." The speaker nodded 
toward the cake which now lay on the ground between 
them, for they had inevitably squatted down to take alter- 
nate pulls at a pipe. " What can it bring? " 
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" God knows," replied the host in his turn. So the 
two, with that final reference in their minds, sat looking 
dully at the chitpatli as if it were some strange wild fowl. 
Sat silently, as men will do over a pipe, till a clinking of 
anklets and a chatter of feminine voices came round the 
comer, and the foremost woman of the troop on their 
way to the tank drew her veil close swiftly at sight of a 
stranger. Yet her voice came as swiftly. " What news, 
brother? What news? " 

" None for thee. Mother Kirpo." answered the resi- 
dent watchman tartly. " 'Tis for the elders." 

The titterings and tossings of veiled heads at this snub 
to the worst gossip in the village, ended in an expectant 
pause as a very old woman, with a fine-cut face which 
had long since forsworn concealment, stepped up to 
the watchmen, and squatting down beside them, raised 
tlje cake in her wrinkled hands. 

" From the North to the South or the South to the 
North. From the East to the West or the West to the 
East. Which?" she asked, nodding her old head. 

" Sure it was so, mother," replied the stranger, sur- 
prised. " Dost know aught? " 

" Know? " she echoed; " I know 'tis an old tale — an 
old tale." 

" What is an old tale, mother? " asked the women 
eagerly, as, emboldened by the presence of the village 
spey-wife, they crowded round, eying the cake curi- 
ously. 

She gave a scornful laugh, let the chupatli drop, and, 
rising to her feet, passed on to the tank. It suited her 
profession to be mysterious, and she knew no more than 
this, that once, or at most twice in her long life, such a 
token had come peacefully into the village, and passed 
out of it as peacefully with its message. 

" Mai Dhunnoo knows something, for sure." com- 
mented a deep-bosomed mother of sons as the troop 
followed their " chaperone's " lead, closer serried than 
before, full of whispering surmise. "The gods send it 
mean not smallpox, I will give curds and sugar to thee, 
Mata jee, each Friday for a yeart I swear it for safety 
to the boys." 
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" He slipped in a puddle and cried ' Hail to the 
Ganges,' " retorted her neighbor, an ill-looking woman 
blind of one eye. She had been the richest heiress in 
the village, and was in consequence the wife of the hand- 
somest young man in it; a childless wife into the bar- 
gain. '■ Boys do not fill the world, Veru; not even thine! 
Their welfare will not set tokens a-going. It needs some 
real misfortune for that." 

" Then thy lite is safe for sure," began the other hotly, 
when a peacemaker intervened. 

"Wrangle not, sisters! All are naked when their 
clothes are gone; and the warning may be for us all. 
Mayhap the Toorks are coming (Mice more — Mai 
Dhunnoo said 'twas an old tale. God send we be not all 
reft from our hnsbands." 

"That would I never be," protested the heiress, pro- 
voking uproarious titterings among some girls. 

" No such luck for poor Ramo," whispered one. 
" And she soniess too! " 

"He shaved for the heat, and then the hail fell on his 
bald pate," quoted the prettiest callously. " Serve him 
right, say I. He, at least, had two eyes. ' 

The burst of laughter following this sally made the 

peacemaker, who, as the wife of the headman, had 

authority, turn in rebuke. 'Twas no laughing matter to 

Jatnis, as they were, who did so much of the field work, 

that a token, maybe of ill. should come to the village 

when the harvest promised so well. The revenue had to 

be paid, smallpox or no .smallpox, Toork or no Toork. 

And was not one of the Huzoors in camp already giving 

an eye to the look of the crops, and the other to the 

shooting of wild things? Could they not hear the soimd 

of his gun for themselves if they listened instead of chat- 

■'■ J? And truly enough, in the pause which came to 

. there echoed from the pale northern horizon, be- 

which lay the big jheels, a shot or two, faint and 

'1 that dealing death to some of God's creatures. 

listeners dealt death to none; their faith for- 

ley will come our way and kill our deer 
P " asked a slender slip of a girl anx- 
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iously. Her tame fawn had lately taken to joining the 
wild ones when they came at dawn to feed upon the 
wheat. 

" God knows," replied one beside her. " They will 
come if they hke, and kill if they like. Are they not the 
masters? " 

So the final reference was in the women's minds also, 
as. while the muddy water strained slowly into iheir pots 
through a filtering corner of their veils, they raised their 
eyes curiously, doubtfully, to the horizon which held the 
master. It had held him always. To the north or to 
the south, the east or the west. Mohammedan, Mah- 
ratta, Christian. But always coming over the far 
horizon and slaying something. In old days husbands, 
brothers, fathers. Nowadays the herds of deer which 
the sacredness of life allowed to have their full of the 
wheat unchecked, or the peacocks who spread their tails, 
securely vainglorious, on the heaps of corn upon the 
threshing floors. 

So the unleavened cake stayed in the village all day 
long, and when the slant shadows brought leisure, the 
headman's wife baked two cakes, one for the north the 
other for the west, and Dittu the old watchman, and 
the embryo watchman his son. set off with them to the 
next village west and north, since that was the old cus- 
tom. So much must be done because their fathers had 
done it; for the rest, who could tell? 

Nevertheless, as the messengers passed through the 
village street where the women sat spinning, many paused 
to look after them, with a vague relief that the unknown, 
unsought, had gone out of their life. Then the moon 
rose peacefully, and one by one the sights and sounds of 
that life ceased. The latest of all was the hum of a mill 
in one of the poorest houses, and a snatch of a harvest- 
song in murmuring accompaniment: 

" When Ihc sickle meets Ihe corn. 
From their meeting joy is bom ; 
When the sickle smites the wheal, 
Care is conquered, sorrow beat." 

"Have a care, sister, have a care! " came that rebuk- 
ing voice from the headman's house close by. " Wouldst 
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So tfanweh tlK^ 
nccsped mtst and soML 
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bifies anapped in hn* cloaks above dieir crentDg fineries. 
Briefly, a c omp any niorc spjilable to the foyrr of a theater 
than tUs barbaric btmfire. Bat the whole camp, with its 
endksB hunry. stood oat a keen contrast with the sor- 
<fid sar^ery of a wreteficd hamkt wfeidi 1^ haK-hiddcn 
behind the trees. 

The contrast strxKk Jim Doo^s, who far that even- 
ing only, happened to be the R esi d ent' s gnesi: for. bar- 
ing been on the fheel in a very different sort of camp 
when the Resident had invaded his K>Iitiide. the osoal 
invitatioci to dine had followed as a matter of coarse; as 
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it would have followed to any white face with pretensions 
to be considered a gentleman's. He had accepted it, be- 
cause, every now and again, a desire " to chuck " as he 
expressed it, and go back to the ordinary life of his class 
came over him. This mood had been on him per- 
sistently ever since the Yama and Indra incident, so that, 
for the time being, he had dismissed his scoundrels and 
given up spying in disgust. He had, he told himself, 
wasted his time, and the military magnate was justified 
in politely dispensing with his further services. There 
was, in truth, no need for them so far as lie could see. 
There was plenty of talk, plenty oi discontent, but noth- 
ing more. And even that anyone could observe and 
gauge; for there was no mystery, no concealment. The 
whole affair was invertebrate utterly, except every now 
and again when you came upon the track of the Moulvie 
of Fyzabad. It was conceivable that the aspect might 
change, but for the present he was sick of the whole 
thing, ambition and all. Horse-dealing was better. So 
he had established himself in a small house in Duryagunj, 
started a stable, and then taken a holiday in a shooting 
pal among the jheels and jungles, where in his younger 
days he had spent so much of his time. 

Thus, after eating a first-class dinner, he was smoking 
a first-class cigar, and. being a stranger to everyone 
there, thinking his own thoughts, when the Resident's 
voice came from the other side of the fire which, with its 
dancing flame-light distorting every feature in myriad 
variation, disguised rather than revealed the faces seen 
by it. 

" You have bagged one or two in your district, haven't 
you. Ford?" 

" What, sir? Bustard? " inquired the Collector of the 
next district, who had come over his border tor a day or 
two's shoot, and who had been engrossed in sporting 
talk with his neighbor. There was a laugh from the 
other side of the fire. 

" Not these cliupaltics. The Brigadier was asking me 
if they were as numerous as they are further south, and 
Fraser, here, said none had come into the Delhi district 
as yet" 
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" One came to-day into the hamlet behind the tents," 
said Jim Douglas quietly. " I met the man bringing it. 
A watchman from over the border in Mr. Ford's district." 

Half a dozen faces turned to the voice which spoke so 
confidently, and then asked in whispers who the man 
was? But there was nothing in the whispered replies to 
warrant that tone of imparting information to others, 
and a man in black clothes seemed to resent it, for he 
appealed to (he Resident rather fulsomely. 

" It will be in the reports to-morrow, no doubt, sir. 
For myself I attach no importance to it. The custom is 
an old one. I remember observing it in Muttra when 
smallpox was bad. But I should like to have your 
opinion. Yon ought to know if anyone does." 

The compliment was no idle flattery. None had a 
better right to it than Sir Theophilus Metcalfe, whose 
illustrious name had been a power in Delhi (or two 
generations, and whose uncle had been one of India's 
most distinguished statesmen. So there was a hush for 
his reply. 

" I can't say." he answered deliberately. " Personally 
I doubt the dissatisfaction ever coming to a head. There 
is a good deal, of course, but of late, so it has seemed to 
me, it is quieting down. People are getting tired of fer- 
menting. As for the causes of the disaffection it is 
patent. Wc can't, simply, do the work we are doing 
without making enemies of those whose vested interests 
we have to destroy. We may have gone ahead a little 
loo fast; but that is another question. As for the army, 
I've no right to speak of it. but it seems to me it has been 
allowed to get out of hand, out of touch. It will need 
care to bring it into discipline, but I don't anticipate 
trouble. Its mixed character is our safeguard. It would 
be bard for even a good leader to hit on a general griev- 
ance which would touch both the army and the civil 
population, Hindoos and Mohammedans — and as a 
mailer of (act they have no leader at all." 

" Have you ever come across the Moulvie of Fyzabad, 
sir? " remarked Jim Douglas again. " I( 1 had the 
power I would sliool him like a mad dog. But (or the 
rest I quite agree." 
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Here a stir behind them distracted both his attention 
and the attention of those who were listening to this 
authoritative voice with bated breath. 

"Is that the post? Oh, how dehghtful!" chorused 
the ladies, and more than one added plaintively, " 1 won- 
der if the English mail is in." 

" Let's bet on it. Sir Theophilus to hold the stakes," 
cried a young fellow who had been yawning through 
the discussion. But the subject was too serious for such 
light handling, to judge by the eager faces which 
crowded round, while the red-coated cliuprassics poured 
the contents of the bags into a heap on the carpet at their 
master's feet. There is always a suspense about that 
moment of search among the bundles of official cor- 
respondence, the files, the cases which till up the camp 
mail, for the thin packet of private letters which is the 
only tie between you and the world; but when hopes of 
home news is superadded, the breath is apt to come 
faster- And so a scene, trivial in itself, points an inex- 
orable finger to the broad fact underlying all our Indian 
administration, that we are strangers and exiles. 

" Not in! " announced the Resident, studiously cheer- 
ful. " But there are heaps of letters for everybody. 
Did the mcm-sahib come in .the carriage, Gamu? " he 
added as he sorted out the owners. 

" Huzoor! " replied the head orderly, who was also his 
master's factotum, thrusting the remainder back in the 
bags. " And the Major sahib also. According to 
order, refreshments are being offered." 

" Glad Erlton could come," remarked a voice to its 
neighbor. " We want another good shot badly." 

" And Mrs. Gissing is awfully good company too," 
assented the neighbor. Jim Douglas, who was sitting on 
the other side, looked up quickly. The juxtaposition of 
the names surprised him after what he had seen, or 
thought he had seen at Christmas time. 

"Is that Mrs. Gissing from Lucknow?" he asked. 

" I believe so. She is a stranger here. Seems 
awfully jolly, but the women don't like her. Do you 
know anything of her? " 

Jim Douglas hesitated. He could have easily satisfied 
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the ear evidendy agog for scandal: but what, after all, 
did he know of her? What did he know of his own 
experience? It seemed to him as if she stood there, de- 
fiantly dignified, asking him the question, her china-blue 
eyes flashing, the childish face set and stem. 

" Personally I know little," he replied, " but that bttle 
is very much to her credit." 

As he relapsed into silence and smoke he felt that she 
had once more walked boldly into his consciousness and 
claime<l recognition. She had forced him to acknowl- 
edge something tn her which corresponded with some- 
thing in him. Something unexpected. If Kate Erlton's 
eyes with their cold glint in them had flashed like that, 
he would not have wondered; but they had not. They 
had done just the reverse. They had softened; they had 
only looked heroic, L'nderneath the glint which had 
sent him on a wild-goose chase had lain that common- 
place indefinable womanhood, sweet enough, but a bit 
sickly, which could be in any woman's eyes if you fancied 
yourself in love with her. It had lain in the eyes belong- 
ing to the golden curl, in poor little Zora's eyes, might 
conceivably lie in half a dozen others. 

" By George! " came an eager voice from the group 
of men who were reading their letters by the light of a 
lamp held for the purpose by a silent bronze image of a 
man in uniform. " I have some news here which will 
interest you, sir. There has been a row at Dum-Dum 
about the new Enfield cartridges." 

" Eh! what's that? " asked the Brigadier, looking up 
from his own correspondence. " Nothing serious, I 
hope," 

" Not yet, but it seems curious by the light of what we 
were discussing, and what Mr,~er — Capt " 

" Douglas," suggested the owner of the name, who at 
the first words had sat up to listen intently. His face 
had a certain anticipation in it; almost an eagerness. 

" Thanks. It's a letter from the musketry depot. 
Shall I read it, sir?" 

The Brigadier nodded, one or two men looked up to 
listen, but most went on with their letters or discussed 
the chances of slaughter for the morrow. 
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" There is a most unpleasant feeling abroad respecting 
these new cartridges, which came to hght a day or two 
ago in consequence of a high-caste sepoy refusing to let 
a lower caste workman drink out of his cup. The man 
retorted that as the cartridges being made in the Arsenal 
were smeared with pig's grease and cow's tat there would 
soon be no caste left in the army. The sepoy com- 
plained, and it came out that this idea is already widely 
spread. Wright denied the fact flatly at first, but found 
out that large quantities of beef-tallow had been in- 
dented for by the Ordnance. And that, of course, made 
the men think he had lied about it. Bontein, the chief, 
has wisely suggested altering the drill, since the men say 
they will not bite the cartridges. If they do, their rela- 
tions won't eat with them when they go home on leave. 
You see, with this new rifle it is not really necessary to 
bite the cartridge at all, so it would be a quite natural 
alteration, and get us out of the difficulty without giving 
in. The suggestion has been forwarded, and if it could be 
settled sharp would smother the business : but what with 

duffers and " The reader broke off, and a faint smile 

showed even on the Brigadier's face as the former 
skipped hurriedly to find something safer — " Old Gen- 
eral Hearsey, who knows the natives like a book, says 
there is trouble in it. He declares that the Moulvie of 
Fyzabad — whoever that may be " 

The faces looked at Jim Douglas curiously, but he was 
too eager to notice it. 

" Is at the bottom of the chupallies we hear are being 
sent round up-country; but that he is in league also with 
the Brahmins in Calcutta — especially the priests at Kali's 
shrine — over suttee and widow re-marriage and all that. 
However, all I know is that both Hindoos and Moham- 
medans in my classes are in a blue funk about the 
cartridges, and swear even their wives won't live with 
them if they touch them." 

" The common grievance," said Jim Douglas, in the 
silence that ensued. " It alters the whole aspect of 
affairs." 

" Prepare to receive cavalry! " yawned the man who 
had suggested betting on the chance of the home-maiL 
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What was the use of a week's leave on the best snipe 
jheel about, if it was to be spent in talking shop? 

" No! " cried the man in black, not unwilling to 
change the subject of which he had not yet official cogni- 
zance. " Prepare to receive ladies. There is Mrs. 
Gissing, looking as fresh as paint! " 

She looked fresh, indeed, as she came forward; her 
curly hair, rough when fashionable heads were smooth, 
glistening in the firelight, the fluffy swansdown on her 
long coat framing her childish face softly. Behind her, 
heavy, handsome, came Major Erlton with the half- 
sheepish air men assume when they are following a 
woman's lead. 

" Here I am at last. Sir Theophilus," she began, in a 
gay artificial voice as she passed Jim Douglas, who stood 
up, pushing his chair aside to give more room. " I'm so 
glad Major Erlton managed to get leave. I'm such a 
coward! I should have died of fright all by myself in 
that long, lonely " 

■' Keep still! " interrupted a peremptory voice behind 
her, as a pair of swift unceremonious arms seized her 
round the waist, and by sheer force dragged her back a 
step, then held her tight-clasped to something that heat 
fast despite the calm tone. " Kill that snake, someone! 
There, right at her feet! It isn't a branch. I saw it 
move. Don't stir, Mrs. Gissing, it's all right." 

It might be. but the heart she felt beat hard; and the 
one beneath his hand gave a bound and then seemed to 
stand still, as the slicks and staves, hastily caught up, 
smote hiriously on her very dress, so close did certain 
death lie to her. There was a faint scent of lavender 
about that dress, about her curly hair, which Jim fJoug- 
las never forgot; just as he never forgot the passionate 
admiration which made his hands relax to an infinite 
tenderness, when she uttered no cry, no sound; when 
there was no need to hold her, so still did she stand, so 
absolutely in unison with the defiance of Fate which 
kept him steady as a rock. Surely no one in all his life, 
he thought, had ever stood so close to him, yet so 
far off! 

" God bless my soul! My dear lady, what an escape! " 
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The hurried faltering exclamation, from a bystander her- 
alded the holding up of a long limp rope of a thing hang- 
ing helplessly over a stick. It was the signal for a 
perfect babel. Many had seen the brute, but bad thought 
it a branch, others had similar experiences of drowsy 
snakes scorched out of winter quarters in some hollow 
log, and all crowded round Mrs. Gissing, loud in praise 
of her coolness. Only she turned quickly to see who 
had held her; and found Major Erlton. 

"The brute hasn't touched you, has he?" he began 
huskily, then broke into almost a sob of relief, " My 
God! what an escape! " 

She glanced at him with the faint distaste which any 
expression of strong emotion showed toward her by a 
man always provoked, and gave one of her high irrele- 
vant laughs. 

■' Is it? I may die a worse death. But I want him — 
where is he? " 

" Slipped away from your gratitude, I expect," said the 
Collector. " But I'll betray him. It was the man who 
knew about the ckiipattics. Sir Theophilus; I don't know 
his name." 

" Douglas," said the host. " He is in camp a mile or 
two down the jheel. I expect he has gone back. He 
seemed a nice fellow." 

Mrs. Gissing made a nioue. " I would not have been 
so grateful as all that! I would only have said ' Bravo' 
to him." 

Her own phrase seemed to startle her, she broke off 
with a sudden wistful look in her wide blue eyes. 

"My dear Mrs. Gissing, have a glass of wine; you 
must indeed," fussed the Brigadier, But the little lady 
set the suggestion aside. 

"Douglas!" she repeated. "I wonder where he 
comes from? Does anyone know a Douglas?" 

" James Sholto Douglas," corrected the host, " It's 
a good name." 

" And I knew a good fellow of that name once: but he 
went under," said an older man. 

"About what?" Alice Gissing's eyes challenged the 
speaker, who stood close to her. 
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" Aboot a woman, mv dear Udy." 

" Poor dear! EHtoo, you must fctcb hiin cn-er to see 
me UMnorrow nomii^." She said tt with infinite 
verve, sod ber bearers laui^ied. 

" Him! " retorted tomeone. " How do yoa know it's 
Ifac Mme maa?" 

Sbe nodded her bead ga) ly- " I've a faoc>- it is. And 
] an bound to be nice to him anyhow." 

^w bad not the chance, however. Major Erhon. Tid- 
ing over before breakfast to catch him. found nothing 
but the •qoare'thafied (mrow surroanding a dry vacant 
•pol whicfa showc where a tent has been. 

For Jim Douglat was already on his way back to 
Delhi, on bit way back to more than Delhi i{ he suc- 
ceeded in carrying out a ))l3n which had suggested itself 
to btm when he heard oi General Hearsay's belief that 
tbe fmeMn c<mduciint; the agitation against widow re- 
nurriaifc and the aboiiliun of satire were leagued nitb 
Ibr Mohammedan revival. Tara. the woultl-be saint, 
WM Mill in iJelhi. He had not sought her out before, 
\j'anu in Irulh aitj^ry with the woman's duplicity, and not 
wflnlinif to run the ri^Ic of her chattering about him. 
Now, a* he liad laid. the whole position was changed. 
Me bad iv) common hold upon her. and might through 
hrr get umw u«cful hints as to the leading men in the 
movement. She must have seen ihem when the miracle 
took place at Benares. The thought made him smile 
rather tavagely. Decidedly she would not care to defy 
hit tongue: from saint to sinner would be too great a 
fan. 

So at dusk dial very evening he was back in his mendi- 
cant's disguise, Ix-gging at a doorway in one of the 
oldest parts of Delhi. An in^gnifieant doorway in an 
intigni&cant alley, llut there was a faded wreath of 
yellow marigoldfi over the architrave, a deeper hollow in 
tbe stone threshold: sure signs, both, that something to 
attract wonvhiping feet lay within, ^'et at first sight the 
court into which you entered, after a brief passage barred 
l»nk wall, was much as other courts. It was set 
hit»h irregular houses, perfect rabbit-warrens 
Kpt of roof, and stairs; all conglomerate. 
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yet distinct. Some reached from within, some from 
without, some from neighboring roofs, and some. Heaven 
knows how! possibly by wings, after llie fashion of the 
purple pigeons cooing and sidling on the purple brick 
cornices. In one corner, however, stood a huge pecpul- 
Irce, and partly sliaded by this, partly attached to an 
arcaded building of two stories, was a small, squahd- 
looking, black stone Hindoo temple. It was not more 
than ten feet square, triply recessed at each corner, and 
with a pointed spire continuing the recesses of the base. 
A sort of hollow monolith raised on a plinth of three 
steps. In its dark windowless sanctuary, open to the 
outside world by a single arch, stood a polished black 
Stone, resting on a polished black stone cup, like a large 
acorn. For this was the oldest Shivala in Delhi, and in 
the rabbit-warrens surrounding this survival of Baal 
worship lived and lodged yogis, beggars, saints, half the 
insanity and sacerdotalism of Delhi. It was not a place 
into which to venture rashly. So Jim Douglas sat at the 
gate begging while the clashings and brayings and drum- 
ings echoed out into the alley. For the seven fold 
circling of the I..amps was going on, and if Tara did not 
pass to this evening service from outside, she most likely 
lived within; that she lodged near the temple he knew. 

So as he sat waiting, watching, the light faded, the 
faint smell of incense grew fainter, the stream of wor- 
shipers coming to take the holy water in which the god 
had been washed slackened. Then by twos and threes 
the Brahmins and yogis — the Dean and Chapter, as it 
were — passed out clinking half-pennies, and carrj'ing 
the offertory in kind, tied up in handkerchiefs. 

The service was over, and Tara must therefore live in 
a lodging reached from within. And now, when the 
coast was clearing, he might still have opportunity of 
tracing her. So he rose and walked in boldly, disap- 
pointed to find the courtyard was almost empty already. 
There were only a few stragglers, mostly women, and 
they in the white shroud of widows: but even in the 
gloom and shadow he could see the tall figure be sought 
was not among them, and he was about to slip away 
when, following their looks, he caught sight of another 
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figure crouching on the topmost step of the phnth, right 
in front of the sanctuary door, so that it stood faintly 
outlined against the glimmer of the single cresset, which, 
raised on the heap of half-dead flowers within, showed 
them and nothing more — nothing but the shadows. 

He drew back hastily into the empty arcade, and 
waited for the widows' lingering bare feet — scarcely 
heard even on those echoing stones — to pass out and 
leave him and Tara alone. For it was Tara. That he 
knew though her face was turned from him. 

The feet lingered on, making him fear lest some of the 
mendicants who must lodge in these arcades should re- 
turn, after almsgiving time, and find him there. And 
as they lingered he thought how he had best make him- 
self known to the devotee, the saint. It must be some- 
thing dramatic, something to tie her tongue at once, 
something to bring home to her his hold upon her. The 
locket! He slipped it from his neck and stood ready. 
Then, as the last flutter of white disappeared, he stepped 
noiselessly across the court. 

And so, suddenly, between the rapt face and the dim 
light on which its eyes were fixed, hung a dangling gold 
oval, and the Englishman, bending over the woman's 
shoulder from behind, could see the amaze flash to the 
face. And his other hand was ready with the clutch of 
command, his tongue with a swift threat; but she was too 
quick for him. She was round at his feet in an instant, 
clasping them. 

" Master! Master! " 

Jim Douglas recoiled from that touch once more; but 
with a half-shamed surprise, regret, almost remorse. He 
hafi meant to threaten this woman, and now 

She was up again, eager, excited. "Quick! The 
Huzoor is not safe here. They may return any moment. 
Quick! Quick! Huzoor, follow me." 

And as. blindly, he obeyed, passing rapidly through a 
low doorway and so up a dark staircase, he slipped the 
locket back to its place with a sort of groan. Here was 
another woman to be reckoned with, and though the dis- 
covery suited his purpose, and though he knew himself 
to be as safe as her woman's wit could make him, he 
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wondered irritably if there was anything in the world 
into which this eternal question of sex did not intrude. 
And then, suddenly, he seemed to feel Alice Gissing's 
heart beat beneath his hand ; there had been no woman- 
hood in that touch. 

So he passed on. And next morning he was on his 
way southward. Tara had told him what he wanted to 
know. 



CHAPTER V. 



IN THE RESIDENCY. 

"Strawberries! Oh, how delightful! " 

Kate Erhon looked with real emotion at a plate of 
strawberries and cream which Captain Morecombe had 
just handed to her. " They are the first I have ever seen 
in India," she went on in almost pathetic explanation of 
her apparent greed. " Where could Sir Theophilus have 
got them?" 

'■ Meentt," replied her cavalier with a kindly smile. 
" They grow up-country. But they put one in mind of 
home, don't they? " He turned away, almost em- 
barrassed, from the look in her eyes; and added, as if to 
change the subject, "The Resident does it splendidly, 
does not he? " 

There could be no two opinions as to that. The park- 
like grounds were kept like an English garden, the house 
was crammed from floor to ceiling with works of art, 
the broad verandas were full of rare plants, and really 
valuable statuary. That toward the river, on the brink 
of which Metcalfe House stood, gave on a balustraded 
terrace which was in reality the roof of a lower story 
excavated, for the sake of coolness, in the bank itself. 
Here, among others, was the billiard room, from the bal- 
cony of which you could see along the curved stone 
embankment of the river to the Koodsia garden, which 
lay between Metcalfe Park and the rose-red wall of the 
city. It was an old pleasure-gronnd of the Moghuls, 
and a ruined palace, half-hidden in creepers, half lost in 
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sheer luxuriance of blossom, still stood in its wilderness 
of forest trees and scented shrubs; a very different style 
of garden from that over which Kate Erlton looked, as it 
undulated away in lawns and drives between the Ridge 
and the river. 

" Yesl " she said, " it always reminds me o( England; 
but for that " She pointed to the dome of a Moham- 
medan tomb which curved boldly into the blue sky close 
to the house. 

" Yet that is the original owner," replied her com- 
panion. ■' There is rather an odd story about that tomb. 
Mrs, Erlton. It is the burial place of the great Akhbars 
foster- brother. Most likely he was a cowherd by caste. 
for their women often go out as nurses, and the land 
about here all belonged to these Goojers, as they arc 
called. But when we occupied Delhi, a civilian^ — one 
Blake — fancied the tomb as a house, added to it, and 
removed the good gentleman's grave-stone to make room 
for his dining-table — a hospitable man, no doubt, as the 
Resident is now. But the Goojers objected, appealed to 
the Government agent. In vain. Curiously enough 
both those men were, shortly afterward, assassinated." 

" You don't mean to connect " began Kate in a 

tone of remonstrance. 

Captain Morecombe laughed. " In India. Mrs, 
Erlton, it is foolish to try and settle which comes first, the 
owl or the egg. You can't differentiate cause and effect 
when both are incomprehensible. But if I were Resident 
I should insure myself and my house against the act of 
God and the Qneen's enemies." 

" But this house? " she protested. 

" Is built on the site of a Goojer village, and they were 
most unwilling to sell. One could hardly believe it now, 
could one? Come and see the river terrace. It is the 
prettiest place in Delhi at this time of the year." 

He was right ; for the last days of March, the first ones 

of April are the crown and glory of a Northern Indian 

Perhaps becau'^e ihere ts already that faint hint 

' Illy more precious. Another 

\ ■.T going the evening round 

"■ad in the garden. But on 
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this glorious afternoon, when the Resident was entertain- 
ing Delhi in right residential fashion, there was not a 
leaf out of place, a blade of grass . untrimmed. Long 
lines of English annuals in pots bordered the broad 
walks evenly, the scentless gardenia festooned the rows 
of cypress in disciplined freedom, the roses had not a 
fallen petal, though the palms swept their long fringes 
above them boldly, and strange perfumed creepers leaped 
to the branches of the forest trees. In one glade, beside 
an artificial lake, some ladies in gay dresses were com- 
peting for an archery prize. On a brick dais close to the 
house the band of a native regiment was playing national 
airs, and beside it stood a gorgeous marquee of Cashmere 
shawls with silver poles and Persian carpets; the whole 
stock and block having belonged to some potentate or 
another, dead, banished, or annexed. Here those who 
wished for it found rest in English chairs or Oriental 
divans; and here, contrasting with their host and his 
friends, harmonizing with the Cashmere shawl marquee, 
stood a group of guests from the palace. A perfect bevy 
of princes, suave, watchful, ready at the slightest 
encouragement to crowd round the Resident, or the 
Commissioner, or the Brigadier, with noiseless white- 
stockinged feet. Equally ready to relapse into stohd 
indifference when unnoticed. Here was Mirza Moghul, 
the King's eldest son, and his two supporters, all with 
lynx eyes for a sign, a hint, of favor or disfavor. And 
here — a sulky, sickly looking lad of eighteen — was Jewun 
Bukht, Zeenut Maihl's darling, dressed gorgeously and 
blazing with jewels which left no doubt as to who would 
be the heir-apparent if she had her way. Prince Abool- 
Bukr, however, scented, effeminate, watched the proceed- 
ings with bright eyes; giving the ladies unabashed 
admiration and aftera time actuallystrollingawayto listen 
to the music. Finally, however, drifting to the stables to 
gamble with the grooms over a quail fight. Then there 
were lesser lights. Ahsan-Oolah the physician, his lean 
plausible face and thin white beard suiting his black 
gown and skull-cap. discussed the system of Greek 
medicine with the Scotch surgeon, whose fluent, trench- 
ant Hindustani had an Aberdonian twang. Then there 
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was Elahi Buksh, whose daughter was widow of the late 
heir-apparent ; a wily man. dogging the Resident's steps 
with persistent adulation, and watched uneasily by all the 
other factions. A few rich bankers curiously obsequious 
to the youngest ensign, and one or two pensioners owing 
their invitations to loyal service, made up the company, 
which kept to the Persian carpets so as to avoid the 
necessity for slipping on and off the shoes which lay in 
rows under Gamu the orderly's care, and the consequent 
necessity for continual fees. For Gamu piled up the 
shekels until his master, after the mutiny, had reluctantly 
to hang him for extorting blood-, as well as slioe-money. 

They were a curious company, these palace guests, 
aliens in their own country, speaking to none save high 
officials, caring to speak to none, and waiting with ill- 
conccalcd yawns for the blunt dismissal or the cere- 
monious leave-taking after a decent space of boredom 
due to ihcir rank. 

" 1 wonder tliey come." said Mrs. Erlton, passing on 
rapidly to escape from the loud remarks of two of her 
countrywomen who were discussing Jewun Bukht's 
jewels as if the wearer, standing within a yard of them, 
was a lay figure: as indeed he was to them. 

"Why does anyone come?" asked Captain More- 
combe airily, as he followed her across the terrace, and, 
leaning over the balustrade, looked down at the sand- 
banks and streams below. " So far as I am concerned," 
he went on, " the reason is palpable. I came because I 
knew you would be here, and I like to see my friends." 

He was in reality watching her to sec how she received 
the remark, and something in her face made him con- 
tinue casually. " And there, I should say. arc some 
other people who have similar excuse for temporary 
aberration." He pointed to the figures of a man and 
woman who were strolling toward the Koodsia along a 
narrow path which curved below the embanking wail, 
and his sentence ended abruptly. He turned hastily to 
lean his back on the parapet and look parkward. adding 
lightly, " .^nd there are two more, and two more! In 
fact most people really come to see other people," 

But Kale Erlton was proud. She would have no eva- 
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sion, and the past three months since Christmas Day had 
forced her lo accept (acts. 

" It is my husband and Mrs. Gissing," she said, look- 
ing toward the strolhng fignres. " I suppose he is see- 
ing her home. I heard her say not long ago she was 
tired. She hasn't been looking strong lately." 

The indifference, being slightly overdone, annoyed 
her companion. No man likes having the door slammed 
in his sympathetic face. " She is looking extremely 
pretty, though,' he replied coolly. " It softens her some- 
how. Don't you agree with me? " 

There was a pause ere Kate Erlton replied; and then 
her eyes had found the tar horizon instead of those lessen- 
ing figures. 

" 1 do. I think she looks a better woman than she 
did — somehow," She spoke liaif to herself with a sort 
of dull wonder in her voice. But the keenness of his, 
shown in his look at her, roused her reserve instantly. 
To change the subject would be futile; she had gone too 
far to make that possible if he wished otherwise, without 
that palpable refusal which would in itself be confession. 
So she asked him promptly if he would mind bringing 
her a glass of iced water, cup, anything, since she was 
thirsty after the strawberries; and when he went off re- 
luctantly, took her retreat leaning over the balustrade, 
looking out to the eastern plains beyond the river; to 
that far horizon which in its level edge looked as if all or 
nothing might lie behind it. A new world, or a great 
gulf! 

Three months! Three months since she had given up 
that chance, such as it was. on Christmas Day. And 
now her husband was honestly, truly in love with Alice 
Gissing. Would he have been as honestly, as truly in 
love with her if — if she could have forgotten? Had this 
really been his chance, and hers? Had it come, some- 
how? She did not attempt to deny facts; she was too 
proud for thai. It seemed incredible, almost impossible; 
but this was no Lucknow flirtation, no mere sensual 
liaison on her husband's part. He was in love. The 
love which she called real love, which, given to her, 
would, she admitted, have raised her life above the mere 
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conqwomee Erooi wh>cfa »be iad sfannric Bat be had 
never girea it lo her. NeYcr. Not cvca n tkose int 
<hv& And aow, if that cbaact had pne, what le- 
mined? What dasgiacc nnete not the fitt^ bold tor 
bcr bov's iubec «kb a mui ike Ui. fiiiiiii^ n a to— 
tn where tbr stealiBg of a bbb's wiie 6nj^ fe— was a 
enntmal offense? Tbaak Heaven! Hcsbest was too 
sel&sh to nslc — she turned aod fled, as it were, bom tbaC 
cause tor gfatttnde h> Sad lefage in Ibc j-*»*3i.if . that 
Alice Gissing, at kasc, wookl not lose ber bead. Bat the 
cbance! the cbance was gone. 

" Vliffes Erltoo," came a Kttle sihrenr voice behind her. 
" Oh. Miffes Erkoo! He's gn-ded me stOs a boo'fnl 
birdie." 

It was Sotmy cbcspug a qisul tn both dnnpleri hands. 
His bearer wa» ^alaamiag in rather a deprecatory man- 
ner, and a tew paces oS, ^trolBn^ back ^>m the stahles 
with a couple of Joa^^ bloods like himself, was Prince 
Abool-Bukr. .\I1 three with a furtive eve ior Kate Erl- 
toa's face and tignre. 

" He giv-dcd it to me be-tos tt tumbled down, and 
everybody laagbed," went on Sonny coo&icntlv. " And 
so I is do-iog to comfit birdie, and 'ovc tt." 

" Sonny." exclaimed Kate, aoddertly aghast. " what's 
that oo your uock — down yottr arm? "" 

It was blood. Red, iresh-aptlled bk>od! She was on 
her knees beside him in instant coa:ting, coouarttngj on- 
dasptng his hands to sec where they were hmt. The bird 
iidl from them dnncring leeUy. leaving them aO scarlet- 
stained with its hean'^ Mood, making Soony shriek at 
ttae 5^bt. aod hide face and hands in ber maatin skirts. 
Sbe stood up again, her cheeks abbze with anger, and 
tamed an the servant. 

" How ilarc vcmi! How daic yoa give il to the iiuUt- 
How liarc you! " 

The man Tnutiered something in broken Eng^tsfa and 
tfodnstani abotn a qnaii light, and not ka ow ii^ the fatrd 
wa» dying when the Mir^ ^vc it: acc om panying bis 
excuses with glances oi appeal to Prince Abot^Bttkr, 
who, 3t Sonny'* ontborst, liad paused close by. Kates 
eyes, fbtkvwing the bearer's, met tiuMC bright, dark, t:nud 
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ones, and her wrath blazed out again. Her Hindustani, 
however, being unequal to a lecture on cruelty to ani- 
mals, she had to be content with looks. The Prince re- 
turned them with an indifferent smile for a moment, then 
with a halt-impatient shrug of his shoulders, he stepped 
forward, lifted the dying quail gingerly between finger 
and thumb, and flung it over the parapet into the river. 

"Ab khitim piyarce liissulli rttkhiyc! " (Now is it fin- 
ished, dear one; take comfort!) he said consohngly, 
looking at Sonny's golden curls. The liquid Urdu was 
sheer gibberish to the woman, but the child turning his 
head half-doubtfully, half- reassured, Abool-Bukr's face 
softened instantly. 

"Mujiic muaaf. Xfurna xub ke kukk hai" (Excuse me. 
Death is the right of all), he said with a graceful salaam 
as he passed on. 

So the water Captain Morecombe brought back was 
used for a different purpose than quenching pretended 
thirst; and the bringer, hearing Kate's version of the 
Story, hastily asked Sonny — who by this time was hold 
ing out chubby iiands cheerfully to be dried and pratthng 
of dirty birdies^what the Prince had said. The child, 
puzzled for an instant, smiled broadly. 

" He said it was deaded all light." 

Kate shivered. The incident" had touched her on the 
nerves, taking the color from the flowers, the brightness 
from the sunshine. 

" Come and have a turn." suggested Captain More- 
combe; " they have began dancing in the saloon. It will 
change the subject." 

But as she took his arm, she said in rather a tremulous 
voice, "There is such a thing as a Dance of Death, 
though." 

" My dear lady." he laughed. " it is a most excellent 
pastime. And one can dance anywhere, on the edge of 
a volcano even, if one doesn't smell brimstone." 

Kate, however, found otherwise, and when the waltz 
was over, announced her intention of going off to take 
Sonny home, and see Mrs. Seymour and the new baby. 
But in this her cavalier saw difficulties. The mare was 
evidently too fresh for a lady to drive, and Major Erlton, 
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returning, might need the dog-cart. It would be far 
better (or liim to drive her in his, so far, and afterward let 
the Major know he had to call for her. Kate assented 
wearily. Such arrangements were part o( the detail of 
life, with a woman neglected as she was by her husband. 
She could not deliberately avoid them, and yet keep the 
uncunidousncss her pride claimed. How could she, 
when there were twenty men in society to one woman? 
Twenty — (or the most part — gentlemen, quite capable of 
gauging a woman's character. So Captain Morecombe 
drove her to the Seymour's house on the city wall by the 
Water llastion. There were several houses there, set so 
clone to the rampart that there was barely room for a 
tiaved pathway between their back verandas and the 
nattlctnent. In front of them lay a metaled road and 
«hady gardens; and at the end of this road stood a small 
bungalow toward which Kate Erlton looked involun- 
tarily. There was a horse wailing outside it. It was 
her husband's charger. He must have arranged to 
have it sent down, arranged, as it were, to leave her in 
the lurch, and a sudden flash of resentment made her 
say, as she got down at the Seymours' house, " You had 
better call for nie in half an hour: that will be best." 

Captain Morecombe flushed with sheer pleasure. 
Kale was not often so encouraging. But as he drove 
round to wait for her at a friend's house, close to the 
Dtlhi Gascllc press, he. too, noticed the Major's charger, 
and swore under his breath. Before God it was too bad! 
But If ever there were signs of a coming smash they were 
to be seen here. Erlton, after years of scandal, had lost 
his head — it seemed incredible, but there was a Fate in 
Slich things from which mortal man could not escape. 

And as he told hhnself this tale of Fate — the man's 
excuse for the inexcusable which will pass current gayly 
until women combine in refusing to accept it for them- 
selves — another man. at the back of the little house past 
hich he was driving, was telling it to himself also. For 
=» silence had fallen between Major Erlton and Alice 
iftcr she had told him something, to hear which 
—l to come home with her for a quiet talk, 
ce, the hollow note of the wooden bells 
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upon the necks of the cattle grazing below the battle- 
ment, over which he leaned, seemed to count the slow 
minutes. Quaintest, dumbest of all sounds, lacking 
vibration utterly, yet mellow, musical, to the fanciful ear, 
with something of the hopeful persistency of Time in its 
recurring beat. 

Alice Gissing was not a fanciful woman, but as she lay 
back in her long cane chair, her face hidden in its pillows 
as if to shut out something unwelcome, her foot kept 
time to the persistency on the pavement, till, suddenly, 
she sat up and faced round on her silent companion. 

" Well," she said impatiently. " Well! what have you 
got to say? " 

■' I — I was thinking," he began helplessly, when she 
interrupted him. 

" What is the use of thinking? That won't alter facts. 
As I told you, Gissing will be back in a month or so; 
and then we must decide." 

Major Erlton turned quickly. " You can't go back to 
him, Allie; you weren't considering that, surely. You 
can't — not — not now." His voice softened over the last 
words: he turned away abruptly. His face was hidden 
from her so. 

She looked toward him strangely for a second, cov- 
ered her face with her hands for another, then, changing 
the very import of the action, used ihem to brush the hair 
back from her temples; so, clasping them behind her 
head, leaned back on the pillows, and looked toward him 
again. There was a reckless defiance in her attitude and 
expression, but her words did not match it. 

" I suppose f can't," she said drearily, " and I suppose 
you wouldn't let me go away by myself either." 

Once more he turned. " Go! " he echoed quickly. 
" Where would you go? " 

" Somewhere! " — the recklessness had invaded her 
voice now — " Anywhere ! Wherever women do go in 
these cases. To the devil, perhaps." 

He gave a queer kind of laugh; this spirited effrontery 
had always roused his admiration. " I dare say," he re- 
plied, " for I'm hot a saint, and you have got to come 
with me, Allie, You must. I shall send in my papers. 
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and by and by, when all the fuss is over " — here he gave 
a 6erce sigh — " for I expect Gissing will make a fuss, 
we can get married and live happily ever after." 

She shook her head. " You'll regret it, I don't see 
how you can help regretting it! " 

He came over to her, and laid his big broad hand very 
tenderly on her curly hair. " No! I shan't, Aliie," he 
replied in a low, husky voice, " 1 shan't, indeed. I never 
was a good hand at sentiment and that sort, but 1 love 
you dearly — dearly. All the more — for this that you've 
told me. I'd do anything for you, Allie, Keep straight 
as a die, dear, if you wanted it. And I wasn't regretting 
— it — just now. I was only thinking how strange " 

"Strange!" she interrupted, almost fiercely. "IE it 
is strange to you, what must it be to me? My God! I 
wonder if any man will ever understand what this means 
to a woman? All the rest seems to pass her by, to leave 
no mark — 1 — I — never cared. But this! Herbert! I 
feel sometimes as if I were Claude's wife again — Claude's 
wife, so full of hopes and fears. And I dream of him too. 
I haven't dreamed of him for years, and I learned to hate 
him before he died, you know. I have gone back to that 
old time, and nothing seems different. Nothing at all! 
Isn't that strange? And the old Mai — she has gone 
back, too — sees no difference either. She treats me just 
as she did in those old, old days. She fusses round, and 
cockers me up. and talks about it. There! she is com- 
idg now with smelling-saUs or sal-volatile or something! 
Oh ! Go away, do, Mai, I don't want anything except to 
be left alone! " 

But the old ayah's untutored instincts were not to be 

so easily smothered. Her wrinkled face beamed as she 

insisted on changing the dainty laced shoes for easy 

slippers, and tucked another pillow into the chair. The 

iiem was tired, she told the Major with a respectful 

alaam, after her long walk; the faint resentment in her 

otie being entirely for the latter fact. 

' ^ou see, don't you?" said Mrs. Gissing, with bright 

*ves, when they were alone once more. " She 

' She has forgotten all the years between, 

:hing. And I — I don't know why — but 
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there! What is the use of asking questions? I never 
can answer even for myself. So we had better leave it 
alone for the present. We needn't settle yet a while, and 
there is always a chance of something happening," 

" But you said your husband would be back " he 

began. 

■' In a month — but we may all be dead and buried in a 
month," she interrupted. " 1 only told you now, because 
I thought you ought to know soon, so as not to be 
hurried at the last. It means a lot, yoti see, for a man 
to give up his profession tor a woman; and it isn't like 

England, you know " She paused, then continued in 

an odd half-anxious voice, her eyes fixed on him inquir- 
ingly as he stood beside her. " I shouldn't be angrj-, 
remember, Herbert, if — if you didn't." 

" Allie! What do you mean? Do you mean that you 
don't care?" His tone was full of pained surprise, his 
hand scarcely a willing agent as she drew it close to 
caress it with her cheek. 

" Care? of course I care. You are very good to me, 
Herbert, far nicer to me than you are to other people. 
And I can't say ' no ' if you decide on giving up for me. 
I can't now, I see that. Only don't let us be in a hurry. 
As that big fat man in the tight satin trousers said to the 
Resident to-day, when he was asked what the people 
in the city thought of the fuss down country, 'Delhi 
dur usl.' " 

"Delhi dur ust? What the devil does that mean?" 
asked the Major, his brief doubt soothed by the touch of 
her soft cheek. " You are such a clever little cat, Allie I 
You know a deuced sight more than I do. How you 
pick it up I can't think." 

She gave one of her inconsequent laughs. " Don't 
have so many men anxious to explain things to you as 
I have, I expect, sir! But if you ever spoke lo a native 
here — which you don't — you'd know tliaf. Even my old 
Mai says it — they all say it when they don't want to tell 
the truth, or be hurried, and that is generally. ' Delhi 
is far,' they say. Dr. Macintyre translates it as ' It's a 
far cry to Lochawe '; but I don't understand that; for il 
was an old King of Delhi who said it first. People came 
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and told him an enemy had crossed his border. ' Dflhx 
dur ust,' says he. Can't you see him, Herbert? An old 
Turk of a thing with those tight satin trousers! Then 
they told him the enemy was in sight. ' Delhi dur ust,' 
said he. And he said it when they were at the gate — he 

said it when their swords " the dramatic instinct in 

her was strong, and roused her into springing to her 
feet and mimicking the thrust. 'Delhi dur ust.' " 

Her gay mocking voice rang loud. Then she laid her 
hand lightly on his arm. " Let us say it too, dear," she 
said almost sharply. " I won't think — ^yet. ' Delhi dur 
usl.' " 

The memory of the phrase went with him when he had 
said good-by, and was pacing his charger toward the 
Post Office. But it only convinced him that the Delhi 
of his decision was reached; he would chuck everything 
for Allie. 

It war. by this time growing dusk, but he could see two 
figures standing in the veranda of the Press Office, and 
one of them called him by name. He turned in at the 
gate to find Captain Morecombe reading a proof-sheet 
by the light of a swinging lamp; for Jim Douglas drew 
back into unrecognizable shadow as he approached. He 
had purposely kept out of Major Erlton's way during his 
occasional returns to Delhi, and as he stepped back now 
he asked himself if he hated the big man most for his 
own sake, or for Kate's, or for that other little woman's. 
Not that it mattered a jot, since he hated him cordially 
on all three scores. 

" Bad news from Barrackpore, Erlton," said the Cap- 
tain, '■ and as I have to drive Mrs. Erlton home I thought 
you might take it round to the Brigadier's. At least if 
you have no objection, Douglas?" 

" None. The telegram is all through the bazaar by 
now. You can't help it if you employ natives." 

" ' Through the medium of a private telegram,' " read 
Captain Morecombe, " ' the following startling news has 
reached our office. On Sunday (the 2gth of March) 
about 4.,io p. M., a Brahmin sepoy of the 54th N. I.' — 
that's the missionary fellow's regiment, of course — 
' went amuck, and rushing to the (]uarter-guard with his 
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musket, ordered the bugler to sound the assembly to all 
who desired to keep the faith of their fathers. The 
guard, ordered to arrest him, refused. The whole regi- 
ment being, it is said, in alarm at the arrival that morn- 
ing of the first detachment of British troops, detailed lo 
keep order during the approaching disbandment of the 
19th for mutiny; rumor having it that all sepoys then 
refusing to become Christians would be shot down at 
once. The mutineer, who had been drinking hemp, 
actually fired at Sergeant-major Hewson, providentially 
missing him; subsequently he fired at the Adjutant, who, 
after a hand-to-hand scuffle with the madman, in which 
Hewson joined, only escaped with his life through the 
aid of a faithful Mohammedan orderly. Until, and, in- 
deed, after Colonel Wheler the Commandant arrived on 
the parade ground, the mutineer marched up and down 
in front of the guard, flourishing his musket and calling 
for his comrades to join him. The Colonel therefore 
ordered the guard to advance and shoot the man down. 
The men made show of obedience, but after a few steps 
they refused to go on, unless accompanied by a British 
officer. On this. Colonel Wheler, considering the risk 
needless with an unreliable guard already half- mutinous, 
rode off to report his failure to the Brigadier, who had 
halted on the further side of the parade ground. At this 
juncture (about 5.30 p. m.) matters looked most serious. 
The 43d N. I. had turned out. and were barely restrained 
from rushing their bells of arms by the entreaties of their 
native officers. The 34th, beyond control altogether, 
were watching the mutineer's unchecked defiance with 

f rowing sympathy. Fortunately at this moment General 
iearsey, commanding the Division, rode up. followed 
by his two sons as aides. Hearing what had occurred 
from the group of officers awaiting further developments, 
he galloped over to the guard, ordered them to follow 
him, and made straight for the mutineer; shouting back, 

" D n his musket, sir! " to an officer who warned 

him it was loaded. But seeing the man kneel lo take 
aim he called lo his son, " If I fall, John, rush in and put 
him to death somehow." The precaution was, provi- 
dentially, unnecessary, for the mutineer, seeing the re- 
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His eyes met his enemy's, fiercely getting back now 
full measure o( sheer, wild, vicious temper. Everything 
else had gone to the winds, and tliey would have been at 
each other's throats gladly; scarcely remembering the 
cause of f|uarrel, and forgetting it utterly with the first 
grip, as men will do to the end of time. 

Then the Major, being less secure of his ground since 
fighting was out of the (|uestion. turned on his heel. 
" So far as I'm concerned," he said, " the explanation is 
sufficient. Give the devil his due and every man his 
chance." 

The innuendo was again unmistakable; but the words 
reminded Jim Douglas of an almost-forgotlen promise, 
and he bit his lips over the necessity for silence. But in 
that — as he knew well — lay his only refuge from his own 
temper; it was silence, or speech to the uttermost. 

" If you have quite done with the proof, Captain 
Morecombe," he said very ceremoniously. 

" Certainly, certainly. Thanks for letting me see it," 
interrupted the Captain, who had been looking from one 
to the other doubtfully, as most men do even when their 
dearest friends are implicated, if the cause of a quarrel 
is a horse, "It is a serious business," he went on 
hurriedly to help the diversion. " After all the talk and 
fuss, this cutting down of an officer " 

" Is first blood," put in Jim Douglas. " There will be 
more spilled before long." 

" Disloyal scoundrels! " growled Major Erlton wrath- 
fuUy. " Idiots! As if they had a chance! " 

" They have none. That's the pity of it," retorted his 
adversary as he rode off quickly. 

Ay! that was the pity of it! The pity of blood to be 
spilled needlessly. The thought made him slacken speed, 
as if he were on the threshold of a graveyard; though he 
could not foresee the blood to be spilled so wantonly in 
that very garden-set angle of the citv. so full now of the 
scent of flowers, the sounds of security. From far came 
Ihe subdued hum which rises from a city in which there 
is no wheeled traffic, no roar of machinery; only the feet 
of men, their tears, their laughter, to assail the irrespon- 
sive air. Nearer, among the scattered houses hidden by 
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ITMI, ro»e childrcv'f voices playing about the servants' 
luanerft. Acroti ihc now empty playground of the Col- 
lege Ihe ouilinei of the church showed faintly among 4he 
(rrl (»f ttfanchek ujion the dull red sky, which a cloud- 
W» sunset leaves behind it. And through the open arch 
of ilie Cashmere gate, the great globe of the full moon 
grew slowly from the ruddy earih-haze. then loud and 
dew came the chime of seven from the mainguard gong. 
the rallle of arms dying into silence again. The peace 
(A it all seemed unaHKailaiile, the security unending. 

"Delhi dur mil" 

11ic words were called across the road in a woman's 
voire, tnakinK him turn to sec a shadowy white figure 
uullitied again*! ihe dark arches of a veranda close upon 
Ihe rnajl. He reined up his horse almost involuntarily, re- 
nienilKTingashedidsothat ihiswas Mrs.Gissing's house. 

" 1 beg your ]iardon *' he began. 

" 1 beg yours," came the instant reply. " I mistook 
you for a friend. Good-night t " 

" tiood-nighl! " 

A* he (lacctl his horse on, choosing the longer way 
to Uuryagunj. by the narrow lanes chnging to the city 
wall, the re men I bra ncc of that frank good-night hngered 
wilh him. Vot a friend! What a name to call Herbert 
Krllonl Poor little soul! The thought, by its very 
intulerableneas, drove him back to the other, roused by 
her fir&t words: 

" Pdki Atr ttst" 

Tniet E\-en this Delhi lying before his vcr>- eyes was 
tar irum him. How would it take the news which by 
now. as tie had said, niusl have filtered through the 
bwaar? He could imagine that. He knew. also, that 
tbe l^lace folk ntu.<;t be all discussing the Resident's gar* 
ik«i party, with a view to their own special aims and 
ohjects. Hut what <lid they think of the outlook on the 
future? r>id they also say DcAi dur tistf 

()ne of them was sa>-tng it on a rool ck>se by. It was 

AVx4-r>ukr. who. oa hit- way home, had given himself 

Ibe promised fUcasure of retaifioK his virtuous afternoon's 

* M caCTKtKT< to Xew^ : tor his tvo^noaths-wed bride had 

hroJLcti Aim oJ ha» hahil of comiiig to his kind ooe^ 
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though it had made her graver, more dignified. Still she 
broke in on his thick assertion — for he had drunk brandy 
in his efforts to be friendly with the sahibs^ — that he had 
ocen an Enghshwoman of her sort, with the quick query : 

" Like nie! How so? " 

He laughed mischievously. " And thou art not jeal- 
ous of my witel — or sayest thou art not! She was but 
like thee in this, aunt, that she is of the sort who would 
have men better than God made them " 

■' No worse, thou meanest," she rephed. 

He shook his head. " Women. Newasi, are as the 
ague. A man is ever being made better or worse till he 
knows not if he be well or ill. And both ways God's 
work is marred, a man driven from his right fate " 

'■ But if a man mistakes his fate as thou dost, Abool," 
she persisted. " Sure, if Jewun Bukht with that evil 
woman. Zeenut " 

He started to his feet, thrusting out lissome hands 
wildly, as if to set aside some thought. " Have a care, 
N'ewasi. have a care! " he cried. " Talk not of that arch 
plotter, arch dreamer. Nay! not arch dreamer! 'tis thou 
that dreamest most. Dreamest war without blood, men 
without passion, me without myself! Was there not 
blood on my hands ere ever I was born — I, Abool-Bukr, 
of the race of Timoor — kings, tyrants, by birth and trade? 
The blood of those who stood in my father's way and 
my father's fathers. I tell thee there is too much tinder 

yonder " He pointed to where, across the fl.it 

chequers of moonlit roofs, inlaid by the shadows of the 
intersecting alleys the cupolas of the Palace gates 
rose upon the sky. " There is too much tinder here," 
he struck his own breast fiercely, " for such fiery 
thoughts. Why canst not leave me alone, woman?" 

She drew back coldly.. " Do I ask thee to come 
thither? Thy wife " 

He gave a half-maudlin laugh. " Nay, I mean not 
that! Sure thou art very woman, Newasi! That is why 
I love mine aunt! That is whv I come to see her — 
that " 

She interrupted him hastily; but her eyes grew soft, 
her voice trembled. 
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" And I do but goad thee for thine own good, Abool. 
These are strange times. Even the Mufti sahib " 

" Ah! defend me from his wise saws. I know the ring 
of them too well as 'tis. Even that I endure — for mine 
aunt's sake. Though, by the faith, if he and others of 
his kidney waylay me as they do much longer, I will 
have a rope ladder to thy roof and scandaUze them all. 
1 can stomach tliy wisdom, dear; none else. So tell them 
that Abool-Biikr can quote saws as well as they. Tell 
them he lives for Pleasure, and Pleasure lives in the pres- 
ent. For the rest. "Delhi diir ust! Delhi ditr usl!" 

His reckless, unrestrained voice rang out over the 
roofs, and into the alley below where Jim Douglas was 
telling himself, that with his finger on the very pulse of 
the city he had failed to count its heart beats. 

He looked up quickly. "Delhi dur ust!" All the 
world seemed to be saying it that night; though the first 
blood had been shed in the quarrel. 



CHAPTER VI. 



THE YELLOW FAKIR. 



The days passed to weeks, the weeks to a month, after 
that shedding of first blood, and no more was spilled, 
save that of the shedders. Two of them were hanged, the 
regiment ordered to be disbanded. For the rest, though 
causeless fires broke out in every cantonment, though 
a Sikh orderly divulged to his master some tale of a con- 
certed rising, though the dread of the greased cartridge 
grew to a perfect panic, even Jim Douglas, with his eyes 
wide open, was forced to admit that, so far as any chance 
of action went, the reply might still be " Delhi dur ust." 
The sky was dark indeed, there were niutterings on the 
horizon; but he and others remembered how often 
in India, even when rain is due. the clouds creep up and 
up day by day, darker and more lowering, untU the yel- 
lowing crops seem to grow greener in sheer hope of the 
purple pall above them. And then some unseen hand 
juggles those portentous rain-clouds into the daily dark- 




THE YELLOW FAKIR. lOJ 

less of night, and some dawn rises clear and dry to show, 
in its fierce blaze o£ sunlight, how the yellow has gained 
on the gjeen. 

So, day by day, the impression grew among the 
elect that the storm signals would pass; that the beiit 
pohcy was to tide over the next few months somehow. 
In pursuance of which a sepoy who ventured to draw 
attention lo the stale of feeling in one regiment was pub- 
licly told he need expect no promotion. 

But there were dissentients to this policy, apparently. 
Anyhow, in the end of April, Colonel Carniichael Smyth, 
commanding the 3d Bengal Cavalry at Mecrut, returned 
from leave one evening, and ordered fifteen men from 
each troop to be picked out to learn the use of the new 
cartridge next morning, and then went to bed comfort- 
ably. The men, through their native officers, appealed 
to their captain for delay. They were neither prepared 
to take nor refuse the cartridges, old or new. No answer 
was given them. They marched to the parade obedi- 
ently at sunrise, and eighty-five of the ninety men picked 
from a picked regiment tor smartness and intelligence 
refused to take the cartridges, even from their Colonel's 
or their Adjutant's hand. Their own troop officers were 
not present. They were at once tried by a court- 
martial of native officers, some of whom came from 
the regiments at Delhi; but thirty odd miles ofl along 
broad, level driving road. They were sentenced 
to ten years' penal servitude, and a parade of all troops 
Was ordered for sunrise on the gth of May, to put the 
sentence into force. 

So the night of the 8th found Jim Douglas riding 
over from Delhi in the cool to sec something which, if 
anything could, ought to turn mere talk into action. It 
had brought a new sound into the air already. The 
clang of cold iron upon hot. rising from the regimental 
Bmithy, where the fetters for the eighty-five were being 
folded. A cruel sound at best, proclaiming the in- 
dubitable advantage of coolncsn and hardness over glow 
and plasticity. Cruel indeed when Ihe hardness and 
insistency goes to the forging of fetters for emotion and 
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Clangl Clang! Clang! 

Tlie sound rang out into the hot airless night, rang 
out into the gusty rlawn; for it takes time lo forge eighty- 
five pairs of shackles. Rang out to where a mixed guard 
of the iitli and 20th Regiments of Native Infantry were 
wailing round the tumbrils tor the last fetter. The gray 
of dawn showed the rest piled on the tumbrils, showed 
two English ofRcers on horseback talking to each other 
a little way off, showed the faces of the guard dark and 
lowering like the dawn itself. 

" Loh^ sergeant jee! there is the last," said the master- 
armorer cheerfully. His task was done, at any rate. 

Soma took it from him silently, and flung it on the 
others almost fiercely; it settled among them with a 
clank. His regiment, the nth, had but newly come to 
Mecrut, and therefore had as yet no ties of personal com- 
riideship with the eighty-five, but fetters for any sepoys 
were enough to make the pulse beat full and heavy. 

" The last, thank Heaven! " said the Captain, giving 
his bridle rein a jag. " AH right forward, Jones! Then 
fall in, men. Quick march! We are late enough 
as it is." 

The disciplined feet fell in without a waver; the tum- 
brils moved on with a clank and a creak. 

Quick march! Soma's mind, fair reflection of the 
minds of all about him, was full of doubt. Was that 
indeed the last fetter, or did Rumor say sooth when it told 
of others being secretly forged? Who could say in these 
days, when the Huzoors themselves had taken lo telling 
lies. Not his Huzoors as yet; his Colonels and Captains 
and Majors, even the little sahib, who laughed over his 
own mistakes on parade, told the truth still. But the 
others lied. Lied about enlistment, about prize-money 
and leave, about those cartridges. At least, so the men 
in the 20th said; the sei^^eant marching next to him be- 
hind the iimibril most of all. 

■' Tis but three weeks longer, comrade." said this man 
suddenly in a low whisper. They were treading the dim, 
deserted outskins of the cantonment bazaar, and Soma 
looked roimd ner\'ously at the officers behind. Had they 
heard ? He frowned at the speaker and made no reply. 
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He gave a deat car, when he could, to the talk in the 20th; 
but that was not always, for its sepoys were a part of the 
Bengal army. That army which was not — as a European 
army is — -a mere chance collection of men divided from 
each other in the beginning and end of life, associated 
loosely with each other in its middle, and using niililary 
service as a make-shift; but, to a great extent, a guild, 
following the profession of arms by hereditary custom 
from the cradle to the grave. 

Quick march! A woman, early astir, peered at the 
little procession through the chink of a door, and whis- 
pered to an unseen companion behind. What was she 
saying? What, by implication, would other women, who 
peeped virtuously — women he knew— say of his present 
occupation? That he was a coward to be guarding his 
comrades' fetters? No doubt; since others with less 
right would say il too. All the miserable, disreputable 
rifl-raff, for instance, which had drifted in from the neigh- 
borhood to see the show. The bazaar had been full of it 
these three days past. Even the sweepers, pariahs, out- 
castes, would snigger over the misfortunes of their 
betters — as those two ahead were doubtless sniggering 
already as they drew aside from their slave's work of 
sweeping the roadway, to let the tumbrils pass. Drew 
aside with mock deference, leaving scantiest room for 
the twice-born following them. So scant, indeed, that 
the outermost tip of a reed broom, flourished in insolent 
salaam, touched the Rajput's sleeve. It was the veriest 
brush, no more than a fly's wing could have given; but 
the half-stifled cry from Soma's lips meant murder — 
nothing less. His disciplined feet wavered, he gave a 
furtive glance at his companions. Had they seen the 
insult? Could they use it against him? 

"Eyes front, there; forward!" came the order from 
behind, and he pulled himself together by instinct and 
went on. 

" Only three weeks longer, brother! " said that_ voice 
beside him meaningly; and a dull rage rose in Soma's 
heart. So it had Men seen. It might be said of him, 
Soma, that he had tamely submitted to a dcliline 
touch. He did not look round at hi» officers this time. 
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They might hear if they chose, the future might hold 
what it chose. Mayhap they had seen the insult and 
were laughing at il. They were not his Huzoors; they 
belonged to the man at his side, who had the right to 
taunt him. As a matter of fact, they were discussing the 
chances of their ponies in ne.xt week's races; but Soma, 
lost in a great wrath, a great fear, made it, inevitably. 
the topic of the whole world. 

Hark! The bugle for the Rifles to form; they were to 
come to the parade loaded with ball cartridge. And that 
rumble was the Artillery, loaded also, going to lake up 
their position. By and by the Carabineers would sweep 
with a clatter and a dash to form the third side o( the 
hollow square, whereof the fourth was to be a mass of 
helpless dark faces, with the eighty-five martyrs and 
tumbrils in the middle. Soma had seen it all in general 
orders, talked it over with his dearest friend, and called 
it tyranny. And now the tumbrils clanked past a little 
heap of smoidering ashes, that but the day before had 
been a guanl-house. The lingering smoke from this last 
work of the incendiary drifted northward, after the fet- 
ters, making one of the officers cough. But he went on 
talking of his ponies. True type of the race which lives 
to make mistakes, dies to retrieve them. Quick march! 

Streams of spectators bound for the show began to 
overtake them, ready with comments on what Soma 
guarded. And on the broad white Mall, dividing the 
native half of the cantonments and the town of Meerut 
from the European portion, more than one carriage with 
a listless, white-faced woman in it dashed by, on its way 
to see the show. The show! 

Quick march I Whatever else might be possible in 
the future,that was all now, midway between the barracks 
of the Rifles and the Carabineers, with the church — 
mute symbol of the horror which, day by day, month by 
month, had been closing in round the people — blocking 
the way in front. So they passed on to the wide north- 
em parade ground, with that hollow scjuare ready; 
three sides of it threatening weapons, the fourth of un- 
armed men, and in the center the eighty-five picked men 
of a picked regiment. 

The knot of European spectators rotind the flag 
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listened with yawns to the stout General's exordium. 
The eighty-five being liopelessly, helplessly in the wrong 
by mihtary law, there seemed to be no need to insist on 
the fact. And the mass of dark faces standing within 
range of loaded guns and rifles, within reach of glistening 
sabers, did not Usten at all. Not that it mattered, since 
the units in that crowd had lost the power of accepting 
facts. Even Soma, standing to attention beside the tum- 
brils, only felt a great sense of outrage, of wrong, of in- 
justice somewhere. And there was one Enghshman, at 
least, rigid to attention also before his disarmed, dis- 
mounted, yet loyal troop, who must have felt it also, 
unless he was more than human. And this was Captain 
Craigie, who, when his men appealed to him to save 
them, to delay tliis unnecessary musketry parade, had 
written in his haste to the Adjutant, " Go to Smyth at 
once! Go to Smyth!" and Smyth was his Colonel! 
Incredible lack of official etiquette. Repeated hardily, 
moreover. " Pray don't lose a moment, but go to Smyth 
and tell him." What? Only " that this is a most serious 
matter, and we may have the whole regiment in open 
mutiny in half an hour if it is not attended to." Only 
that! So it is to be hoped that Captain Craigie had the 
official wigging for his unconventional appeal in his 
pocket as he shared his regiment's disgrace, to serve him 
as a warning — or a consolation. 

And now the pompous monotone being ended, the 
silence, coming after the clankings, and bugliugs, and 
trampings which had been going on since dawn, was 
almost oppressive. The three sides of steel, even the 
fourth of faces, however, showed no sign. They stood 
as stone whde the eighty-five were stripped of their uni- 
forms. But there was more to come. By the General's 
orders the leg-irons were to be riveted on one by one; 
and so, once more, the sound of iron upon iron recurred 
monotonously, making the silence of the intervals still 
more oppressive. For the prisoners at first seemed 
stunned by the isolation from even their as yet unfettered 
comrades. But suddenly from a single throat came that 
cry for justice, which has a claim to a hearing, at least, 
in the estimation of the people of India. 
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" Dohai! Ddhai! Dohai!" 

Soma gave a sort of sigli. and a faint quiver of expec- 
tation passed over the sea of dark faces. 

Clang! Clang! The hammers, going on unchecked, 
were the oniy answer. Those three sides of stone had 
come to see a thing done, and it must be done; the sooner 
the better. But the riveting of eighty-five pairs of leg- 
irons is not to be done in a moment; so the cry grew 
clamorous. Dohai ! Dohai ! Had they not fought 
faithfully in the past? Had they not been deceived? 
Had they had a fair chance? 

But the hammers went on as the sun climbed out of 
the dust-haze to gleam on the sloped sabers, glint on the 
loaded guns, and send glittering streaks of light along 
the rifjes. 

So the cry changed. Were their comrades cowards to 
stand by and see this tyranny and raise no finger of help? 
Oh! curses on them! 'Tis they who were degraded, dis- 
honored. Curses on the Colonel who had forced them 
to this! Curses on every white face! — curses on every 
face which stood by! 

One. close to the General's flag, broke suddenly into 
passionate resentment. Jim Douglas drew out his 
watch, looked at it, and gathered his reins together. 
" An hour and forty-five minutes already. I'm off, 
Ridgeway. I can't stand ihis d d folly any more." 

" My dear fellow, speak lower! If the General- — -" 

" r don't care who hears me," retorted Jim Douglas 
recklessly as he steered through the crowd, followed by 

his friend, " I say it is d d inconceivable folly and 

tyranny. Come on, and let's have a gallop, for God's 
sake, and get Hd of that devilish sound." 

The echo of their horses' resounding hoofs covered, 
obliterated it. The wind of their own swiftness seemed 
to blow the tension away. So after a spin due north for 
a mile or two they paused at the edge of a field where the 
oxen were circling placidly round on the threshing- 
floors and a group of women were taking advantage of 
the gustiness to winnow. Their bare, brown arms glist- 
ened above the falling showers of golden grain, their 
unabashed smiling faces showed against the clouds of 
golden chaff drifting behind them. 
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Jim Douglas looked at them for a moment, returned 
the salaam of the men driving the oxen and forking the 
straw, then turned his horse toward the cantonment 
again. 

■' It is nothing to them; that's one comfort," he said. 
" But they will have to suffer for it in the end, I expect. 
Who will believe when the lime comes that this " — he 
^ave a backward wave of his hand — " went on unwit- 
tingly of that?" 

His companion, following his look ahead, to where, in 
the far distance, a faint cloud of dust, telling of many feet, 
hung on the horizon, said suddenly, as if the sight 
brought remembrance: " By George! Douglas, how 
steady the sepoys stood! I half expected a row." 

" Steadier than I should," remarked the other grimly. 
" Well, I hope Smyth is satisfied. To return from leave 
and drive your regiment into mutiny in twelve hours is 
a record performance." 

His hearer, who was a civilian, gave a deprecating 
cough. ■' That's a bit hard, surely. I happen to know 
that he heard while on leave some story about a con- 
certed rising later on. He may have done it purposely, 
to force their hands." 

Jim Douglas shrugged his shoulders. " Did he warn 
you what he was about to do? Did he allow time to pre- 
pare others for his private mutiny? My dear Ridgeway, 
it was put on official record two months ago that an 
organized scheme for resistance existed in every regiment 
between Calcutta and Peshawur; so Smyth might at least 
have consulted the colonels of the other two regiments 
at Meerut. As it is, the business has strained the loyalty 
of the most loyal to the uttermost; and we deserve to 
suffer, we do indeed." 

" You don't mince matters, certainly," said the civilian 
dryly. 

"Why should anybodv mince them? Why can't we 
admit boldly— the C.-in-C. did it on the sly the other day 
— that the cartridges are suspicious? iliat they leave the 
muzzle covered with a fat, like tallow? Why don't we 
admit it xms tallow at first. Why not. at any rate, admit 
we are in a hole, instead of refusing to take the common 
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iirecaulkjti of having an ammunition wagon loaded up 
iff (ear i( hIiouM i^c misconstrued into alarm? Is there 
%\ii mcdiiiii) Itclwccn bribing children with lollipops and 
I'irlnriiiK them — keeping them on the strain, under fire, 
ii« it were, for liour&, watching their best friends pun- 
)«lird iinjimlly?" 

" Unjuntly? '■ 

" YrB. To their minds unjustly. And you know what 
forcible injustice means to children — and these are really 
cblldrcn — nimple, ignorant, obstinate," 

Tlity liad come back to cantonments again and were 
ni|)itlly overtaking the now empty tumbrils going home, 
lor llie purailc wait over. I'urther down the road, raising 
•1 ilniid of dimt from llicir shackled feet, the eighty-five 
wiTi- ln'iiig murclu'il jailward under a native escort. 

'■ Wi-ll,' fniid the civilian dryly, " 1 would give a great 
deal lo know what those simple babes really thought 
til \\*" 

" Hale un stock and block for the time. 1 should," 
replird Jim Douglas. They were passing the tumbrils 
HI llic tiuinieul, and one of the guard, in sergeant's uni- 
(iinii. IiH'knl up in joylul recognition. 

" IIuhutI It is 1.' Soma." 

1')ic civilian liHtkctI at his companion oddly when, 
{liter a iniiuitc or two s[K'iit hi answering Soma's inquir- 
lei> u» (o wlirrr and how the master was to be found. Jim 
LHmiuIam nnlr AtonK>idc once more. 

" Oiil a bit. th? ■ he said dryly. 

" Wry iiuK-h out; but ilwy ai^ a qucCT lot. Do tou 
iTtlicmtwr llie slvvy »>( the srlf-tiMite American who 
wa-* told his WtOiA rrtic\-vil the Almichlv i^ a s^^ai 
ncM>o«*il«hty ? Well, he is only rc»|H>ttMb)e for iwc- 
Iwli \<A the (wiwK'*!!. n»c v^Im:t is »U»c ti» humanity. 
h» l»ei>^l«t,\, \»(mH >\>u >xilP l"K*t is what uvukes these 
h(|£h CA^to «K*\ »> »ti«K\th U> iWl with. They ant twice 
K>rtt^ Yen! thty imt a ^nrer W." 

lie ivt<««t<r\l the rcuMrk w^h «ve« creAtee kmr 
l«elxT thHtry Utev. vtww. aKmia ww^o^rt*. he stanc«l km 
Im mwnt r«k m UHhi Hsr vlMiiittiW k«idl s^mn dw 
<Klw«tv 4iy t« li w iiw>iB> It* ImnI »taNteH![ iNarl • «di4 oC 
btaHK k» tl» s««e «iA 4ikI » 
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^B morning. The sepoys had g-one about their duties as if 
^f nothing had happened; and despite the undoubted pres- 
ence of a lot of loose characters In the bazaar, there had 
been no disturbance. He laughed cynically to himself 
at the waste of a day which would have been better spent 
ill horse dealing. This, however, settled it. It this in- 
tolerable tjTanny failed to rouse action there could be no 
immediate danger ahead. To a big cantonment like 
Meerut, the biggest in Northern India, with two thousand 
British troops in it, even the prospect of a rising was not 
serious; at Delhi, however, where there were only native 
troops', it might have been different. But now he felt 
that a handful of resolute men ought to be able to hold 
their own anywhere against such aimless invertebrate 
discontent. He felt a vague disappointment that it 
should be so, thai the pleasant cool of night should be 
so quiet, so peaceful. They were a poor lot who could 
do nothing but talk! 

As he rode through the station the mess-houses were 
still alight, and the gay voices of the guests who had been 
dining at a large bungalow, bowered in gardens, reached 
his ears distinctly. 

" It's the Sabbath already," said one. " Ought to be 
in our beds! " 

" Hooray I for a Europe morning," came a more boyish 
one breaking into a carol, " of all the days within the 
week I dearly love " 

"Shut up, Fitz! " put in a third, "you'll wake the 
General ! " 

" What's the odds? He can sleep all day. I'm sure 
his buggy charger needs a rest," 

" Do shut up. Fitz! The Colonel will hear you." 

" I don't care. It's Scriptural. Thou and thy ox and 
thy ass " 

"You promised to come to evening church, Mr. Fitz- 
gerald." interrupted a reproachful feminine voice; "you 
said you would sing in the choir." 

" Did I? Then I'll come. It will wake me up for 
dinner: besides, I shall sit next you.' 

The last words came nearer, softer. Mr. Fitzgerald 
I was evidently riding home beside someone s carnage. 
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Pleasant and peaceful indeed! that clank of a sentry, 
here and there, only giving a greater sense of security. 
Not that it was needed, for here, beyond cantonments, 
the houses of the clerks and civilians lay as peaceful, as 
secure. In the veranda of one of tbem, close to the 
road, a bearer was walking up and down crooning a 
patient Inllaby to the restless fair-haired child in his arms. 

No! truly there could be no fear. It was all talk! 
He set spurs to his horse and went on through the silent 
night at a liaiid -gallop, for he had another beasi await- 
ing him halfway, and he wished to be in Delhi by dawn. 
There was a row of tall trees bordering the road on 
either side, making it dark, and through Ibeir swiftly 
passing boles the level country stretched to the paler 
horizon tike a sea. And as he rode, he sat in judgment 
in his thoughts on those dead levels and the people who 
lived in them. 

Stagnant, featureless! A dead sea! A mere waste of 
waters without form or void! Not even ready for a 
spirit to move over them: for if that morning's work 
left them apathetic, the Moulvie of Fyzabad himself need 
preach no voice of God. For this, surely — this sense of 
injustice to others, must be the strongest motive, the sur- 
est word to conjure with. That dull dead beat of iron 
upon the fetters of others, — which he still seemed to 
hear, — the surest call to battle. 

He paused in his thought, wondering if what he fancied 
he heard was but an echo from memory or real sound! 
Real; undoubtedly. It was the distant clang of the iron 
bells upon oxen. That meant that he must be seven or 
eight miles out, halfway to the next stage, so meeting the 
usual stream of night traffic toward Meerut. He passed 
two or three strings of large, looming, half-seen wains 
without drawing bridle, then pulled up almost involun- 
tarily to a trot at the curiously even tread of a drove of 
iron-shod oxen, and a low chanted song from behind it. 
Bunjarah folk! The rough voice, the familiar rhythm 
of the hoofs, reminded him of many a pleasant night- 
march in their company, 

" A good journey, brothers!" he oalled in the dialecL 
The answer came unerringly, dark though it was. 
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"The Lord keep the Huzoor safe!" 

It made him smile as he remembered that of course a 
lone man trotting a horse along a highroad at night was 
bound to be alien in a country where horses are 
ambled and travelers go in twos and threes. So the 
rough, broad faces would be smihng over the surprise 
of a sahib knowing the Bunjarah talk; unless, indeed, it 
happened to he ■ ■ The possibihty of its being the 
tanda he knew had not occurred to him before. He 
pulled up and looked round. A breathless shadow was 
at his stirrup, and he fancied he saw a shadow or two 
further behind. 

" The Huzoor has mistaken the road," came Tiddu's 
familiar creak. " Meerut hes to the north." 

Breathless as he was, there was the pompous mystery 
in his voice which always prefaced an attempt to ex- 
tort money. And Jim I3ouglas, having no further use 
for the old scoundrel, did not intend to give him any, so 
he simulated an utter lack of surprise. 

" Hello, Tiddu! " he said. " I had an idea it might be 
you. So you recognized my voice?" 

The old man laughed. " The Huzoor is mighty 
clever. He knows old Tiddu has eyes. They saw the 
Huzoor's horse — a bay Wazeerie with a white star none 
too small, and all the luck-inarks — waiting al the fifteenth 
milestone, by Begum-a-bad. But the Huzoor, being so 
clever, is not going to ride the Wazeerie to-night. He is 
going to ride the Belooch he is on back to Meerut. 
though the star on her forehead is too small for safety; 
my thumb could cover it." 

" it's a bit too late to teach me the luck-marks, Tiddu," 
said Jim Douglas coolly. " You want money, you 
ruffian; so I suppose you have something tn sell. What 
is it? If it is worth anything, you can trust me to pay. 
surely." 

Tiddu looked round furtively. The other shadow, 
Jhungi or Bhungi, or both, perhaps — the memory made 
Jim Douglas smile — had melted away into the darkoess. 
He and Tiddu were alone. The old man, even so, 
reached up to whisper. 

" Tis the yellow fakir, Huzoor! He has con 
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" The yellow fakir! " echoed his hearer; " who the devil 
is he? And why shouldn't he come, if he likes?" 

Tiddu paused, as if in sheer amaze, for a second. 
" The Huzoor has not heard of the yellow fakir? The 
dumb fakir wlio brings the speech that brings more than 
speech, if^o/i/" 

" Speech that is more than speech," echoed Jim Doug- 
las angrily, then paused in his turn; the phrase reminded 
him, vaguely, of his past thoughts. 

Tiddu's hand went out to the Belooch's rein; his voice 
lost its creak and took a soft sing-song to which the mare 
seemed to come round of her own accord. 

" Yea! Speech that is more than speech, though he is 
dumb. Whence he comes none know, not even 1, the 
Many-Faced. But I can see him when he comes, 
Huzoor! The others, not unless he wills to be seen. I 
saw him to-night. He passed me on a white horse not 
half an hour agone, going Meerutward. Did not the 
Huzoor see him? That is because he has learned from 
old Tiddu to make others see, but not to see himself. 
But the old man will teach him this also if he is in Meerut 
by dawn. If he is there by dawn he will see the yellow 
fakir who brings the speech that brings more than 
speech." 

The sing-song ceased; the Belooch was stepping 
briskly back toward Meerut. 

" You infernal old humbug! " began Jim Douglas. 

" The Huzoor does not believe, of course," remarked 
Tiddu, in the most matter-of-fact creak. " But Meerut 
is only eight miles off. His other horse can wait; and if 
he does not see the yellow fakir there is no need to open 
the purse-strings." 

The Englishman looked at his half-seen companion 
admiringly. He was the most consummate scoundrel! 
His blending of mystery and purely commercial com- 
monplace was periect — almost irresistible. There was 
no reason why he should go on; the groom, halfway. 
had his usual orders to stay till his master came. For 
the rest, it would be pleasant to renew the old pleasant 
memory — pleasant even to renew his acquaintance with 
Tiddu's guile, which struck him afresh each time he came 
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He slipped from his horse without a word, and was 
about to pull the reins over her head so as to lead her, 
when Tiddu stopped short. 

"Jhungi will take her to the rest-house, Huzoor, or 
Bhungi. It will be safer so. I have a clean cotton quilt 
in the bundle, and the Huzoor can have my shoes and 
rub liis ]eg;s in the dust. That will do till dawn." 

He gave a jackal's cry, which was echoed from the 
darkness. 

■'Leave her so, Huzoor! She is safe." said Tiddu; 
and Jim Douglas, as he obeyed, heard the mare whinny 
softly, as if to a foal, as a shadow came out of the bushes. 
Junghi or Bhungi, no doubt. 

Five minutes after, with a certain unaccountable pleas- 
ure, he found himself walking beside a laden bullock, one 
arm resting on its broad back, his feel keeping step with 
the remittent clang of its bell. A strange dreamy com- 
panionship, as he knew of old. And once more the stars 
seemed, after a time, to twinkle in unison with the bell, 
he seemed to forget thought, to forget everything save 
the peaceful stillness around, and his own unresting 
peace. 

So. he and the laden beast went on as one living, 
breathing mortal, till the little shiver of wind came, which 
comes with the first paling of the sky. It was one of 
those yellow dawns, serene, cloudless, save for a puff or 
two of thin gray vapor low down on the horizon, looking 
as if it were smoke from an unseen censer swinging be- 
fore the chariot of the Sun which heads the procession of 
the hours. He was so absorbed tn watching the yellow 
light grow to those clouds no bigger than a man's hand; 
so lost in the strange companionship with the laden l>east 
bound to the wheel of Life and Death as he was. yet ask- 
ing no question of the future, that Tiddu's hand and 
voice startled him. 
" Huzoor! " he said. " The yellow fakir! " 
They were close on the city of Mccrut. The road. 
dipping down to cross a depression, left a bank o( jndkMv 
dust on either side. -And on the ea»teni one. oodiBed 
against the vellow sunrise, sat a m'Htoole** (^are. It 
was naked, and painted from head to foot a Wigit 9tfc« 
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color. Tiie closed eyes were daubed over so as to hide 
them utterly, and on the forehead, as it is in the image of 
Siva, was painted perpendicularly a gigantic eye, wide, 
set, stony. Before it in the dust lay the beggar's bowl 
for alms. 

"The roads part here, Huzoor," said Tiddu. "This 
to the city; that to the cantonments." 

As he spoke, a handsome young fellow came swagger- 
ing down the latter, on his way evidently to riotous liv- 
ing in the bazaar. Suddenly he paused, his hand went 
up to his eyes as if the rising sun were in them. Then 
he stepped across the road and dropped a coin into the 
beggar's bowl. Tiddu nodded his head gravely. 

■' That man is wanted, Huzoor. That is why he saw. 
Mayhap lie is to give the word." 

"The word?" echoed Jim Douglas. "You said he 
was dumb? " 

" I meant the trooper, Huzoor. The fakir wanted 
him. To give the word, mayhap. Someone must 
always give it." 

Jim Douglas felt an odd thrill. He had never thought 
of that before. Someone, of course, must always give 
the word, the speech which brought more than speech. 
What would it be? Something soul-stirring, no doubl ; 
for Humanity had a theory that an angel must trouble 
the waters and so give it a righteous cause for stepping 
in to heal the evil. 

But what a strange knack the old man had of stirring 
the imagination with ridiculous mystery! He felt vexed 
with himself for his own thrill, his own thoughts. " He 
is a very ordinary yogi. I should say," he remarked, look- 
ing toward the yellow sunrise, but the figure was gone. 
He turned to Tiddu again, with real annoyance. " Well ! 
Whoever he is, he cannot want me. And I certainly 
saw him." 

"I willed the Huzoor to see!" replied Tiddu with 
calm effrontery. 

Jim Douglas laughed. The man was certainly a con- 
summate liar; there was never any possibility of catch- 
ing him out. 
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CHAPTER \'II. 

THE WORD WENT FORTH. 

The Procession of the Hourb had a wearv march of 
it between the vellow sunrise and the vellow sunset 
of the loth of May, 1857; for the heavens were 
as brass, the air one flame of while heat. The 
mud huts of the sepoy Hnesi at Meerut looked and 
felt like bricks baking in a kiln : yet the torpor which the 
remorseless glare of noon brings even to native humanity 
was exchanged for a strange restlessness, llie doors 
stood open for the most part, and men wandered in and 
out aimlessly, like swarming bees before the queen ai>- 
pears. In the bazaar, in the city too, crowds drifted 
hither and thither, thirstilv. as if it were not the fast 
month of Kumzan, when the Mohammedans are denied 
the solace of even a drop of water till sundown. Drifted 
hither and thither, pausing to gather closer at a hint of 
novelty, melting away again, restless as ever. 

Mayhap it was but the inevitable reaction after the 
stun and stupefaction of Saturda}', the sudden awaken- 
ing to the result — namely, that eight} -five of the best, 
smartest soldiers in Meerut had been set to toil for ten 
vears in shackles because thev refused to be defiled, to 
become apostate. On the other hand, the old Baharupa 
may have been right about tlie yellow iakir: the silent, 
motionless figure might have set folk listening and wait- 
ing for the word. It was to be seen by all now sitting 
outside the city: at least Jim J>>ouglas saw it several 
times. Saw. also, that the beggarV bowl was fuller and 
fuller: but the impossibility of asserting that all the 
passers-by saw it. as he did, lutunted him. once the idea 
presented itself to his mind. It wat always so with 
Tiddu's mvFterie*^: thev were no more susceptible to dis- 
proof than thev were to proof. Vou <-ould waste time, 
of course, in this case bv waiting and watching, but in 
the natural course of events lialf the passers-by would g-o 
on as if thev saw nothing, and only one m a hundred or 
so would give an alms. ' So wliat would be the good? 
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No one else, however, among the masters troubled 
himself to find a cause for the restlessness; no one 
even knew of it. To begin with, it was a Sunday, so 
that even the bond of a commoij labor was slackened be- 
tween the dark faces and the light. Then a mile or more 
of waste deserted land and dry watercourse lay on either 
side of the broad white road which split the cantonment 
into halves. So that the North knew nothing of what 
was going on in the South, and while men were swarm- 
ing like bees in the sun on one side, on the other they 
were shut up in barracks and bungalows gasping with 
the heat, longing for the sun to set, and thanking their 
stars when the chaplain's memo came round to say that 
the evening service had been postponed for half an hour 
to allow the seething, glowing air to cool a little. 

It was not the heat, however, which prevented Major 
Erlton from taking his usual siesta. It was thought. 
He had come over from Delhi on inspection duty a few 
days before and had intended returning that evening; 
but the morning's post had brought him a letter which 
upset alt his plans. Alice Gissing's husband had come 
out a fortnight earlier than they had expected, and was 
already on his way up-country. The crisis had come, 
the decision must be made. It was not any hesitation, 
however, which sent the heavy handsome face to rest in 
the big strong hands as he rested his elbows on a sheet 
of blank paper. He had made up his mind on the very 
day when Alice Gissing had first told him why she could 
not go back to her husband. The letter forwarding his 
papers (or resignation was already sealed on the tabic 
beside him; and the surprise was rather a gain than 
otherwise. Alice could join him at Meerut now. and 
they could slip away together to Cashmere or any out 
of the way place where there was shooting. That would 
save a lot of fuss; and the fear of fuss was the only one 
which troubled the Major, personally. He hated to 
know that even his friends would wonder^ — tor the matter 
of that those who knew him best would wonder most — 
why he was chucking everything for a woman he had 
been mixed up with for years. Yet he had found no 
difficulty in writing that official request; none in telling 
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little AIHe lo join him as soon as she could. It was this 
third letter which could not be written. He took up the 
pen more than once, only to lay it down again. He 
began, " My dear Kate." once, only to tear the sheet to 
pieces. How could he call her his when he was going 
to tell her that she was his no longer; that the best thing 
she could do was to divorce him and marry some other 
chap to be a father to the boy. 

The thought sent the head into the hands again; for 
Herbert Erlton was a healthy animal and loved his off- 
spring by instinct. He had, in truth, a queer upside- 
down notion of his responsibilities toward them. If the 
fates had permitted it he would have done his best by 
Freddy. Shown him the ropes, given him useful tips, 
stood by his inexperience, paid his reasonable debts — 
always supposing he had the wherewithal. 

Then how was he to tell Kate all the ugly story. He 
had left her in his thoughts so completely, she had been 
so far apart from him for so many years now. that he 
hesitated over telling her the bare facts, just as — ^being 
conventionally a perfectly well-bred man — he would 
have hesitated how to (ell them to any innocent woman 
of his acquaintance. Rather more so, for Kate — though 
she was sentimental enough, he told himself, for twt>^ 
had never been sensible and looked things in the face, 
if she had, it might all have been different. Then with a 
rush came the remembrance that Allie did — that she 
knew him every inch and was yet willing to come with 
him. While he? He would stick through thick and 
thin to little Allie, who never made a man feel a fool or 
a beast. Something in the last assertion sccmcil to 
harden his heart; he took up his pen and began lo 
write: 

"My De.\r Kate: I call you that t>ecausc I can't 
'fiink of any other beginning that doesn't seem t'x.»!i»ti; 
but it means nothing, and I only want to tell you ihal 
circumstances over which we had no conlriil (he fell 
rather proud of this circumlocution for a circumitnuce 
due entirely lo his volition) make it necessary for tup lo 
leave you. It is the only course c^)en to mc a» a KCnl'V' 
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man. Bc.itiles I want to, for I love Alice Gissing dearly. 
I am going to marry her, D, V., as soon as I can. Mr. 
Giasing may make a fuss — it is a criminal offense, you 
see, in India — bnt we shall tide over that. Of course 
you could prevent me too, but you are not that sort. So 
I have sent in my papers. It is a pity, in a way, because 
I liked this work. But it is only a two-year appoint- 
ment, and I should hate the regiment after it. For the 
rest, I am not such a fool as to think you will mind; 
except for the boy. It is a pity for him too, but it isn't 
as if he were a girl, and the other may be. It will do no 
good to say I'm sorry, Besides. I don't think it is all 
my fault, and I know you wi!! be happier without me. 
" Yours sincerely, 

" Herbert Erlton. 

" I'. S. — It's no use crying over spilled milk. I believe 
you used to think I would get the regiment some day, 
but they would never have given it to me, I made a bit 
of a spurt lately, but it couldn't have lasted to the finish, 
and after all, that is the win or the lose in a race. 

" H. E." 

The postscript was added after re-reading the rest with 
an nncomfortablc remembrance that it was the last letter 
he meant to write to her. Then he threw it ready for the 
[lOst beside the others, and lay down feeling that he had 
done his duty. And as he dozed off his own simile 
haunted him. From start to finish! How few men 
rode straight all the way; and the poor beggars who 
came to grief over the last fence weren't so far behind 
those who came in for the clapping. It was the 6nisb 
that did it ; that was the win or the lose. But he would 
nm straight with little Allie — straight as a die! So he 
lost consciousness in a glow of virtuous content with the 
future, and joined the whole of the northern half of 
Mcenit in their noontide slumbers: for the future out- 
look, if not exactly satisf>-ing. was not sufficiently 
dubious to keep it awake. 

Rnt in the southern half, hnmanity was still swarming 
in and out, waiting, listening. In one of the mud-huts. 
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however, a company of men gathered within closed 
doors had been listening to some purpose. ListcTiing 
to an elofjuent speaker, the accrediterl agent of a down- 
country organization. He had arrived in Meerut a day 
or two before, and had held one meeting after another in 
the lines, doing his utmost to prevent any premature 
action; for the fiat of the leaders was that there shr>uld 
be patience till the 31st of May. Then, not until then, 
a combined blow for India, for Oofl, for themselves, 
might be struck with chance of success. 

** Ameen ! " assented one old man who had come with 
him. An old man in a huge faded green turban with 
dyed red hair and F>eard. and with a ihuge green waist- 
band holding a curved scimitar. Briefly, a Ghazee or 
Mohammedan fanatic. ** f'atience, all ye faithful, till 
Sunday, the 31st of May. Then, while the helI-drK>mcd 
infidels are at their evening prayer, defenseless, fall <m 
them and slay. ('s^A will show the right! This is the 
Moulvie's word, sent by me his servant. Give the i'/reat 
Cr>', brothers, in the House of the Thief! Smite ye of 
Meerut, and we of Luc know will smite als^i." His wild 
uncontrolled voice rolled on in broad Arabic vowels from 
one text to another. 

" And we of fJelhi will smite also/' interrupted the 
wearer of a rakish Moghul cap impatiently. " We W\\\ 
smite for the Queen." 

**Thc Queen?" echoed an older man in th<^ «am'' 
dress. " What hath the Sheeah woman to do s^ith rii/r 
race of Timoor? '' 

"Peace! peace! hroth^s," put in ^\'*: ag^nt -Airh 
authority. " These tim^*, are not for \i^^ ! vjuaLI/k^ 
Let who be the heir, the King m-:-r r*-\'/r, '' 

A murmur of assent ro*e: f/ut ir 'Aa-t \,r't'^r\v in \\\jf*\\ 
by a dissentient voice from a gr'^/tip m ffy^^^r-, ii ihc 
door. 

*• Then our comrades are to rof in ;;».: ^- fJ": .;»-f' 
That suits not the men of the 3d Cavalry 

"Then let the yi Cavalry hK\^ i^-yif r'.i..rh-.i n.c 
agent fearlessly. " We can standi w*rl.^>'^» n.*.... * ^r. 
thev stand without us? Answer rr>:. u^** "* •*•'- -^-t*.. 
men of the nth." 
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" There be not many of iis here." muttered a voice 
from a dark corner; " and maybe we could hold our own 
against the lot of you." It was Soma's, and the man 
beside him frowned. But the agent who knew every 
petty jealousy, every private quarrel of regiment with 
regiment, went on remorselessly. " Let the 3d swagger 
if it choose. The Rajpoots and Brahmins know how to 
obey the stars. Tiie 3ISI is the auspicious day. That is 
the word. The word of the King, of the Brahmins, of 
India, of God! " 

"The 31st! Then slay and spare not! U is jehad! 
Decn! Deen! Futtck Mohammed!" said the Ghazee. 

The cry, though a mere whisper, electrified the 
Mohammedans, and an older man in the group of dis- 
sentients at the door muttered that he could hold his 
troop — it others who had risen to favor quicker than 
he— could hold theirs. 

" I'll hold mine. Khan sahib, without thine aid," re- 
torted a very young smart-looking native officer angrily, 
"That is if the women will hold their tongues. But, 
look you. my troop held the hardest hitters in the 3d. 
And Nargeeza's fancy is of those in jail. Now Nargeeza 
leads all the other town-women by the nose; and that 
means much to men who be not all saints like Gliazee- 
jce yonder, who ties the two ends of life with a ragged 
green turban and a bloody banner! " 

■' And I see not why our comrades should stay yonder 
for three weeks, when there is but a native guard to hold 
them, and I and mine have made the Sirkar what it is." 
put in a man with arrogance and insolence written on 
him from top to toe; a true type of the pampered Brah- 
min sepoy. 

" Rescue them if thou wilt, Havildar-/Vf," sneered the 
agent. " But the man who risks our plot will be held 
traitor by the Council. And the men of the nth," he 
added sharply, turning to the corner whence Soma's 
voice had come, " may remember that also. They have 
had the audacity to stipulate for their Colonel's life." 

" For our officers lives, baboo-jce" came the voice 
again, bold as the agent's. " We of the i ith kill not men 
who have led us to victory. And if this be not under- 
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Stood I, Soma, Yadubansi, go straight to the Colonel 
and tell him. We are not butchers in the nth: Oh, 
priest of Kah! " 

The agent turned a little pale. He did not care to have 
his calling known, and iie saw at a glance that his chal- 
lenger had the reckless fire of hemp in his eyes. He 
had indeed been drinking as a refuge from the memory 
of the sweeper's broom and from the taunts and threats 
which had been used to force him to join the malcon- 
tents. Such a man was not safe to quarrel with, nor was 
the audience fit tor a discussion of that topic; there was 
already a stir in it, and mutterings that butchery was one 
thing, fighting another. 

" Pay thy Colonel's Journey home if thou likest, Raj- 
poot-yrf," he said with a sneer. "Ay! and give him 
pension, too! All we want is to get rid of them. And 
there will be plenty of loot left when the pension is paid, 
for it is to be each man for himself when the time comes. 
Not share and share alike with every coward who will 
not risk his life in looting, as it is with the Sirkar." 

It was a deft red-herring to these born mercenaries, 
and no more was said. But as the meeting dispersed by 
twos and threes to avoid notice, the agent stood at the 
door giving the word in a final whisper: 

" Patience till the 31st." 

" Willst take a seat in our carriage, Ghazee-jVc," said 
a fat native officer as he passed out. " 'Tis at thy service 
since thou gocst to Delhi and we must return to-night. 
God knows we have done enough to damn us at Meerut 
Over this court-martial! But what would you? If we 
had not given the verdict for the Hnzoors there would 
have been more of us in jail. So we bide our time like 
the rest. And to-morrow there is the parade to hear the 
sentence on the martyrs at Barrackpore. Do the sahibs 
think us cowards that they drive us so? God smile their 
souls to hell! " 

" He will, brother, he will. The Cry shall yet be heard 
in the House of the Thief," said the Ghazee fiercely, his 
eyes growing dreamy with hope. He was thinking of a 
sunset near the Goomtee more than a year ago, when he 
had bid every penny he possessed for his own, in vain. 
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" Well, come if thou Hkest." continued the native 
officer. " That camel of thine yonder is lame, and we 
have rocjm. Twaa Eriton sahib's dak by rights, but he 
grx* not ; to we eot it cheap instead of an ^itka" 

" Kflton Mliibsl" echoed the fanatic, clutching at 
hi* »w(ird. " Ay! A^! " he went on half to himself. " I 
knew he wa« at Delhi, and the mem who laughed, and the 
other tncni who would not listen. Nay! Soubadar-/fr.' 
I travel in no carriage of Eriton sahib's. My camel 
will nerve mc." 

" Tin the vehicle of saints," sneered the owner of the 
rakiih Moghul cap. " Verily, when I saw thee mounted 
on it, (ihaicc-ycc, I deemed thee the Lord Ali." 

" I'cacel Bcoflfer," interrupted the fanatic, " lest I mis- 
lAke thee for an infidel." 

The Moghul ducked hastily from a wild swing of the 
curved Bword. and moved off swearing such firebrands 
nhniild be locked up; they might set light to the train ere 
wine men li.id it ready. 

" No (curt" said ihc smart young troop-sergeant of 
the jd. " Who listens to such as he save those whose 
bloijtl liHR cof)led, and those whose blood was never hot? 
The fiiililrrn linlcn lo women who can make their flame." 

Soma, who was dnftiug with them toward the drug- 
«ho|)« of the cily. scowled ficn-cly. " That may suit thee, 
Mii!iMiliiinn-;cc, who art casieloss, and can sup shares 
Willi Hwecpcr women in the baiaar; but the Rajpoot 
needii no harlot to teach him courage. The mothers of 
hi* race have enough and to spare." 

" Ixk} hark to him! " jibed the corporal of the 20th. 
who was Riicking to his prey like a leech, " Ask him, 
ll«vildar-/rt*. if he prefers a sweeper's broom to a 
iwrcjKr's lips," 

There was a roar of laughter from the group. 

Si^nia ga\T a beast-like cry. looked as though he were 
about to spring, then — rect^iniiang his own helpless- 
ness — tiling himself away frxMn all companionship and 
walkcvl home moodily. They had drh-cn him too far; 
he would not statKl it. U that tale was spread abroad. 
ht mtMiM sklc «iiih the Huzoors who did not believe such 
dtinc*— with the Cokwtel who uodentood, like the Colo- 
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ne! before him wlio had gone home on pension; lor ilic 
iilh iiad a cult of their officers. And tliest: foob, hijt 
countrj-nien, thought to make him a butcher by threats; 
sought to make him take revenge for what deserved 
revenge. For it was the Sirkar's fault — it was the 
Sir bar's fault. 

In truth a strange conflict was going on in this man'H 
mind, as it was in many another such as his, between 
inherited traditions, making alike for loyalty and dis- 
loyalty. There was the knowledge of his forbears' pride 
in their victories, in their sahibs who had led them to 
victory, and the knowledge of their pride in the veriest; 
jot or tittle of ceremonial law. A dull, painful amaze filled 
him (hat these two broad facts should be in conflict; that 
those, whom in a way he felt to be part of his life, should 
be in league against him. All the more reason, that, 
for showing them who were the better men ; for standing 
up fairly to a fair fight. By all the dclighu of Swarga! 
he would like to stand up fair, even to the master — the 
man who, in his presence, had shot three tigers on foot 
in half an hour — tbe cleTnt-go<l of his hunting yarns tor 
years. 

And then, suddenly, be remembered that this hero of 
his might be shot Eke a dog on the 31st at f»hi — would 
be shot, since be was certain to be in the front of any- 
thing. Soma's bcat-ievered. bemp-dnigged brain seued 
on the tboogfat S cr cdy , cotrfttscdly. That must not be! 
The master, at aay fate, una be warned. He would ^ 
down wboi the mn set, aiad sec if be were still what 
be had been tbe dajr beiote: and if not?— Why! Ibcfl it 
musl be two dan Inwe CO Ocfln! He was not pMav; to 
butcher the wauwr tor al tke mntotxi hnmrnt m (he 
world. Fools* tkoae oAcn. lo dMc to drive Nhh, 
Sotna. Chiniih ifcinM! So W lbMi( hMHdtf 4* bM «(/fi*f 
bed to deep til iIk mmm. eaam. mA the t^nmwf id hm 
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coold not bopc far ■■■* mmmK lavtzs; wmA hcss, a wan 
rich be>-ood most soiAo^ fanr m ^2 far k* jcais. No 

v%-ondcr. tbcit. tbac » skr fti^ UMntf aBoag a heap 
o( Uwiir> finerv iNlfaebiscctf haaseaCtfebBcsetaiBit 
by regulatkw for nscfc as ifar. Aac wmi al the TCaom oi 

a snake in her dnwr sy bnM. Tk air at Ife low room 
was dcadJv with a sccM «{ ^aak a 
blossotn-otl. The balMknn giifc aid 

lounged in it. or ia the bakoa^, sa * " 

bare bron-n arms dang caniesslv ^na dvtj ■ 

toni quihs. Tbeir hamst taK vas ■« rn: A 

come later when suns ct rin g broa g bt tbe mca fitom Ak 

lines. This. then, was tbe tune far decpL Bat Nargceza, 

recognized head of Ibe recogntved ngimeDlal womeo, 

sat up suddenlv and said sharply: 

" Thou diilsl not tel) me. Nastban. «i>at Golabi said. 
Is she of us?" 

A drowsv lump of a girt stirred, nwned. and answered 
sutleni), " Vea! Yea! she is of us. She claims oar right 
to kiss no cowards — no cowards." 

The voice tailed off into sleep again, and N'argeeza lay 
back with a smile of content to wait also. So. after a 
time, folk began to stir in the bungalows. Fir^ in the 
rest-house, where, oddly enough. Jim Douglas occupied 
one end of the long low barrack of a place, and Herbert 
Eriton the other. The former having come back from 
the city in an evil temper to get something to eat before 
starting for Delhi, had found his horse, the Belooch, 
unaccountably indisposed: Jhungi, who had brought her 
there safely, professing entire ignorance of the cause, or, 
on pressure, suggesting the nefarious Bhungi. Tiddii 
asserting — with a calm assumption of superior knowl- 
edge, for which Jim Douglas could have kicked him — 
that the marc had been drugged. As if anybody could 
not tell that? And that the drug had been opium. To 
which the old scoundrel had replied affably that in that 
case the effects would pass off during the night, and the 
mare be none the worse; no one be any the worse, since 
the Huzoor was quite comfortable in Meerut. and could 
easily stay another day. It was a nicer place thfin Delhi; 
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there were more sahibs in it, and the presence of the 
" ghora iague" (i, e., English soldiers) kept everyone 
virtuous. 

His hearer looked at him sharply. Here was ^ome 
other trick, no doubt, to cozen him out of another five 
rupees; for something, maybe, as useless as the yellow 
fakir. And there was really no reason for delay; it was 
only a case of walking the mare quietly. For the matter 
of that, the exercise would do her good, and help her to 
work off the effects of the drug. So he would start 
sooner, that was all. Nevertheless he gave an envious 
look at the Major's little Arab in the next stall. It 
would most likely be marchings back to Delhi that night, 
and he would have given something to ride it again. But 
as he was returning from the stables, he learned by 
chance that the Major's plans had been altered. An 
orderly was coming from his room with letters and a 
telegram, and knowing the man, Jim Douglas asked him 
to take one for him also, and so save trouble. It did not 
take long to write, for it only contained one word, " No." 
It was in reply to one he had received a few hours before 
from the military magnate, asking him to do some more 
work. And as the orderly stowed away the accompany- 
ing rupee carefully, Jim Douglas — waiting to make over 
the paper — saw quite involuntarily that the Major's tele- 
gram also consisted of one word, " Come." And he saw 
the name also; big, black, bold, in the Major's handwrit- 
ing. " Gissing, Delhi." 

He gave a shrug of his shoulders as he turned away to 
get ready for his start. So that was it; and even Kate 
Erlton had not benefited by his sacrifice. No one had 
benefited. There had been no chance for any of them. 
"Come!" That ended Kate Erlton's hope of conceal- 
ment, the Major's career. " No! " That ended his own 
vague ambitions. Still, it was a strange chance in itself 
that those two laconic renunciations should go the same 
day by the same hand. No stranger telegrams, he 
thought, could have left Meerut, or were likely to leave 
it that night. 

He was wrong, however. An hour or two later, the 
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strangesi telfgram th»t ever came as sole warning to an 
Empire that its very foundation was attacked, left Meemt 
for Agra: sent bv the postmaster's niece. 

■^Tlie Cavalrx-.^' it ran, " have risen, setting fire to their 
own houses besides ha%nng killed and wounded all Euro- 
pean officers and soldiers they could find near the lines. 
If Aunt intends starting to-iuorrow, please detain her, as 
the \-an has been prevented from leaving the statjon." 

For. as Jim IXiuglas paced slowly down the Mall to- 
ward Delhi, and Soma, his bnckles gleaming, his belts 
pipe-clayeil to ilaizling whiteness, was sniggering 
Ihrot^h the bazaar on his way to the rest-house with his 
wurd of warning — the word which would have given Jim 
Douglas the itow«r for which he had longed — another 
won] was being ^xiken in that lane of lust, where the 
lime had come fiv whkh Xargeeza had wailed all day. 
But £k- did tHX say it. It was only a b^ trollop of a gu4 
hung with jasmine garlands, painted, g%gling. 

" We of the bazaar kiss no con-ards, sbe said deris- 
ively. "■ VMwTT are \-our cxwjrades? " 

Tbe tuan to whom sbe said it. a voung d>ssohite~iaccd 
trooper, dressed in ibe kxise rakish muslins beloved oi 
his chss — tbe Tery man. perchance, wbo had gone <Af- 
waid Am monuag. and dropped an ^b» inio the y^Bam 
biar's how^— stood fcw a «co«d in tbe stitti«. iniilih ii 
imf alB wap hew d mmA and rose ind oiaagc-Uosaoa; 
stood before aM Aow BwotoM >» u r««B m t». UBad ia hb 
paa a jo t cb e c k t d m bis desirrs> TW«k wttb aa ondL be 
d^Thtii hoi bgr iwiniriig thatms: duhvd into tbestRCt 
wtta mr: 

* To hoff^rf To borac^ bradKnt To the jail* to oar 



The wicd had be«a Jfokctt. Tbe spitttb nthjA braigT 
■ore than spccdb. had coaw firom IM piiiilert tfs of a 
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hark! from another pair of painted derisive lips came 
the same retort, flung from a balcony. 
" Trral We of //^ bazaar kiss no coivards! " 
" To horse! To horse! Let the comrades be rescued 

first; and then " 

The word had been spoken. Nothing so very soul- 
stirring after all. No consideration of caste or religion, 
patriotism or ambition. Only a taunt from a pair of 
painted lips. 



BOOK III. 
FROM DUSK TO DAWN. 



CHAPTER L 



" To the rescue! To the rescue! " 

The cr>' was no more than that at hrst- To the rescue 
of the eighty-five nian\-rs, the blows upon whose shackles 
still seemed to echo in their comrades' ears. Even so, 
the cry- heard by Soma as he passed through the bazaar 
meant insubordination — the greatest crime he knew — and 
sent him fl.ving to his own lines to gi^^e the alarm. Sent 
him thence by instinct, obhvious of that promise for the 
31st — or perhaps mindful of it and seeing in this outburst 
a mere riot — to his Colonel's house with twenty or thirtv 
comrades damoring for their arms, protesting that with 
them they would soon settle matters for the Huzoors, 
But suspicion vk-as in the air. and even the Colonel of the 
I ith could not trust all his regiment. Ready for church, 
he dtmg himself oa his hone and raced back with the 
clamoring men to the lines. 

And by this time there was another race going on. 
Captain Craigie's faithful troop of the 3d Cavalry were 
racing after his shoot of " Ditn-raf bkai-yan. Dau-ro!" 
(Ride, brothers, ride!) toward the jail in the hopes of 
averting the rescne of their ccmirades. For. as the 
records are caferuf to say. he and his troop - were dressed 
as for para<ie ** — not a bockie or a belt awry — ready to 
combat the d an eer befcire others had grasped it. and 
swiftly, without a tbongfat. went for the first ofienden. 
Too Ute! the itoors were open, tiie birds Aowtl 
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What next was to be done? What but to bring tlie 
troop back without a defaulter — despite the taunts of 
escaping convicts, the temptations of comrades flushed 
by success — to the parade ground for orders. But there 
was no one to give them, for when the 3d Cavalry led the 
van of mutiny at Meerut their Colonel was in the Euro- 
pean cantonment as field officer of the week, and there 
he ■' conceived it his duty to remain." Perhaps rightly. 
And it is also conceivable that his absence made no dif- 
ference, since it is, palpably, an easier task to make a 
regiment mutiny than to bring it back to its allegiance. 

Meanwhile the officers of the other regiments, the nth 
and the 20th. were facing their men boldly; facing the 
problem how to keep them steady till that squadron of 
the Carabineers should sweep down, followed by a com- 
pany or two of the Rifles at the double, and turn the 
balance in favor of loyalty. It could not be long now. 
Nearly an hour had passed since the first wild stampede 
to the jail. The refuse and rabble of the town were by 
this time swarming out of it, armed with sticks and 
staves; the two thousand and odd felons released from 
the jails were swarming in, seeking weapons. The dan- 
ger grew every second, and the officers of the nth, 
though their men stood steady as rocks behind them, 
counted the moments as they sped. For on the other 
side oi the road, on the parade ground of the 20th regi- 
ment, the sepoys, ordered, as the nth had been, to turn 
out unarmed, were barely restrained from rushing the 
bells by the entreaties of their native officers: the Euro- 
pean ones being powerless. 

" Keep the men steady for me." said Colonel Finnis to 
his second in command; " I'll go over and see what I 
can do." 

He thought the voice of a man loved and trusted by 
one regiment, a man who could speak to his sepoys with- 
out an interpreter, might have power to steady another. 

Jai bakhduri] (X'ictory to courage!) muttered Soma 
under his breath as he watched his Colonel canter quietly 
into danger. And his finger hungered on that hot May 
evening for the cool of the trigger which was denied him. 

Sai bahaduril A murmur seemed to run through the 



ti>4 00 T/fM fiACK Of TUt W4TM.*S. 

t»f/1f4, liity 'IrrMHd dwimrfrw ftnwer. Morcr. CoIoikI 
Pifrt^. ghtirinft hadf, tarn a mtfiH to (fadden an? toat- 
tntm^un't heart A n0mtm moAy at a rock, drawn 
Nff w lor fm»A*, iimiteriyjn hsad dopitc that ttranec 
MW MWAif te (tv «ir, l%c MMod which above all 
H&m* 04** inM mm(t hntM lifcc new wine. The somd 
«i>f I ffl«> upon fMt«r»— Ibc Mxmd of cacapc, of freedom, of 
It^fricf ( ft had \t€m rWflff onchecked for half an hoar 
fr'rrn rtw linw o( the jd, whither Ihc raanyn had been 
Irf'/fti^lif Iff triumph. Il wai riMng now from the bazaar, 
)f(» r*!)*, (f'*(ri rvpry f)ulet mw'imt where a prisoner might 
\m»»*' '" liJM^Ii iiml hummer al hi* Ic^-irons with the &vt 
\'f^ \\¥ rmilfl fiin], 

WliHl w»<i one man'« voice against this sound, 
oireriK'tn'ric'l ii« il Wii» by tlic cry of a trooper galloping 
(ifB'lly (nifii tin- itorlli vhouling that the English were in 
Bifiln ' Whiil ni'irr likrlyi* Had not ample time passed 
('.f \Uw wIihIp Hi)lt«li \iarr'n'm to be coming with fixed 
lifli"i)<'|i: mill M vih'i>i\i. to make sliort work of unarmed 
tiiMi wliri ItH't mil inadr up tllcir minds? 
Ilittt mm lir no lonuer) 

"(Jlil.1.1 brotliem. 0"'cl<! Killt Kill! Down with 
lln" iifntpr«t StitHtt ere the white faces come!" 

Il wti« 11 aiiitili-n wild yell of terror, of courage, of sheer 
iiin-ltv. it rlrownrcl the dtTcum of the Colonel's horse 
HI II Biit|-|;rrril iinilrr hitn. Il drowned his steady ap- 
I'pfllhi^ vriU-r. hio fiiint vol), as he threw up his hands at 
lh« next ullot, and fell, ihc first victim to the Great 

1 K«voll, 

I II drowiicil Romething else also. It drowned Soma's 



gh>an of wllil. half-Miipefied, helpless rage as he saw his 
riiloiiel fall. —the wihib who- had led him to victory. — the 

hlh wliuiM ho lovcil, whom he was pledged to save. 
.\tid liU (inwn vsa* echikwl by many another brave man 
in ihoiie raiikn, (hux bnmght (are to bee suddenly vnxh 
^Uw neeeuiiy (ttr dr\-iMoii. 

"Steady, men, steady t" 

TKat eAll. in the alien voice, echoed ^>ove (he nhist- 
HnC of the bullets as they f[>imd a biHet here and there 
ARvimK ihr ranks: f<.>r the men of the joth. maddened by 
thai frrtli munier. ttow slvot wildly at their officers. 
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"Steady, men! Steady, for God's sakel " 

The entreaty was not in vain; they were steady still. 
Ay, steady, but unarmed! Steady as a rock still, but 
helpless ! 

Helpless, unarmed! By all the gods all men wor- 
shiped, men could not suffer that for long, when bullets 
were whistling into iheir ranks. 

So there was a waver at last in the long line, A faint 
tremble, like the tremble of a curving wave ere it falls. 
Then, with a contused roar, an aimless sweeping away of 
all things in its path, it broke as a wave breaks upon a 
pebbly shore. 

" To arms, brothers! Quick! fire! fire! " 

Upon whom?* God knows! Not on their officers, 
for these were already being hustled to the rear, hustled 
into safety. 

" Quick, brothers, quick! Kill! Kill! " 

The cry rose on all sides now, as the wave of revolt 
surged on. But there was none left to kill; for the work 
was done in the 20th lines, and no new white faces came 
to stem the tide. Two thousand and odd Englishmen 
who might have stemmed it being still on the parade- 
ground by the church, waiting for orders, for ammu- 
nition, for a General, for everything save — thank 
Heaven! — for courage. 

So the wave surged on, lo what end it scarcely knew, 
leaving behind it groups of sullen, startled faces. 

"Whose fault but their own?" muttered an old man 
fiercely; an old man whose son served beside him in the 
regiment, whose grandson was on the roster for future 
enlistment. " Why were we left helpless as new-born 
babes? " 

"Why?" echoed a scornful voice from the gathering 
clusters of undecided men, waiting, with growing fear, 
hope, despair, or triumph, for what was to come next: 



• This quesiion is 
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I be asked as we look back through 



the disloyal one shooting dovrn ils officers. Briefly, on whom would the 
seienty men of Ihe nth, who never left the colorB. Ihe hundred and 
twenty men who returned to (hem after the short night oF tumult wai 
over, have tired if a com|iany of English troops had come up to turn Ihs 
balamca ia f&Tor of loyalty ? 
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waiting, briefly, for the master to come, or not to come. 
" Why? because they were afraid of us; because their 
lime is past, baba jee. Let them go! " 

Let them go. Incomprehensible suggestion to that 
brave worn stiff in the master's service; so, with a great 
numb ache in an old heart, an old body strode away, 
elbowing younger ones from its path savagely. 

" Old Dhumia bath grown milksop," jeered one 
spectator; " that is with doing dry-nurse to his Captain's 
babies." 

The words caught the old man's ear and sent a quick 
decision to bis dazed face. The baba logue! Yes; they 
must be safeguarded; for ominous smoke began to rise ■ 
from neighboring roof-trees, and a strange note of sheer 
wild-beast ferocity grew to the confused roar of the 
drifting, shifting, still aimless crowd. 

■'Quick, brothers, quick! Kilt, root and branch! 
Why dost linger? Art afraid? Afraid of cowards? 
Quick — kill everyone!" 

The cry, boastful, jeering, came from a sepoy in the 
uniform of the 2oth, who, with a face ablaze with mad ex- 
ultation, forced his way forward. There was something 
in his tone which seemed to send a shiver of fresh ex- 
citement through his comrades, for they paused in their 
strange, aimless tumult, paused and listened to the jeers, 
the reproaches. 

"What! art cowards too?" he went on. "Then fol- 
low me. For I began it — I fired the first shot — I killed 
the first infidel. I " 

The boast never ended, for above it came a quicker cry: 

" Kill, kill, kill the traitor! Kill the man who 
betrayed us." 

There was a aish onward toward the boastful, arrogant 
voice, the reixirl of half a dozen muskets, and the crowd 
surged on to revolt over the body of the man who had 
fired the first shot of the mutiny. 

For it was a strange crowd indeed; most of it power- 
less for good or ill. sheep without a shepherd, wandering 
after the rabble of escaped convicts and the refus? of the 
bazaars as they plundered and fired the houses. Joining 
in the license helplessly, drifting inevitably to violence, 



so J&m scwDe Ic^oicrd on cunows!> , um\MuviiK\U\ ^ \\ U^W 
otfecp.. m^dcoe^ by the isincll oi hKxvl, \hc sum^m.U %M 
nncTKS^r.iiraggt^j helpless En^lushinen aiuI K))|>h>)uK%Mi\ri) 
nxwa ibdr carriages and did iheni u^ de4ih i4\ A^t^K . 

Bm ihere were more like St^nu. who. an ihe d<»iknc>)i 
deepened and the glare and ilie dire conliuion diul du- 
niay grew, stood aloof from it volumaril>. v\dinii|^, wuh 
a ccnain callousness, to see if the master would conu, 
or if folk said true when they declared his inuo wa^ 
past, his day done. 

WTiere was he? He should have come h^nus af»o, 
irresistible, overwhelming. Hut there was no si^ii. Not 
a hint of resistance, save every iu)w and again a i latter 
of hoofs through the darkncbs, an alien vt>iie lulhng 
" Maro! Maro! " to those behind him, and a hern- howl 
of an echo. " Maro! Maro! Ma-roh! '* from the taiildul 
troop. For Captain Craigie, finding none to help him, 
had changed his cry. Jt was * kill, kill, kill " now. And 
the faithful troop obeyed orders. 

Soma when he heard it gave a great sigh. If there had 
been more of that sort of thing he would dcaii> have 
loved to be in it; but the other was butchery. So he 
wandered alone, irresolute, drifting norihwajil fn^m tlie 
dire confusion and dismay, and crossing the Mall U) ques- 
tion a sentry of his own regiment as U; whai had hap 
pened to the masters. I^ut the man rci>licd I>> eager 

questions as to what had Impi^^^^^ ^*^ ^^^^' ^^* ^^^^^^^ ^"^ 
they both agreed that if the two thousauiUould noi quell 

a riot it would be idle to h^ip ^^i^"^' ^"^' ^^'*'^ "^ *^^*^'^ '^^^~ 
ing so palpably against thetiJ. ^ , , 

Nevertheless, half an hr>ur afterward ihc Miitr> ^.till 

waited at his post, and th^ l?"^''^ ;^''' ^^''' ' »^*^--ii»>; 
saluted as if nothing unusuaJ was afoot Uj a ^i-np of 

Englishmen galloping past. ,, h ^ m ; . i-.i, 

" TVi^o^ ^ I ^h.i^Mr ' irallco maun JmUdh to 

Inose men know nothing, , J^ c.,...V ,,. ti 
another man. "It can't be i^> »>^- ^'''^^> ^-n»^tlnng 
can be done!" ^ , \ , 

/'Something should have been rfoiu- uv. l,wu . .^o/' 
came a sharp voice. " However, tlu n-oi,. \un. .lan^d 

at last. If anyone " , .. , i^., ,. , 

The remainder was lost in tbe cLiiui l-i i-.ie Uian 



198 ON THE FACE OF THE WATERS. 

one man's voice had been lost in those two hours at 
Mcerut on the 10th of May, 1857; indeed, everything 
seems to have been lost save — thank Heaven once more! 
— personal courage. 

It was now near eight o'clock, and Soma, skulking 
by the Mall, midway between the masters and the men. 
still irresolute, still uncertain, heard the first cry of " To 
Delhi! to Delhi! " which, as the night wore on, was to 
echo so often along that road. The cry which came un- 
bidden as the astounding success of the revolt brought 
thoughts o( greater success in the future. 

The moon was now rising to silver the dense clouds 
of smoke which hung above the pillars of flame, and 
give an additional horror of light to the orgies going on 
unchecked. It showed him a group of 3d Cavalry troop- 
ers galloping madly down the Mall. It showed them 
the glitter of his buckles, making them shout again: 

"To Delhi, brother, to Delhi!" 

Not yet. He had not seen the upshot yet. He must 
go and see what was going on in the lines first. So he 
struck rapidly across the open as the quickest way. And 
then behind him, close upon him, came another 
clatter of hoofs, a very different cry, 

" Shah brisk! bhaiyan. MArof Maro!" 

Remembering the glitter of his buckles, he turned and 
ran for the nearest cover. None too soon, for a Mo- 
hammedan trooper was after him, shouting " Decn! 
DeenI Death to the Hindoo pig! " For any cry comes 
handy when the blood is wp and there is a saber in the 
hand. Soma had to double like a hare, and even so, 
when he paused to get bis breath in 3 tangle of lime- 
bushes there was a graze on his cheek. He had judged 
his distance in one of those doubles a hair's breadth 
too little. The faint trickle of blood sent a spasm of old 
inherited race hatred through him. The outcaste should 
know that the Hindoo pig shot straight. The means of 
showing this were not far to find in the track of the faith- 
ful troop. Five minutes after, Soma, with a musket 
dragged from beneath something which lay huddled up 
face down upon Mother Earth, was crouching in a belt 
of cover, waiting for the troop to come flashing through 




the glare seeking more work. For there had been yells 
and screams enough round that bungalow to stop tooting 
there. And as it came number seven bent lower to his 
saddle bow suddenly, then toppled over with a clang. 

"Left wheell clear those bushes!" came the order 
sharply. But Soma was too quick for that, 

" Close up. Forward! " came the order again, as Cap- 
tain Craigie's faithful troop went on, minus a man, and 
Soma, stumbling breathlessly in safety, knew that the die 
was cast. There was an answering quiver in his veins 
which comes when hke blood has been spilled. He knew 
his foe now; he could go to Delhi now. And hark! 
There was a regular rattle of musketry, at last — not the 
dropping fire of mere butchery, but a regular volley. He 
gripped his musket tighter and listened : if the battle had 
begun he must be in it. The air was full of cracklings 
and hissings — an inarticulate background to murderous 
yells, terrified screams, horrors without end; but no more 
volleys came to tell of retribution. 

What did it mean? Soma held his breath hard. 
Hark! what was that? A louder burst of that recurring 
cry, " To Delhi! to Delhi! " as the last stragglers of the 
;jd Cavalry, escaping from the lines at the long-delayed 
appearance there of law and order, followed their com- 
rades' example. 

So that the two thousand coming down in force found 
nothing but the women and children; poor, frightened, 
terror-struck hostages, left behind, inevitably, in the un- 
foreseen success. 

But Soma, knowing nothing of this, waited — that grip 
on his musket slackening — for the next volley. But 
none came. Only, suddenly, a bugle call. 

The retreat! 

Incredible! Impossible! Yes! Once, twice, thrice — 
the retreat! The masters were not going to fight at 
Meerul then, and he must try Delhi. So, turning 
swiftly, he cut into the road behind the cry. 

"My God, Craigie! what's that? Not the retreat, 
surely! " came a boyish voice from the clatter and rattle 
of the faithful troop. 

"Don't know! Huiry up all you can, Clark! There's 



J 



•w Off nts FACs or ms m-Arsts. 

nuvr v»i the <Jrvib ncc^int: coU $t«cl >>)«Kkr, and I'd bkc 
Id wc l(t mv tti(e 5 s«kty «$ swm as I caa. Shik hisk 
Mklit^iN /\ili-rv. .Uiiryi." 

"M*r\»-Mi-<x»— Mi rv*!' «l»o«i the bowi 

\S'h«t vv«s ih« rvtrcAl h^ ttKW wttra thnr Captain's vokc 
calMI to th<c<n a» lw)ttwr$? It b tdtc to ask uk qoestioa, 
lull (Utc CMimit hr^^ MWKkfiMig it dK CafMm's podiet 
still UcKl ihir t^tWiM v>'^f:>m^. For tfee mec oI pktor- 
CM|»c f rt<\-i it i» t\« Ik hv^i^xl « <lid^ 

Nvv-^rtlu'lcsx It h«tA tlcc tictr«M, A coiadi of officers 
lHti.1 !i(u:Kx-»lv\1 ttwkt HiK« i)k wuHmttrs wcr mm m tbetr 
hiinw ttK-v niicht bt tiMtiiBC tiie Eara(Nan caatamMBts. 
}nu x\« t\\\« tlKMisAmt lyiwntd tWllKr^ alter irinc that one 
vi.tllr> intxt A n\>'kHl, aim) thr« Imtfinf: ril qokt to tbe Boidi 
tHu«.'«1^(<^l im btwHMc tw the {XAnKk- !:nNnd lor the n^M. 
Nv^ a \Tr\ iw«<,x(ul >(*«. MiHT it w»s wMub sicte and 
WHUid t«t raiiuM< r\x4-tTv«« and pturnkting nrfBam. 
Hw \v\>ir*l h»\n:x>n »m' that nit:iit. nw «re loM. cut a 



tw kih^uiv lVfhA)v. MxiK pc^>p^ bet: to diStr. Inlfine 



that m« )h>n>><- caii rwr«\1 the dn«chit of 
chilttivii htdtttjj tikv Karv¥ ..w thai smmdci* 
tiMt \k*r liif it\w« WW trie 
fUwIti^ M\\ in tUrk hamls « 
wilhtM rcAch t^ that hi\-\>«MC 
dui R\>v*l M,'r\W. *«d in*«\ anodter hawt o( ■ , 
ttr«\1^T> alMv (.'attain V>«t)!m 6l»ttR|[ IcisaR M hst, 
(<>(imt aUv—it t^ « rrhv4 u^ kiwn tkrt aanc «f his own 
itwn Urn) MWitkrvl a«a\' (n>m 4My ttt scCMR l» wile's 
»atcl> whvH the\ »aw uwtr t.' U fittaw wowM aoL Aad 3 
aivvthinii can rv^irvc' the <Kwny -i kawMM i «Udi sNds 
itlxMi (h« yiM\) at the ihiM^irhl «l MM hafrihlt hdc ol 
etit^Mhui i» the tMvtK ti » t<.> |^c«Mv thtt voy dtfi 

hi^vr >^t irctiiiu; iN** tihhe« »a(e^ t i B c ortft l to tke E«o- 

Cn lMTT«ck> U> m hn inx'^fwr^ b ro n gl * the nro Eng- 
tt\MtK-n iHtt to them and saM^ sin^. " Here ate tbe 
n»env»( S«xy thenv." 

Ami ilteii the t«v score or aa of vmrIi wtm. s«asb- 
httcV:lcT» h> huih antt traii^iif;, ^taaf t W a mh es fran 
thett httTM-v vast ihcntset\x« at th«,tsr alkii tponais fed 
widi tean and wth^ t.Vail» that «<ere k«^ 




Bm. oa tbe otber side. |M!«)>k wt-rr nuirp pbiottl. Oitp 
reads o* Eii|:li5hm«n watching " their owti tMwtunK thil- 
drcn with irratitmlc in their hearts to t«Hl," wilh womler- 
ings as "lo the fate of their frieiuU in the sotnli." with 
anticipations of " wliat n'ould ttcfnll their L'hrisliiiii hn,>lh- 
ren in Delhi on the coniinj; nu»m. who. less happy thait 
oursd%-es, had no faithfnl ai») friendly Europe«n bat- 
talions to $liicld them from the Woixllhirsly rage of the 
sepoj-s." 

What, indeed? considering that for lwi> hours bands o( 
armed men had trlatterxtl and niarvhetl down that divid- 
ing road ming " To Delhi, to Delhi! "" Hut no wanting 
of the coming danger had been sent thither: the cv»n- 
fusion had been too great. And now. About niiihiighl, 
the telegraph «-ires had been cut, %'el Delhi lay but 
thirty miles off along a brv>ad white rv^ad, and there were 
horses galore and men ready to ride them. Men ready 
for more tlian that, like Captain Rosser of the Carabin- 
eers, who pleaded for a squadron, a held battery, a troop, 
a gun — anything with which to dash down the T\Kid and 
cut off that retreat to Delhi. But everything was refused. 
Lieutenant Mohler of the nth offered to ride, and at 
least give warning: but that offer was also set aside. And 
many another brave man, no doubt, txtund to obey 
orders, ate his heart out in inaction tluit night, possess- 
ing himself in some measure of patience with the thought 
that the dawn must see them on that Delhi road. 

But there was one man who owed obedience to none; 

who was free lo go if he chose. And he did choose. 

Ten minutes after it dawned upon Herbert Erlton that 

no warning had been given, that no succor would f>e sent. 

he liad changed horse? for the game little Arab which 

had once belonged to Jim Dougli. and was off. to reach 

Delhi as best he could; for a woman slept in the very city 

itself exposed to the first assault of rufhanism, whom he 

[ must save, i( he could. So be set his teeth and rode 

I Mraight. At first down the road, for the last of the 

i fugitives had had a go'jd hour'* start of him, and he 

I could count on hrtir rrr five mile* plain sailing. Then. 

! his object wa» to hfrad the procession, and he did • 

t dare to Mrilw steruvk armAry from his titter ignor- 
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ance both of the way or how to ask it. he must give the 
road a half-mile berth or so. and, keeping it as a guide, 
make his way somehow. There were bridges he knew 
where he must hark back to the only path, but he must 
trust to luck for a quiet interval. 

The plan proved more difficult than he expected. 
More than once he found himself in danger from being 
too close to the disciplined tramp which he began to over- 
take about six miles out. and tivice he lost himself from 
being too far away, by mistaking one belt of trees for 
another. Still there was plenty of time if the Arab held 
out with his weight. The night was hot and stifling, 
but if he took it coolly till the road was pretty clear again 
he could forge ahead in no time: for the .\rab had the 
heels of everj- horse in Upper India. Major Erlton knew 
this, and bent over to pat its neck with the pride of cer- 
tainty' with which he had patted it before many a race 
which it had won for him since it had lost one for Jim 
Douglas. 

So he saved it all he knew; but he rode fourteen stone, 
and that, over jumps, must tell. There u'as no other way. 
however, that he knew of. by which an Enghshman 
could head that procession of shouting black devils. 

One headed already, as it happened: thougb be was 
unaware of the supren>e importance of the fact, igrtorant 
of what lay behind him, Jim IVuglas, who bad left 
Meenii all unwitting of th.it rrsciic party on its way to 
the jail, w-as still about a utile fnvm the halfway house 
where he expecteit to 6nd his relay. He had bad tbe 
greatest difficulty in gettii^ the drugged mare to go 
at all at first, and nn^rc than orn-e had regretted hax-ing 
refusetl oW Ti^ldu's «d^^ce, She had pulleil herself to- 
gether a bit. but she was in a drip of sweat and still shaky 
on her feel. N't^ that it ma^^e^e^l, he being i-Kwr now to 
Begum-a-had. with pknty of lime to rrach Delhi by 
dawn. 

He rather pnferred to pace sk^wly. his feet out of the 
stirrups, his sBghl, easy ^^ire ilrwse*!. as it ahft-ays was 
when in Engfoh costume, with the utmtvst daintiness, 
sitting well back in the saddle. For the gtamour of tbe 
mooiUight, tbe stillDCss of tbe night, possessed Inm. 
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Everything so soundless save when the jackals began; 
there were a number of them about. A good hunting 
country; the memory of many a run in his youthful days, 
with a bobbery pack, came to him. After all he had had 
the cream of life in a way. Few men had enjoyed theirs 
more, for even this idle pacing through the stillness was 
a pleasure. Pleasure? How many he had had! His 
mind, reverting from one to another, thought even of 
the owner of the golden curl without regret. She had 
taught him the religion of Love, the adoration of a spot- 
less woman. And Zora, dear little Zora, had taught him 
the purity of passion. And then his mind went back 
suddenly to a scene of his boyhood. A boy of eighteen 
carrying a girl of sixteen who held a string of sea-trout 
midway in a wide, deep ford. And he heard, as if it had 
been yesterday, the faint splash of the fish as they slipped 
one by one into the water, and felt the fierce fighting of 
the girl to be set down, his own stolid resistance, their 
mutual abuse of each other's obstinacy and carelessness. 
Yes! he would like to see his sisters again, to know that 
pleasure again Then his mind took another leap. 
Alice Gissing had not struggled in his hold, because she 
had been in unison with his ideal of conduct; but if she 
had not been, she would have fought as viciously, as un- 
consciously as any sister. Alice Gissing. who He 

settled his feet into the stirrups sternly, thinking of that 
telegram with its one word " Come," which ended so 
many chances. 

Hark! What was that? A clatter of hoofs behind. 
And something more, surely. A jingle, a jangle, familiar 
to a soldier's ears. Cavalry at the gallop. He drew 
aside hastily into the shadow of the arcaded trees and 
waited. 

Cavalry, no doubt. And the moon shone on their 
drawn sabers. By Heaven! Troopers of the 3d! 
Half a dozen or more! 

" Shah bash, brothers," cried one as they swept past, 
" we can breathe our beasts a bit at Begum-a-bad and 
let the others come up; no need to reach Delhi ere dawn. 
The Palace would be closed." 

Delhi! The Palace! And who were the others? 
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very first glimmer of light should see him at the boat- 
bridge if — if t!ie mare could gallop five miles. 

He must try her a bit slowly at first. So, slipping 
across the broad, white streak of road to the Delhi side, 
he took her slanting through the tall tiger grass, for they 
were close on a nullah which must be forded by a rather 
deep ford lower down, since the bridge was denied to 
him. About half a mile from the road he came upon the 
track suddenly, in the midst of high tamarisk jungle 
growing in heavy sand, and the next moment was on the 
shining levels of the ford. The mare strained on his 
hand, and he paused to let her have a mouthful of water. 
As she stood there, head down, a horseman at the canter 
showed suddenly, silently, behind him. not five yards 
away, his horse's hoofs deadened by the sand. 

There was a nasty movement, an ominous click on 
both sides. But the moon was too bright for mistakes; 
the recognition was mutual. 

" My God, Erlton! " he cried, as the other, without a 
pause, went on into the ford. " What's up? " 

" Is it tordable? " came the quick question, and as Jim 
Douglas tor an answer gave a dig with his spurs, the 
Major slackened visibly; his eye telling him that the 
depth could not be taken, save at a walk. 

" What's upi" " he echoed fiercely. " Mutiny! murder! 
I say, how far am I from Delhi? " 

" Delhi! " cried Jim Douglas, his voice keen as a knife. 
" By Heaven! you don't mean they don't know— that they 
didn't wire — but the troops " 

" Hadn't started when I left," said the Major with a 
curse. " I came on alone. I say. Douglas." he gave 
a sharp glance at the other's mount and there was a 
pause. 

" My mare's beat— been drugged," said Jim Douglas 
in the swish-swish of the water rising higher and higher 
I on the horses' breasts, and there was a curious tone in 
his voice as if he was arguing out something to him- 
self. " I've a remount at the serai, but the odds are a 
1 himdred to one on my getting it. I'd given up the 
[ chance of it. I meant to lake the mare as many miles 
I across country as she'd go — more, perhaps — for she 
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" You had better walk her back. Keep more to the 
left ; it's easier." 

" Ohl ril do," came the sullen voice. " Stop a bit, the 
curb's too tight." 

" Take it off, will you? he knows me." 

Major Erlton gave an odd, quick, bitter laugh. " I 
suppose he does. Right you are." 

He stood, putting the curb chain into his pocket, 
mechanically, but Jim Douglas paused again. 

" Good-byl Shake hands on it, Erlton." 

The Major looked at him resentfully, the big, coarse 
hand came reluctantly; but the touch of that other like 
iron in its grip, its determination, seemed to rouse some- 
thing deeper than anger. 

'■ The odds are on you," he said, with a quiver in his 
voice. " You'll look after her — not my wife, she's in can- 
tonments — but in the city, you know." 

The voice broke suddenly. He threw out one hand 
in a sort of passionate despair, and walked over to the 
Belooch. 

" I'll do everything you could possibly do in my place, 
Erlton." 

The words came clear and stern, and the next instant 
the thud of the Arab's galloping hoots filled the still 
night air. The sound sent a spasm of angry pain 
through Major Erlton, The chance had been his, and 
he had had to give it up because he rode three stone 
heavier; and, curse it! knew only too well what a dif- 
ference a pound or two might make in a race. 

Nevertheless Jim Douglas had been right when he 
said the chance was neither his nor the Major's. For, 
less than an hour afterward, riding all he knew, doing 
his level best, the Arab put his foot in a rat hole just as 
his rider was congratulating himself on having headed 
the rebels, just as, across the level plain stretching from 
Ghazeabad to the only bridge over the Jumna, he fancied 
he could see a big shadowy bubble on the western sky. 
the dome of the Delhi mosque. Put its foot in a rat hole 
and came down heavily! The last thing Jim Douglas 
I saw was — on the road which he had hoped to rejoin in 
[ a minute or two — a strange ghostlike figure. An old 
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very first call to prayer with pious self-complacency. 
iJut someone was ahead of him in devotion, for, upon the 
still air, rame a continuous rolling of chanted texts. The 
muezzin leaned over the parapet, disappointed, to sec 
who had thus forestalled him at heaven's gate; stared, 
then muttered a hasty charm. Were there visions about? 
The suggestion softened the disappointment, and he 
looked after the strange, wild figure, haU-seen in the 
fthtmmcnng, shadowy dawn-light, with growing and 
awed satisfaction. This was no mere mortal, this green- 
clatl figure on a camel, chanting texts and waving a 
scimitar. A vision has been vouchsafed to him for his 
diligence; a vision that would not lose in the telling. So 
he 5too<l up and gave the cry from full lungs. 

" I'raycr is more than sleep! than sleep! than sleep! " 
The echo from the rosc-rcd fortifications took it up 
first; then one chanting voice after another, monoto- 
nously insistent. 

" Prayer is more than sleep! than sleep! than sleep! " 
And the city woke to another day of fasting. Woke 
hurriedly, so as to find time for food ere the sun rose, 
for it was Runizan, and one-half of the inhabitants would 
have no drop of water till the sun set, to assuage the 
terrible rlrought of every living, growing thing beneath 
the fierce May sun. The backwaters lay like a steel 
mirror reflecting the gray shadowy pile of the Palace, the 
poojari — waist-deep in them — was a solitary figure fling- 
mg water to the sacred airts, absorbed in a thorough puri- 
fication from sin. 

Then from the serrated line of the Ridge came a bugle 
followed by the roll of a time gun. All the world was 
waking now, Waking to give orders, to receive them; 
waking to mark itself apart with signs of salvation; wak- 
ing to bow westward and pray for the discomfiture of the 
infidel; waking to stand on parade and salute the royal 
standard of a ruler, hell-doomed inevitably, according 
to both creeds. 

A flock of purple pigeons, startled by the sound, rose 
like cloud flakes on the light gray sky above the glimmer- 
ing doTue of the big mosque, then flew westward toward 
the green fields and groves on tlic further side of the 
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town. For the roll of the gun was followed by a rever- 
berating roll, and groan, and creak, from the boat-bridge. 
The little cloud on the Meerut road had grown into five 
troopers dashing over the bridge at a gallop recklessly. 
The poojari, busy now with his pigments, followed them 
with his eyes as they clattered straight for the city gate. 
They were waking in the Palace now, for a slender hand 
set a lattice wide. Perhaps from curiosity, perhaps 
simply to let in the cool air of dawn. It was a lattice in 
the women's apartments. 

The poojari went on rubbing up the colors that were to 
bring such spiritual pride to the wearers, then turned to 
look again. The troopers, finding the city gate closed, 
were back again; clamoring for admittance through the 
low arched doorway leading from Selimgarh to the 
Palace. And as the yawning custodian fumbled for his 
keys, the men cursed and swore at the delay; for in truth 
they knew not what lay behind them. The two thou- 
sand from Meerut, or some of them, of course. But at 
what distance? 

As a matter of fact only one Enghshman was close 
enough to be considered a pursuer, and he was but a 
poor creature on foot, still dazed by a fall, striking 
across country to reach the Raj-ghat ferry below the 
city. For when Jim Douglas had recovered conscious- 
ness it had been to recognize that he was too late to be 
the first in Delhi, and that he could only hope to help In 
the struggle. And that tardily, for the Arab was dead 
lame. 

So, removing its saddle and bridle to give it a belter 
chance of escaping notice, he had left it grazing peace- 
fully in a field and stumbled on riverward. intending to 
cross it as best he could; and so make for his own house 
in Duryagimj for a fresh horse and a more suitable kit. 
And as he plodded along doggedly he cursed the sheer 
ill-luck which had made him late. 

For he was late. 

The five troopers were already galloping through the 
le-gardeti toward the women's apartments and the 
k's sleeping rooms. 

'MhouU of "The King! The King! Help for 
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the martyrs! Help for the Holy War!" dumfoundered 
Ihe court muezzin, who was going late to his prayers 
in the Pearl Mosque; the reckless hoofs sent a squatting 
bronze image of a gardener, threading jasmine chaplets 
(or his gods peacefully in the pathway, flying into a 
rose hush. 

-The King! The King! Help! Help!" 

The women woke with the cry. confused, alarmed, sur- 
prised; save one or two who, creeping to the Queens 
room, found her awake, excited, calHng to her maids. 

"Too soon!" she echoed contemptuously. "Can 
a good thing come loo soon? jQuick, woman — 1 must 
see the King at once — nay, 1 will go as I am if it comes 
to that." 

" The physician Ahsan-Oolah hath arrived as usual 
for the dawn pulse-feeling," protested the shocked 
tirewoman. 

" All the more need for hurry," retorted Zeenut Maihl. 
"Quick! Slippers and a veil! Thine will do, Fatma; 

sure what makes thee decent " She gave a spiteful 

laugh as she snatched it from the woman's head and 
passed to the door; but there she paused a second. " See 
If Hafzan be below. I bid her come early, so she should 
be. Tell her to write word to Hussan Askuri to dream as 
he never dreamed before! And see," her voice grew 
shriller, keener, " the rest of you have leave. Go! cozen 
every man you know, every man yon meet. I care not 
how. Make their blood flow! I care not wherefore, so 
that it leaps and bounds, and would spill other blood 
that checked it." She clenched her hands as she passed 
on muttering to herself. " Ah! if he were a man — it his 
blood were not chilled with age — if I had someone " 

She broke off into smile's; for in the anteroom she 
entered was, man or no man, the representative of the 
Great Moghul. 

" Ah, Zeenut ! " he cried in tones of relief. " I would 
have sought thee." Tlie trembling, shrunken figure in 
its wadded silk dressing gown paused and gave a back- 
ward glance at Ahsan-Oolah, whose shrewd face was full 
of alarm. 

" BeUeve nothing, my liege!" he protested eagerly. 
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But the King, assailed, molested by that rude inter- 
rupting loyalty, above all by that cry of tlie Queen, felt 
the Turk stir in him also. Who were these intruders in 
the sacred precincts, infringing the seclusion of the Great 
Moghul's women? Trembling with impotent passion, 
inherited from passions that had not been impotent, he 
turned to Ahsan-Oolah, ignoring the Queen, who, he 
felt, was mostly to blame for this outrage on her modesty. 
Why had she come there? Why had she dared to be 
seen? 

■■ Vour Majesty should send for the Captain of the 
Palace Guards and bid him disperse the rioters, and force 
them into respect for your royal person," suggested the 
physician, carefully avoiding all but the immediate 
present, " and your Majesty should pass to the Hall of 
Audience. The King can scarce receive the Captain- 
sahib here in presence of the Consort." He did not 
add — " in her present costume " — hut his tone implied 
it, and the King, with an angry mortified glance toward 
his favorite, took the physician's arm. If looks could 
kill, Ahsan-Oolah would not. he knew, have supported 
those tottering steps far; but it was no time to stick at 
trifles. 

When they had passed from the anteroom Zeenut 
Maihl still stood as if half stupefied by the insult. Then 
she dashed to the open lattice again, scornful and defiant; 
dignified into positive beauty for the moment by her 
recklessness. 

"For the Faith!" she cried in her shrill woman's 
voice, " if ye arc men. as I would be, to be loved of 
woman, as I am, strike for the Faith! " 

A sort of shiver ran through the clustering crowd of 
men below; the shiver of anticipation, of the marvelous, 
the unexpected. The Queen had spoken to them as 
men; of herself as woman. Inconceivable! — improper 
of course — yet exciting. Their blood thrilled, ihc in- 
stinct of the man to fight for the woman rose at once. 

"Quick, brothers! Rouse the guard! Close the 
gates! Close the gates! " 

It was a cry to heal all strife within those rose-red 
walls, for the dearest wish of every faction was to close 
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them against civilization: against those prjing Western 
eyes and sniRtng Western noses, detecting drains and 
sinks of iniquity. So the clamor grew, and faces which 
had frowned at each other yesterday sought support in 
each other's ferocity to-day, and wild tales began to pass 
from mouth to mouth. Slen, crowding recklessly over 
the flower-heils, ir^mphng down the roses, talked of 
viftioii», of signs and warnings, while the troopers, dis- 
moimiing for a pull at a pipe, became the center of eager 
circles listening not to dreams, but deeds. 

" tXisI feel the rope al>out thy neck, Sir Martyr?" 
said a hitter jeering voice behind one of the speakers. 
Ant) »oniclhing gripped him round (he throat from be- 
hind, then as suddenly loosed its hold, as a shrouded 
woman's figure hobbled on through the crowd. The 
trooper star1e<l np with an oath, his OM-n hand seeking 
his Inroat involuntarily. 

" He«l her not! " said a bystander hastily. " 'tis the 

8ucen's scribe. Hafzan. She hath a craze against men, 
ne maile her what she is. Go ont Ha\-iti!ar-jee, So 
thou didst cut the fHtm down, and ding the babe " 

Etui the doer of the deed stood silent. He did in truth 
«*ni to feel the rope about his neck. And he seeme<l to 
feel it till he died: when it nor there. 

But Elafxan had passed on. and there wen no more 
with wonb of warning. So the clamor grew and grew. 
till the garden swanm^ with men ready for any deed. 

Ahsan-Oitah »w this, and laid a dctanras land on 
lh« Captain of the (juanl's arm, who. suianwuir d bi hot 
haitte fn^n his quartern oovr the Lahore gate, cane in \if 
the private way. and profiosed to go doww and harifeut 
the vTowJ. 

" It is not safe. Himwjc." he cried. ~ My Sege. tfe&tn 
bhn. Tbesie men bv their own confessioa arr mur- 



The King h>oked tran oae to the < 

ScMWMM tmst gvt rid kA tH noms: Tct tiK p^fsioHi 
nadmtb. 

And ■ sngni benB. Mdca tnc MRf ciikmv. vnv 
MafCin «« kc keM iii|i«irHi.' 
TVoUnai'slMdUrii 




1^ 

mkoifeMa- 
SotkcfT 

old K^ cteK w Ac r'l.r I 7 •« 

till riiMMiiiiiiiii Ilia 



flf the dlj. Tbc c 
iDolcEd at ock oAtr tm iomOj-, At *iffcw.r, tben. 
had spnad bcTond Uw Pidbcc Cnrid. tfaen. dns unaz- 
ing bde be tme? TW vnr ih o ug ftt sant tfann cringmg 
round the old man, win ibbM cv 1d*C ^ ^^^°g indeed. 
Yet as the Capiaa '*«Ai>j at a giBop past the sentries 
standing calmly at the Lahore gate, there was no sign 
of trouble beyond, aad be gare a quick glance of relief 
back at those axA quarters of his over (he arched tunnel 
where the chapbio, bis daughter, and her friend were 
staying as his guests. He felt less fear of fea^^ng them 
when he saw thai the city was waking to life as always, 
buckling down quietly to the burden and heat of a new 
day. It was now past seven o'clock, and the sunlight, 
still cool, was bright enough to cleave all things into 
dark or light, shade or shine. Up on the Ridge, ihe 
brigade, after listening to the sentence on the Barrack- 
pore mutineers, was dispersing quietly; many of the men 
with that fiat of patience till the 31st in their minds, tor 
the carriage-load of native officers returning from the 
Meerut court-martial had come into cantonment* Ute 
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the night before. On the roofs of the houses in the 
learned quarter women were giving the boys their break- 
fasts ere sending them off to school. The milkwomen 
were trooping in cityward from the country, the fruit- 
sellers and hawkers trooping out Ridge-way as usual. 
The postman going his rounds had left letters, written in 
Meerut the day before, at two houses. And Kate Erl- 
ton returning from early church had found hers and was 
reading it with a scared face. Alice Gissing, however, 
having had that laconic telegram, had taken hers coolly. 
The decision had had to be made, since nothing had hap- 
pened; and Herbert had the right to make it. For her 
part, she could make him happy; she had the knack of 
making most men happy, and she herself was always 
content when the people about her were jolly. So she 
was packing boxes in the back veranda of the little house 
on the city wall. 

Thus she did not see the man who, between six and 
seven o'clock, ran breathlessly past her house, as a short- 
cut to the Court House from the bridge, taking a mes- 
sage from the toll-keeper to the nearest Huzoor. the 
Collector, who was holding early office, that a party of 
armed troopers had come down the Meenit road, that 
more could be seen coming, and would the Huzoor 
kindly issue orders. That first and final suggestion of 
the average native subordinate in any difficulty. 

Armed men? That might mean much or nothing. 
Yet scarcely anything really serious, or warning would 
have been sent. The Commissioner, anyhow, must be 
told. So the Collector flung himself on his horse, which, 
in Indian fashion, was wailing under a tree outside the 
Court House, and galloped toward Ludlow Castle. No 
need for that warning, however, for just by the Cashmere 
gate he met the man he sought driving furiously down 
with a mounted escort to close the city gates. He had 
already heard the news.* 

*(How? His house lay a mile M leasl funherofl, anii the Collector's 

office was on the only route a messcneer could lake. No reciird cxplaini 
this. But the best ones mention casually (ha[ a lelegrain of warning 
came lo Delhi in the early moming oF the nth. Whence? the wires 
to Meerut were cnl. tjhore, Umhalln. Agra, did not know the news 



Gathering graver apprehensions from this hasty meet- 
ing, the Collector was off again to warn the Resident, 
then still further to beg help from cantonments. No 
delay here, no hesitation. Simply a man on a horse 
doing his best for the future, leaving the present for 
those on the spot. 

Nor was there delay anywhere. The Commissioner, 
calling by the way for the Captain of the Guard, the 
nearest man with men under him. was at the gate, giving 
on the bridge of boats, by half-past seven. The Resi- 
dent, calling on his way at the magazine for two guns to 
sweep the bridge, joined him there soon after. Too late. 
The enemy had crossed, and were in possession of the 
only ground commanding the bridge. Nothing re- 
mained but to close the gate and keep the city quiet till 
the columns of pursuit from Meerut should arrive; far 
that there was one upon the road no one doubted. The 
very rebels clamoring at the gate were listening for the 
sound of those following footsteps. The very fanatics, 
longing for another blow or two at an infidel to gain 
Paradise withal ere martyrdom was theirs, listened too; 
(or during that moonlit night t!ie certainty of failure had 
been as myrrh and hyssop deadening them to the sacri- 
fice of life. 

So the little knot of Englishmen, looking hopefully 
down the road, looked anxiously at each other, and 
closed the river gate; kept it closed, too, even when the 
20th claimed admittance from their friends the guard 
within. For the 38th regiment, whose turn it was for 
city work, was also rotten to the core. 

But they could not close that way through Selimgarh. 
though it, in truth, brought no trouble to the town. The 

themselves. C>n the si ory—im probable in any other history, but in this 
record of fatal mistakes gaining a pathetic probability— which [he old 
folk in Delhi tell be true ? The stoiy of a telegram sent unofficially from 
Meerut the night before, received while the Commissioner was at dinner, 
put unopened into his pocket. iriA forgoltrn . 

Not susceptible of proof or disproof, it ceruinljr explains three thioEi : 
, Whence the warning telegram came. 

3. Why the Commissioner received information baCore a man a good 

ile nearer the source. 

3. Wh;r ih* Collector at 9iKt sought for mililuy aid.) 
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tam^ ami h<:lp. fVjr what? 

P^twr^n rh« licax^iar an') th« Halace lay Ddryagnnj. 
full fff heltrle«« (^hrittufi women and chiWren; and so, 
" ffffnf Orrnf f'utlrh Mokamm/4," the cmTenient Cry 
of Pailh, wiu ready a*, Mlowrd by lh« rabble and refuse 
imce nvnt, the trvipern raced thrrA^h 'f** pcacefnl gar- 
/(efi«, f^ti<iini; 'wily lo kill the in6deU they met. But 
like % Ii)fi'ni4 wind ffi'^'^'inK "I' *" "'It things in the 
ftirrct find carrying them along lor a space, ihcn drop- 
ping thrtn again, the liand letl a legacy of license and 
sheer mur'ler Irrhifi'l ll, while it sped on to loot. 

Iliit m»w the fry tA " Clone the gates " rose once more, 
this lime from tlic shopkee{N:r*, the respectable quarters, 
Hir •nliide'l allrv«, aii<l toiiriyards. And many a door 
was rlosc'l on llir confusion nnil never opened again, 
rxrejil lo imi* tii hnrt lireud. for four long months. 

" (lo-tp tlir gjilrs! ( JKiie the gHles! Clfjse the gates! " 
The .IV r'i«.. Iii.ni the ralnce. the city, (he little tnot of 
t'Jigllaliiiirti ImiMiig clown ihe Mrcriit road. Yet no one 
11 111)1 1 ( tuniijinB iliiil I'lnxltig. Kccniits swarmed in 
lliinngli 'li'lliiiwiiili to the Palace. Kohhera swarmed 
ill lliiiiii|;li III" I'll) gtiAl gnir to harry the bazaars. Only 
tlit'iiijili llii' I unlimrrr gutr, held by Englisli officers and 
n HiiMhl lit ihr ,iMth, ti'ilielp CHmc The Cnllcclor arriv- 
llH' lliiK'lii, liiil IroMi lii-< i;:illi>|> li> r;iiiloiiiiK'iils. foimd 
niMM \\'<wW\ lliuM mUiiim: f.» .I.Mih w:is <K';ilt in Delhi 
l>t <imUi li'im .'iilii ^iri'l; ;,ii.| \\\v miiin -^;\i:iril having to 
III lu'i'l, In o|i|iT 111 «ciiiir rclrc;il ;(nil safely tu llic l£uro- 
jifflil iiinipiri nrmmd jl. no one had been able lo leave it. 
Alul nil nroiind was slitt peaceful ntlcHy; even Ihe roar 
ul tttowliiu liittluk iti ill* cily had not reached it. Sonny 
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Seymour was playing w-tth bis parrot in the veranda, 
Alice Oissing packing boxes methodically. The Col- 
lector galloping pa*t — as, scorning the suggestion that it 
was needless risk to go further, he replied briefly, that 
he was the magistrate of the town, and struck spurs to 
his horse — made some folk look up — that was all. 

But he could scarcely make his way through the grow- 
ing crowd, which, ted by troopers, was beginning to close 
in l>ehind the knot of waiting Enghshmen. And once 
more they lo<jked down the Sleerut road as they heard 
that some tinfe must elapse ere they could hope for re- 
inforcement. The guns could not be got ready at a 
moment's notice: nor could the Cashmere gate guard 
leave the post. But the 54th regiment should be down 

in about In about what? \o one asked; but 

those waiting faces listened as for a verdict of life and 
death. 

In about an hour. 

An hourl And no! a cloud of dust upon the Meerut 
road. 

"They can't be long, though, now," said the eldest 
there hopefully. " And Ripley will bring his men down 
at the double. If we go into the guard-house we can 
hold our own till then, surely." 

" 1 can hold mine," replied a young fellow with a 
rough-hewn homely face. He gave a curt nod as he 
spoke to a companion, and together they turned back. 
skirting the wall, followed by an older, burlier man. 
They belonged to the magazine, and they were off to see 
the best way of holding their own. And they found 
it — found it for all time. 

But fate had denied to those other brave men the 
nameless something which makes men succeed together, 
or die together. Within half an hour they were scat- 
tered helplessly. The Resident, after seeking support 
from the city police for one whose name had been a 
terror to Delhi for fifty years, and finding insult instead, 
was flying for dear life through the Ajniere gate to the 
open country. The Commissioner, who, after seizing a 
musket from a wavering guard beside him and — with 
the first shot fired in Delhi — shooting the foremost 
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trooper dead, seems to have lost hope, with mutiny 
around and treason beside him, jumped into his buggy 
alone and drove off to those coo! quarters above the 
Palace gale, as his nearest refuge. Their owner, the 
Captain sought like refuge by flinging himself into 
the cover of the dry moat, and creeping — despite injuries 
from the fall— along it till some of his men. faithful so 
far, seeing liim unable for more, carried him to his own 
room. 

The Collector! Strangely enough there is no record 
of what the Magistrate of the city did, thus left alone. 
He had been wounded by the crowd at first, and was no 
doubt weary after his wild gallopings. Still he, holding 
his own so far, managed to gain the same refuge, some- 
how. What else could he do alone? One thing we 
know he could not do. That is, mount the broad, curv- 
ing flight of shallow stone stairs leading to the cool 
upper rooms. So the chaplain helped him: the chaplain 
who had " from an early hour been watching the ad- 
vance of the Meerut mutineers through a telescope and 
feeling there was mischief in the wind." 

Mischief indeed! and danger; most of all in those 
rose-red walls within which refuge had been sought. 
For the King was back in the women's apartments listen- 
ing to the Queen's cozenings and Hussan Askuri's 
visions, when that urgent appeal to send dhoolies to con- 
vey the English ladies at the gate to the security of the 
harem reached him; reached him in Ahsan-Oolah's 
warning voice of wisdom. And he listened to both the 
wheedling ambition and the crafty policy with a half- 
hearing for something beyond it of pity, honor, good 
ifaith; while Hafzan. pen in hand, sat with her large pro- 
foundly sad eyes fixed on the old man's face, waiting — 
waiting. 

" If they come here — outcaste! infidel! I go," said 
Zeenut Maihl. 

■■ Thou slialt go with a bowstring about thy neck, 
woman, if I choose." said the old King fiercely. 
"Write! girl — the Queen's dhoolies to the Lahore gale 
at once." 

So, through the swarms of pensioners quarreling 



i«lready over new titles and perquisites, through the 
groups of excited fanatics preparing tor martyrdom 
about the Mosque, past Abool-Bukr, three parts drunk. 
boasting to ruffling blades of the European mistresses 
he meant to keep, the Queen's dhooHes went swaying 
out of the precincts; all yielding place to them. And 
beyond, in the denser, more dangerous crowd without, 
they passed easily; for those tinsel-decked, tawdry 
canopies, screened with sodden musk and dirt-scented 
curtains, were sacred. 

Sacred even to the refuse and rabble of the city, the 
dissolute eunuchs, the mob of retainers, palace guards, 
and blood-drunk soldierly surging through that long 
arched tunnel by the Lahore gate, and hustling to get 
round that wide arch, and so, a few steps further, see the 
Commissioner standing at bay upon that wide curving 
red-stone stair that led upward. Standing and thinking 
of the women above; of one woman mostly. Standing, 
facing the wild sea of faces, waiting to see if that last 
appeal for help had been heard. 

" Room! Room! for the Queen's dhoolies! " 

The cry echoed above the roar of the crowd. 

At last! He turned, to pass on the welcome news, 
perchance; but it was enough — that one waver of that 
stern face! There was a rush, a cry, a clang of steel on 
stone, a fall! And then up those wide curving stairs, 
like fiends incarnate, jostled a mad crew, elbowing each 
other, cursing each other, in their eagerness for that 
blow which would win Paradise. 

Four crowns of glory in the first room, where the 
chaplain, the Captain, and the two English girls fell side 
by side. One in the next, where the Collector and 
Magistrate, weary and wounded, still lay alone, 

"Way! Way! for the Queen's dhoolies!" 

I But they had come too late, as all things seemed to 
come too late on that fatal nth of May. 
Too late! Too late! The words dinned themselves 
into a horseman's brain, as he dashed out of the com- 
pound of a small house in Duryagunj and headed 
Straight through the bazaar for the little house on the 
city wall by the Cashmere gate. And as he rode he 
riiouted: "DeenI Deen!" 
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It was a convenient crv, and suited the trooper's dress 
be wore. He had had to sbooc a man to get it. but he 
hoped to *bo*>t many more when he had seen Alice 
GtMing in safely, and the ileemt cotomn had come in. 
It cotUd not be king now. 



CHAPTER III. 




DAYLIGHT. 

Thkee miles away Kate Erhon sat in her home-like. 
peaceful drawing room, feeling dazzled. The sunshine, 
streaming through the open doors, seemed to stream 
into the very recesses of her mind as she sat. still look- 
ing at the letter which she had found half an hour before 
waiting (oT her beside a bunch of late roses which the 
gardener had laid on the table ready for her to arrange in 
the vases. The flowers were fading fast: the dog-cart 
waiting outside to lake her on to see a sick friend ere the 
sun grew hfA. shifted to find another shadow: but she 
did n'^>t move. 

She was trying to understand what it all meant: 
really — deitrivcd of her conventional thoughts about such 
things. And one sentence in the letter had a strange 
fascination for her. " i am not such a fool as to think 
yon will mind. I know you will get on much better 
without me." 

Of cfiurse. She had. in a way, accepted the truth of 
this year* ago. The fact must have been patent to him 
also all that lime; and she had known that he accepted it. 

ISut now. set down in black and white, it forced her 
into seeing — as she had never seen Iwfore — the deadly 
injury she had done to the man by not minding. And 
then the (juestion came keenly — " Why had she not 
minilcil?" Hecausc she had not been content with her 
bargain. She hail wanted something else. What? The 
emotion, the refinement, the fiti-flnir of sentiment. 
Rriefly, what made her happy: what gave Iter satisfac- 
tion. It was only. then, a f|Ucstion between different 
[onus of enjoyment; the one as purely selfish as the 
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Other. More so, in a way, for it claimed more and 
carried the grievance of deoial into every detail of life. 
She moved restlessly in her chair, confused by this sud- 
den daylight in her mind; laid down the letter, then took 
it Up again and read another sentence. 

" I believe you used to think that I'd get the regiment 
some day; but I shouldn't — after all, the finish is the 
win or the lose of a race." 

The letter went down on the table again, but this time 
her head went down with it to rest upon it above her 
clasped hands. Oht the pity of it! the pity of it! Yet 
how could she have avoided standing aloof from this 
man's life as she had done from the moment she had dis- 
covered she did not love him? 

Suddenly she stood up, pressing those clasped hands 
tight lo her forehead as if to hold in her thoughts. The 
sunlight, streaming in, shone right into her cool gray 
eyes, showing in a ray on the iris, as it it were passing 
into her very soul. 

If she had been this man's sister, instead of his wife, 
could she not have lived with him contentedly enough, 
palliating what could be palliated, gaining what influ- 
ence she could with him, giving him affection and sym- 
pathy? Why, briefly, had she failed to make him what 
Alice Gissing had made him — a better man? And yet 
Alice Gissing did not love him; she had no romantic 
sentiment about him. Did she really lay less stress — she, 
the woman at whom other women held up pious hands 
of horror — on that elemental difference between the tie of 
husband and wife, and brother and sister than she, Kate 
Eriton, did, who had affected to rise superior to it alto- 
gether? It seemed so. She had asked for a purely 
selfish gratification of the mind. And Alice Gissing? 
A strange jealousy came to her with the thought, not 
for herself, but for her husband; for the man who was 
content to give up everjthing for a woman whom he 
" loved very dearly." That was tnie. Kate had 
watched him for those three months, and she had 
watched Mrs. Gissing too, and knew for a certainty the 
latter gave him nothing any woman might not have 
given him if she had been content to put her own 
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claims for happiness, her own gratification, her own 
mental passion aside. So a quick resolve came to her. 
He must not give up the finish, the win or the lose of the 
race, for so httle. There was time yet for the chance. 
She had pleaded for one with a man a year ago; she 
would plead for it with a woman to-da_v. 

She passed into the veranda hastily, pausing involun- 
tarily ere getting into the dog-cart before the still, sunlit 
beauty of that panorama of the eastern plains, stretching 
away behind the gardens which fringed the shining 
curves of the river. There was scarcely a shadow any- 
where, not a sign to tell that three miles down that river 
the man with whom she had pleaded a year ago was 
straining every nerve to give her and himself a chance. 
and that within the rose-lit, lilac -shaded city the chance 
of some had come and gone. 

Nor, as she drove along the road intent on that com- 
ing interview in the hot little house upon the wall, was 
there any sign to warn her of danger. The Cash- 
mere gate stood open, and the guard saluted as usual. 
Perhaps, had the English officers seen her, they might 
have advised her return, even though there was as yet 
no anticipation of danger; had there been one. the first 
thought would have been to clear the neighboring 
bungalows. But they were in the main-guard, and she 
set down the stare of the natives to the fact tliat nine 
o'clock was unusually late for an English lady to be 
braving the May sun. The road beyond was also un- 
usually deserted, but she was too busy searching for the 
winged words, barbed well, yet not too swift or sharp 
to wound beyond possibility of compromise, which she 
meant to use ere long, to pay any attention to her sur- 
roundings. She did not even catch the glimpse of 
Sonny, still playing with the cockatoo, as she sped past 
the Seymours' house, and she scarcely noticed the 
groom's ■' Hutt teri. hut! " (Out of the way! you there!) 
to a figure in a green turban, over which she nearly ran, 
as it came sneaking round a corner as if looking for 
something or someone; a figure which paused to look 
after her half doubtfully. 

Yet these same words, which came so readily to her 
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imaginings, failed her, as set words will, before the com- 
monplace matter-of-fact reality. U she could have 
jumped from the dog-cart and dashed into them without 
preamble, she would have been eloc|uent enough; but 
the necessary inquiry if Mrs. Gissing could see her, the 
ushering in as for an ordinary visit, the brief waiting, 
the perfunctory hand-shake with the little figure in 
familiar white-and-bhie were so far from the high-strung 
appeal in her thoughts that they left her silent, almost 
shy. 

" Find a comfy chair, do," came the high, hard voice. 
" Isn't it dreadfully hoi? My old Mat will have it some- 
thing is going to happen. She has been dikking me 
about it all the morning. An earthquake, 1 suppose; it 
feels like it, rather. Don't you think so? " 

Kate felt as if one had come already, as, quite auto- 
matically, she satisfied Alice Gissing's choice of "a 
really — really comfy chair." 

How dizzily unreal it seemed! And yet not more so, 
in fact, than the life they had been leading for months 
past; knowing the truth about each other absolutely; 
pretending to know nothing. Well! the sooner that 
sort of thing came to an end, the better! 

" I have had a letter from my husband." she began, 
but had to pause to steady her voice, 

" So I supposed when I saw you," replied Alice Giss- 
ing, without a quiver in hers. But she rose, crossed over 
to Kate, and stood before her, like a naughty child, her 
hands behind her back. She looked strangely young, 
strangely innocent in the dim light of the sunshaded 
room. So young, so small, so slight among the endless 
frills and laces of a loose morning wrapper. And she 
spoke like a child also, quendously, petulantly. 

" I like you the better for coming, too, though I don't 
see what possible good it can do. He said in his letter 
to me he would tell you all about it, and if he has, I 
don't see what else there is to say, do you? " 

Kate rose also, as if to come nearer to her adversary, 
and so the two women stood looking boldly enough into 
each other's eyes. But the keenness, the passion, the 
pity of the scene had somehow gone out of it for Kate 
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Erllon. Her tongue seemed tied by the lameness: she 
feh that they might have been discussing a trivial detail 
in some trivial future. Yet she fought against the 
feeling. 

" I think there is a great deal to say; that is why I 
have come to say it," she replied, after a pause. " But 
I can say it quickly. You don't love my husband, Alice 
Gissing, let him go. Don't ruin his Hfe." 

Bald and crude as this was in comparison with her 
imagined appeal, it gave the gist of it, and Kate watched 
her hearer's face anxiously to see the effect. Was that 
by chance a faint smile? or was it only the barred light 
from the jalousies hitting the wide blue eyes? 

" Lovel " echoed Alice Gissing. " 1 don't know any- 
thing about love. I never pretended to. But I can 
make him happy; you never did." 

There was not a trace of malice in the high voice. It 
simply stated a fact ; but a fact so true that Kate's lip 
quivered. 

" I know that as welt as you do. But I think I could — 
now. I want you to give me the chance." 

She had not meant to put it so humbly; but, being 
once more the gist of what she had intended to say, it 
must pass. There was no doubt about the smile now. 
It was almost a laugh, that hateful, inconsequent laugh; 
but, as if to soften its effect, a little jeweled hand hovered 
out as if it sought a resting-place on Kate's arm. 

" You can't, my dear. It is so funny that you can't 
see that, when I, who know nothing about — about all 
that — can see it quite plainly. You are the sort of 
woman, Mrs. Erlton, who falls in love — who must fall 
in love — who — don't be angry! — likes being in love, and 
is unhappy if she isn't. Now I don't care a rap for 
people to be thinking, and thinking, and thinking of me, 
nothing but me! I like them to be pleasant and pleased. 

And I make them so, somehow " She shrugged her 

shoulders whimsically as if to dismiss the puzzle, and 
went on gravely, " And you can't make people happy if 
you aren't happy yourself, you know, so there is no use 
in thinking you could." 

It was bitter truth, but Kate was too honest to deny it. 



DA YUGHT. a'7 

There had always been the sense of grievance in the 
past, and the sense of self-sacrifice, at least, would remain 
in tlie future. 

" But there are other considerations," she began 
slowly. '■ A man does not set such store by — by love 
and marriage as a woman. It is only a bit " 

■' A very small bit," put in Mrs. Gissing, with a whim- 
sical face, 

■■ A very small bit of his htc," continued Kate stolidly, 
"and if my husband gives up his profession " 

Mrs. Gissing interrupted her again: this time petu- 
lantly. "I told him it was a pity — 1 offered to go away 
anywhere. I did, indeed! And I couldn't do more, 
could I? But when a man gets a notion of honor into 
his head " 

" Honor! " interrupted Kate in her turn, " the less 
said about honor the better, surely, between you and 
me! " 

The wide blue eyes looked at her doubtfully. 

" 1 never can understand women like you," said their 
owner. " You pretend not to care, and then you make 
so much fuss over so little." 

" So little! " retorted Kate, her temper rising. " Is it 
little that my boy should have to know this about his 
father — about me? You have no children, Mrs. Giss- 
ingl If you had you would understand the shame 
better. Oh ! I know about the baby and the flowers — 
who doesn't? But that is nothing. It was so long ago, 
it died so young, you have forgotten " 

She broke off before the expression on the face before 
her — that face with the shadowless eyes, but with deep 
shadows beneath the eyes and a nameless look of physi- 
cal strain and stress upon it — and a sudden pallor came 
to her own cheek. 

" So he hasn't told you," came the high voice half- 
fretfuUy, half -pitifully. "That was very mean of him; 
but I thought, somehow, he couldn't by your coming 
here. Well! I suppose I must. Mrs, Erlton " 

Kate stepped back from her defiantly, angrily. " He 

has told me all I need, all I care to know about this 

ible business. Yes! he has I You can see the 
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letter if you like — there it is! I am not ashamed of it 
It is a good letter, better than I thought he could write — 
better than you deserve. For he says he will marry you 
if I will let him! And he says he is sorry it can't be 
helped. But I deny that. It can, it must, it shall be 
helped ! And then he says it's a pity for the boy's sake ; 
but that it does not matter so much as if it was a 
girl " 

It was the queerest sound which broke in on those 
passionate reproaches. The queerest sound. Neither a 
laugh nor a sob, nor a crj'; but something compounded 
of all three, infinitely soft, infinitely tender. 

" And the oilier may be," said Alice Gissing in a voice 
of smiles and tears, as she pointed to the end of the sen- 
tence in the letter Kate had thrust upon her. " Poor 
dear! What a way to put it! How like a man to 
think you could understand; and I wonder what the old 
Mai would say to ils being " 

What did she say? What were the frantic words 
which broke from the frantic figure, its sparse gray hair 
showing, its shriveled bosom heaving unveiled, which 
burst into the room and flung its arms round that little 
be-frilled white one as if to protect and shield it? 

Kate Erlton gave a half-choked, half-sobbing cry. 
Even this seemed a relief from the incredible horror of 
what had dawned upon her, frightening her by the wild 
insensate jealousy it roused — the jealousy of mother- 
hood. 

"What is it? What does she say?" she cried pas- 
sionately, " I have a right to know! " 

Alice Gissing looked at her with a faint wonder. " It 
is nothing about that," she said, and her face, though it 
had whitened, showed no fear. " It's something more 
important. There has been a row in the city — the Com- 
missioner and some other Enghshmen have been killed 
and she says we are not safe. I don't quite understand. 
Oh! don't be a fool, Mai! " she went on in Hindustani, " I 
won't excite myself. I never do. Don't be a fool, I 
say!" Her foot came down almost savagely and she 
turned to Kate. " It you will wait here for a second, 
Mrs. Erlton, I'll go outside with the Mai and have a look 
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round, and bring my husband's pistol from the other 
room. You had better stay, really. I shall be back in 
a moment. And 1 dare say it's al) the old Mai's non- 
sense—she is such a fool about me — nowadays." Her 
white face, smiling over its own certainty of coming 
trouble, was gone, and the door closed, almost before 
Kate could say a word. Kot that she had any to say. 
She was too dazed to think of danger to the little 
figure, which passed out into the shady back veranda 
perched on the city wall, looking out into the peaceful 
country beyond. She was too absorbed in what she had 
just realized to think of anything else. So this was what 
he had meant! — and this woman with her facile nature, 
ready to please and be pleased with anyone— this woman 
content to take the lowest place— had the highest of all 
claims upon him. This woman who had no right to 
motherhood, who did not know 

God in Heaven! What was that through the stillness 
and the peace? A child's pitiful scream. 

She was at the closed windows in an instant, peering 
through the slits of the jalousies; but there was nothing 
to be seen save a blare and blaze of sunlight on sun- 
scorched grass and sun-withered beds of flowers. Noth- 
ing! — stay!— Christ help us! What was that? A vision 
of white, and gold, and blue. While garments and 
white wings, golden curis and flaming golden crest, fierce 
gray-blue beak and claws among the fluttering blue 
ribbons. Sonny! His little feet flying and failing fast 
among the flower-beds. Sonny! still holding his 
favorite's chain in the unconscious grip of terror, while 
half-dragged, half-flying, the wide white wings fluttered 
over the child's head. 

"Deen! Dccn! Fultch Mohammed! " 

That was from the bird, terrified, yet still gentle. 

"Deen! Dccn! Ptittch Mohammed!" 

That was from the old man who followed fast on the 
child with long lance in rest like a pig-sticker's. An old 
man in a faded green turban with a spiritual, relentless 
face, 

Kate's fingers were at the bolts of the high French win- 
dow — her only chance of speedy exit from that closed 
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•pent resting place. But as the Englishman kicked 
away one body, and raised the other tenderly from the 
unhiin child, so as not to stir that broken shaft, he wished 
that if death had had to come, he might have dealt it 
To his wild rage, his insane haired, there seemed a dese- 
cration even in that cold touch of steel from a dark hand. 

But Alice Gissing resented nothing. She lay propped 
by his arms with those wide blue eyes still wide, yet 
sightless, heedless of Kate's horrified whispers, or the 
poor old Mai's frantic whimper. Until suddenly a 
piteous little wail rose from the half-slunned child to 
mingle with that ceaseless iteration of grief. " Ofc,' 
men bitckchi murgyia! " (Oh, my girlie is dead! — dead!) 

It seemed to bring her back, and a smile showed on 
the fast-paling face. 

"Don't be a fool, Mai. It isn't a girl; it's a boy. 
Take care of him. do, and don't be stupid. I'm all 
right." 

Her voice was strong enough, and Kate looked at 
Jim Douglas hopefully. She had recognized him at once, 
despite his dress, with a faint, dead wonder as to why 
things were so strange to-day. But he could feel some- 
thing oozing wet and warm over his supporting arm, he 
knew the meaning of that whitening face; so he shook 
his head hopelessly, his eyes on those wide unseeing 
ones. She was as still, he thought, as she had been 
when he held her before. Then suddenly the eyes nar- 
roK'ed into sight, and looked him in the face curiously, 
clearly. 

" It's you, is it?" came the old inconsequent laugh. 
" Why cfon't you say ' Bravo! — Bravo! — Bra ' " 

The crimson rush of blood from her still-smiling lips 
dyed his hands also, as he caught her up recklessly with 
a swift order to the others to follow, and ran for the 
house. But as he ran. clasping her close, close, to him, 
his whispered bravos assailed her dead ears passionately, 
and when he laid her on her bed, he paused even in the 
mad tumult of his rage, his anxiety, his hope for others to 
kiss the palms of those brave hands ere he folded them 
decently on her breast, and was out to fetch his horse, 
and return to where Kate waited for him in the veranda. 
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porposely rough arms, held out its little dimpled hands. 
They seemed \o draw the hesitating old feet, step bv step, 
till with a sudden fierce snatch, a wild embrace, the old 
arms closed round the child with a croon of content. 

Jim Douglas breathed more freely. " Now, Mrs, Erl- 
ton," he said, " I can't make you promise to leave Sonny 
there; but he is safer with her than he could l>e with you. 
She must have friends in the city. You haven't one." 

He was off as he spoke, leaving her to that knowledge. 
Not a friend! No! not one. Still, he need not have 
told her so, she thought proudly, as she passed in and 
closed the doors as she had been bidden to do. But he 
had succeeded. A certain fierce, dull resistance had re- 
placed her emotion. So while the ayah, still tarrying 
Sonny, returned to her dead mistress, Kate remained in 
the drawing room, feeling stunned. Too stunned to 
think of anything save those last words, Not a friendl 
Not one. saving a few cringing shop-keepers, in all that 
wide ciiy to whom she had ever spoken a wordi Whose 
fault was that? Whose fault was it that she had not 
understood ihat appeal? 

A rattle of musketry quite close at hand roused her 
from apathy inlo fear for the child, and she passed 
rapidly into the next room. It was empty, save for that 
figure on the bed. The ayah with her charge had gone, 
closing the doors behind her; to her friends, no doubt. 
But she, Kate Erlton. had none. The renewed rattle 
of musketry sent her to peer through the jalousies; but 
she could see nothing. The sound seemed to come from 
the open space by the church, bul gardens lay between 
her and that, blocking the view. Still it was quite close: 
seemed closer than it had been. No doubt it would 
come closer and closer till it found her waiting there, 
without a friend. Well! Since she was not even 
capable of saving Sonny, she could at least do what she 
was told — she could at least die alone. 

No! not c|uite alone! She turned back to the bed and 
looked down on the slender figure lying there as if asleep. 
For the ayah's vain hopes of lingering life had left the 
face unstained, and the folded hands hid the crimson 
below them. Asleep, not dead ; for the face had no look 
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ui rcjt. It was the face of one who dreams still of the 
stress and strain of coming life. 

So this was to be her companion in death: this woman 
who had done her the greatest wrong. What wrong? 
the question came dully. What wrong had she done 
to one who refused to admit the claims or rights of 
passion? What had she stolen, this woman who had not 
cared at all? Whose mind had been unsullied utterly- 
Only motherhood; and that was given to saint and sin- 
ner alike. 

Given rightly here, for those little hands were brave 
mother-hands. Kate put out hers softly and touched 
them. Still warm, still lite-like, their companionship 
thrilled her through and through. With a faint sob, she 
sank on her knees beside the bed and laid her cheek on 
them. Let death come and find her there! Let the 
finish of the race, which was the win and the lose 

" Mrs. Erlton! quick, pleasel " 

Jim Douglas' voice, calling to her from outside, roused 
her from a sort of apathy into sudden desire for lite ; she 
was out in the veranda in a second. 

■' The game's up," he said, scarcely able to speak 
from breathlessness: and his horse was in a white lather. 
" I had to see lo the Seymours first, and now there's only 
one chance I can think oE — desperate at that. Quick, 

your foot on mine — so — from the step Now your 

hand. One! two! three! That's right." He had her 
on the saddle before him and was off through the gardens 
cityward at a gallop. " The 54lh came down from the 
cantonments all right," he went on rapidly, " but shot 
their officers at the church — the city scoundrels are kill- 
ing and looting all about, but the main-guard is closed 
and sate as yet. I got Mrs. Seymour there. I'll get you 
if I can. I'm going to ride through the thick of the 
devils now with you as my prisoner. Do yoii see— there 
at the turn. I'll hark back down the road'^fs the only 
chance of getting through. Slip down a bit across the 
saddle bow. Don't be afraid. I'll hold as long as I can. 
Now scream — scream like the devil. No! let your arms 
slack as if you'd fainted — people won't look so much — 
that's better — that's cSpital — now — ready! " 
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He swerved his horse with a dig of the spur and 
made for the crowd which lay between hiin and safety. 
The words describing the rape of the Sabine 
women, over the construing of which he remembered 
being birched at school, recurred to him, as such idle 
thoughts win at such times, as he hitched his hand 
tighter on Kate's dress and scattered the first group with 
a coarse jest or two. Thank Heaven! She would not 
understand these, his only weapons; since cold steel 
could not be used, till it had to be used to prei'cnt her 
understanding. Thank Heaven, too! he could use both 
weapons fairly. So he dug in the spurs again and an- 
swered the crowd in its own kind, recklessly. A laugh, 
an oath, once or twice a blow with the flat of his sword. 
And Kate, with slack arms and closed eyes, lay and 
hstened — listened to a sharper, angrier voice, a quick 
clash of steel, a shout of half-doubtful, half-pleased deri- 
sion from those near, a jest provoking a roar of merri- 
ment for one who meant to hold his own in love and war. 
Then a sudden bound of the horse; a faint slackening of 
that iron grip on her waist-belt. The worst of the 
stream was past; another moment and they were in a 
quiet street, another, and they had turned at right-angles 
down a secluded alley where Jim Douglas paused to pass 
his right hand, still holding his sword, under Kate's head 
and bid her lean against him more comfortably- The 
rest was easy. He would take her out by the Morec 
gate — the alleys t6 it would be almost deserted — so, out- 
side the walls, to the rear of the Cashmere gate. They 
were already twisting and turning through the narrow 
lanes as he told her this. Then, with a rush and a 
whoop, he made for the gate, and the next moment they 
had the open country, the world, before them. How 
still and peaceful it lay in the sunshine! But the main- 
guard was the nearest, safest shelter, so the galloping 
noofs sped down the tree-set road along which Kate 
generally took her evening drive. 

" And you? " she asked hurriedly as he set her down 
at the moat and bade her run for the wicket and knock, 
while he kept the drawbridge. 

He shook his head. " The reliefs from Meerut must 
be in soon, if they started at dawn, m a.u \\owi. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

Nooa. 

BrjT if the scboofamster of ooe school lay dead in the 
sofllif^hl there was anotber, wdl able to teach a asefol 
lesson, I«ft alive; and his school remains for all time as 
■ place «here men may learn what men can do. 

Vvt about tfirce hundred j'ards frtmi the deserted 
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College, about six hundred from the main-guard of the 
Cashmere gate, stood the magazine, to which the two 
young Englishmen, followed by a burlier one, had walked 
back quietly after one of them had remarked that he could 
hold his own. For there were gates to be barred, four 
walls to be seen to, and various other preparations to be 
made before the nine men who formed the garrison could 
be certain of holding their own. And their own meant 
much to others; for with the stores and the munitions 
of war safe the city might rise, but it would be unarmed; 
but with them at the mercy of the rabble every pitiful 
pillager could become a recruit to the disloyal regiments. 

"The mine's about finished now. sir." said Conductor 
Buckley, saluting gravely as he looked critically down a 
line ending in the powder magazine. " And, askin' your 
pardon, sir, mightn't it be as well to settle a signal before- 
hand, sir; in case it's wanted? And, if you have no 
objection, sir. here's Sergeant Scully here, sir. saying he 
would look on it as a kind favor " 

A man with a spade glanced up a trifle anxiously for 
the answer as he went on with his work. 

" All right! Scully shall fire it. If you finish it there 
in the middle by that little lemon tree, we shan't forget 
the exact spot. Scully must see to having the portfire 
ready for himself. I'll give the word to you, as your gun 
will be near mine, and you can pass it on by raising your 
cap. That will do. I think." 

■■ Nicely, sir," said Conductor Buckley, saluting again. 

" I wish we had one more man," remarked the Head- 
of-the-nine, as he paused in passing a gun to look to 
something in its gear with swift professional eye. " I 
don't quite see how the nine of us are to work the ten 
guns." 

"Oh! we'll manage somehow," said his second in 
command, " the native establishment— perhaps " 

George Willoughby, the Head-of-the-nine. looked at 
the sullen group of dark faces lounging distrustfully 
within those barred doors, and his own face grew stern. 
Well, if they would not work, they should at least stay 
and look on — stay til! the end. Then he took out his 
watch. 
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"Twelve! The Meerut troops will be in soon — ii 
ibey staned al dawn." There was the finest inflection of 
scorn in his voice. 

"They must have staned." began his companion. 
Bat the tall figure with the grave young face was strain- 
ing its eyes from the bastion they were passing; it gave 
upon the bridge of boats and the lessening white streak 
of road. He n'as looking for a cloud of dust upon it; 
but there was none. 

" I hope so," he remarked as he went on. He gave a 
half-involuntary glance back, however, to the stunted 
lemon-bush. There was a black streak by it, which 
might be relied upon to give aid at dawn, or dusk, or 
noon; high noon as it was now. 

The chime of it echoed methodically as ever from the 
main-guard, making a cheerful young voice in the offi- 
cer's room say, " Well! the enemy is passing, anyhow. 
The reliefs can't be long — if they started at dawn." 

*' If they had started when they ought to have started, 
ihey would have been here hours ago," said an older 
man, almost petulantly, as he rose and wandered to the 
door, to stand looking out on the baking court where his 
men — the two companies of the 5.1th, who had come 
down under his charge after those under Colonel Riply 
had shot down their officers by the church— were loung- 
ing about sullenly. These men might have shot him 
also but for the timely arrival of the two guns; might 
have shot at him, even now, but for those loyal 74th 
over-awing them. He turned and looked at some of 
the latter with a sort of envy. These men had come for- 
ward in a body when the regiment was called upon by 
its commandant to give honest volunteers to keep order 
in the city. What had they had. which his men had 
lacked? Nothing that he knew of. And then, inevit- 
ably, he thought of his six murdered friends and com- 
rades, officers apparently as popular as he. whose bodies 
were lying in the next room waiting for a cart to remove 
them to the Ridge. For even Major Paterson. saddened, 
deprcsseil. looked forward to decent sepulture for his 
comrade* by and by — by and by when the Meerut troops 
should arrive. And the half dozen or more of women 
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Upstairs were comforting each other with the same hope, 
and crushing down tiie cry that it seemed an eternity, 
already, since they had waited for that little cloud of 
dust upon the Meerul road. But for that hope they 
might have gone Meerutward themselves; for the coun- 
try was peaceful. 

Even in Duryagunj, though by noon it was a charnel- 
house, the score or so of men who kept cowards at bay in 
a miserable storehouse comforted themselves with the 
same hope; and women with the long languid eyes of 
one race, looked out of them with the temper and fire 
of the other, saying in soft staccato voices—" It will not 
be long now. They will be here soon, for they would 
start at dawn." 

"They will come soon," said a young telegraph clerk 
coolly, as he stood by his instrument hoping for a wel- 
come kling; sending, finally, that bulletin northward 
which ended with the reluctant admission, " we must 
shut up." Must indeed; seeing that some ruffians 
rushed in and sabered him with his hands still on the 
levers. 

" They will be here soon," agreed the compositors of 
the Delhi Gozeiic as they worked at the strangest piece 
of printing the world is ever likely to see. That famous 
extra, wedged in between Enghsh election news, which 
told in bald journalese of a crisis, which became the crisis 
of their own lives before the whole edition was sent out. 

But down in the Palace Zeenut Maihl had been watch- 
ing that white streak of road also, and as the hours 
passed, her wild impatience would let her watch it no 
longer. She paced up and down the Queen's bastion like 
a caged tigress, leaving Hafzan to take her place at the 
lattice. No sign of an avenging army yet! Then the 
troopers' tale must be true! The hour of decisive action 
had come, it was slipping past, the King was in the hands 
of Ahsan-Oolah, and Elahi Buksh, whose face was set 
both ways, hke the physician's. And she, helpless, half in 
disgrace, caged, veiled, screened, unable to lay hands on 
anyone! Oh! why was she not a man! Why had she 
not a man to deal with! Her henna-stained nails bit 
into her palms as she clenched her hands, then in sheer 
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" Thou art a fool, Pir-jee," she said petulantly to 
Hussati Askuri who. as father confessor, had entrance to 
the womens' rooms and was awaiting her. " Thou hast 
no grip on the King when I am absent. Canst not even 
drive that slithering physician from his side?" 

" Cooling draughts, seest thou, Pir-jee," put in Hafzan 
maliciously. " have tangible effects. Thy dreams " 

"Peace, woman!" interrupted the Queen sternly, 
" 'tis no time for jesting. Where sits the King now? " 

" In the river balcony, Ornament-of-palaces," replied 
Fatma ghbly, " where he is not to be disturbed these 
two hours, so the physician says, lest the coohng 
draught " 

The Queen stamped her foot in sheer impotent rage. 

" I must see someone. And Jewan Bukht, my son? 
why hath he not answered my summons? " 

" His Highness." put in Hafzan gravely, " was, as I 
came by Just now. quarreling in his cups with his 
nephew, the princely Abool-Bukr, regarding the 
Inspectorship-of-Cavalry; which office both desire — a 
weighty matter " 

"Peace! she-devilt" almost screamed the Queen. 
" Can I not see, can I not hear for myself, that thy sharp 
wits must forever drag the rotten heart to light — thou 
wilt go too far, some day, Hafzan. and then " 

" The Queen will have to find another scribe," replied 
Hafzan meekly. 

Zeenut Maihl glared at her, then rolled round into her 
cushions as if she were in actual physical pain. And 
harkt From the Lahore gate, as if nothing had hap- 
pened, came the chime of noon. Noon! and nothing 
done. She sat up suddenly and signed to Hafzan for 
pen and ink. She would wait no longer for the King; 
she would at least try the Mirza. 

"'This, to the most illustrious the Mirza Moghul, 
Heir-Apparent by right to the throne of Timoor,' " she 
dictated firmly, and Hafzan looked up startled. " Write 
on, fool," she continued; " hast never written lies before? 
■ After salutation the Begum Zeenut Maihl,' " — the 
humbler title came from her lips in a tone which boded 
ill for the recipient of the letter if he fell into the toils, — 
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□iiicant square homely figure draped in worn brocade 
and laden with tarnished jewelry : ill-matched strings of 
pearls, flawed emeralds, diamonds without sparkle. 
Yet not without a certain dignity, a certain symmetry of 
purpose, harmonizing with the arched and frescoed room 
in which she lay ; a room beautiful in design and decora- 
tion, yet dirty, comfortless, almost squalid. 

" Nay! not my signature," she yawned. " I am too 
old a foe of the scholars; but a smudge o' the thumb will 
do. If I know aught of aunts and nephews, she will be 
too much flustered by the news to look at seals. And 
have word sent to the Delhi gate that the Princess Fark- 
hoonda be admitted, but goes not forth again." 

Her hard voice ceased; there was no sound in the 
room save that strange hum from the gardens outside, 
which at this hour of the day were generally wrapped iu 
sun-drtigged slumbers. 

But the world beyond, toward which the old King's 
lusterless eyes looked as he lay on the river balcony, 
was sleepy, sun-drugged as ever. Through the tracery- 
set arches showed yellow stretches of sand and curving 
river, with tussocks of tali tiger-grass hiding the slender 
stems of the palm-trees which shot up here and there 
into the blue sky; blue with the yellow glaze upon it 
which comes from sheer sunlight. A row of saringki 
players squatted in the room behind the balcony, thrum- 
ming softly, so as to hide that strange hum of lite which 
reached even here. For the King was writing a couplet 
and was in difficulties with a rhyme for cartouche (cart- 
ridge) ; since he was a stickler for form, holding that the 
keynote of the lines should jingle. And this couplet was 
to epitomize the situation on the other side of the 
saringkies. Cartouche? Cartouche? Suddenly he sat 
up. "Quick! send for Hussan Askuri; or stay!" he 
hesitated for an instant. Hussan Askuri would be with 
the Queen, and no one ever admired his couplets as she 
did. How many hours was it since he had seen her? 
And what was the use of making couplets, if you were 
denied their just meed of praise? " Stay," he repeated, 
*■ I will go myself." It was a relief to feel himself on the 





way back to be led by the nose, and as they helped hira 
across the intervening courtyard he kept repeating his 
treasure, imagining her face when she heard it. 

" Kuchch Chil-i-Room naliiii kya. yn Shali-i-Koos, tiahin 
Jo Kuchth kya ni sara se, so cartouche lie." 

A couplet, which, lingering still in the mouths of the 
people, warrants the old poetaster's conceit of it, and — 

dog-anglicized— runs thus: 



"The Queen? Where is the Queen?" fumed the old 
man, when he found an empty room instead of instant 
flattery; for he was, after all, the Great Moghul. 

" She prays for the King's recovery." said Fattna 
readily. " I wilt inform her that her prayer is granted." 
But as she passed on her errand, she winked at a com- 
panion, who hid her giggle in her veil; for Grand Tnrk or 
not, the women hold all the trump cards in seclusion. So 
how was the old man to know that the one who came in 
radiant with exaggerated delight at his return, had been 
interviewing his eldest son behind decorous screens, and 
that she was thanking Heaven piously tor having sent 
him back to her apron-string in the very nick of time. 
Sent him, and Hussan Askuri, and pen and ink within 
reach of her quick wit. 

■' That is the best couplet my lord has done," she said 
superbly. " That must be signed and sealed." 

So must a paper be, which lay concealed in her bosom. 
And as she spoke she drew the signet ring lovingly, play- 
fully from the King's finger and walked over to where 
the scribe sat crouched on the floor. 

" Ink it well, Pir-jee," she said, keeping her back to 
the King; "the impression must be as immortal as the 
verse." 

Despite the warning, a very keen ear might have 
detected a double sound, as if the seal had needed a 
second pressure. That was all. 

So it came about that, half an hour or so afterward, the 
Head-of-t he-nine at the magazine was looking contemp- 
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tuously at a paper brought by the Palace Guards, and 
passed under the door, ordering its instant opening. 
George Willoughby laughed; but some of the eiglu 
dashed people's impudence and cursed their cheekt 
Yet, after the laugh, the Head-of-the-ninc walked over, 
yet another time, to that river bastion to look down at 
that white streak of road. How many times he had 
looked already. Heaven knows; but his grave face had 
grown graver, though it brightened again after a glance 
at the temon bush. The black streak there would not 
fail them. 

"In the King's name open!" The demand came 
from Mirza Moghul himself this time, for the Palace was 
without arms, without ammunition; and if they were to 
defend it, according to the Queen's idea, against all 
comers, till there was time for other regiments to rebel, 
this matter of the magazine was important. Abool-Bukr 
was with him, half-drunk, wholly incapable, but full of 
valor; for a scout sent by the Queen had returned with 
the news that no English soldier was within ten miles of 
Delhi, and within the last half hour an ominous word had 
begun to pass from lip to lip in the city. 

Helpless! 

The masters were helpless. Past two o'clock and not 
a blow in revenge. Helpless! The word made cowards 
brave, and brave folk cowards. And many who had 
Spent the long hours in peeping from their closed doors 
at each fresh clatter in the street, hoping it was the mas- 
ter, looked at each other with startled eyes. 

Helpless ! Helpless \ 

The echo of the thought reached the main-guard, still 
in touch with the outside world, whence, as the day 
dragged by. fresh tidings of danger drifted down from 
the Ridge, where men, women, and children lay huddled 
helplessly in the Flagstaff Tower, watching the white 
streak of road. It seems like a bad dream, that hopeless, 
paralyzing strain of the eyes for a cloud of dust. 

But the echo won no way into the magazine, for the 
simple reason that it knew it was not hopeless. It could 
hold its own. 

' Shoot that man Kureem Buksh, please, Forrest, if he 
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" Wnit half a senird," came another, and the Head- 
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M</wsufiny it wiiil Huwcleiirl How still! that world 
bfyjrtid the mn'ike, Ijeyoiul (he flashen, beyond the deafen- 
ing yells and curses. He jjavc one look at it. one short 
look— «jnly line— then turned to lace his own world, the 
, Wfrfid he Imd to keep. Full up indeed! No pyrotcch- 
oitt could liupF fur hcMer aiulicnie in so small a place. 
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y«t ercn Mr*. Seymour only clasped her baby closer, 
and aaki nothing. For there was no lack of courage 
anywhere. And Kate, with another child in her arms, 
paused a» she laid it down, asleep at last, upon an officer's 
coat, to (eel a certain relief. If they were to fare thus, 
thai hitler »el(-rcproach and agonizing doubt for vanished 
Sonny was unavailing. His chance might well be better 
than their*. 

Well indeed, pent up as they were chcek-by-jowl with 
four hundred unstable sepoys, and with the ominously 
rising hum of the unstable city on their unprotected rear. 
Up on the KlagstafT Tower crowning the extreme north- 
ern end of the Ridge, away from this hum, where Briga- 
dier (iraves had gathered together the remaining women 
and children, so as to guard ihem as best he could with 
such troops as he had remaining — many of them too un- 
•tablc to Im; trusted cityward — they were in better plight. 
For they had the open country round them — a country 
where folk could still go and come with a fair chance of 
safety, since even the predatory tribes, always ready to 
take advantage of disorder, were still waiting to see what 
master the day would bring forth. And they had also 
the knowledge that something was being done, that they 
were not absolutely passive in the hands of Fate, after 
Dr. Batson started in disguise to summon that aid from 
Meerut which would not come of itself. Above all, they 
had the decision, Ihey had the power to act; while down 
in the main-guard they could but obey orders. Not that 
the FlagstafT Tower did much with this advantage; for 
it was paralyzed by that straining of the eyes for a rioud 
of dust upon the Mecnit road which was the damnation o{ 
Delhi. Yet even here that decisive roar, that corona of 
red dust brightening every instant as the sun dipped to 
the horizon, brought the conviction that something must 
be done at last. But what? Hampered by women and 
children, what could they do? If, earlier in the day. they 
had sent all the non-combatants off toward Kumal or 
Meerut. with as many faithful sepoys as they could spare, 
arming everybody from the arsenal down by the river, 
they would have been free to make some forlorn hope — 
free, for instance, to go down m-masse to the maia- 
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guard and hold it, it they could. That was what one man 
thought, who, seven miles out from Delhi — returning 
from a reconnois sauce of his own to see if help were on 
the way — saw that little puff of smoke, heard the roar, 
and watched the red corona grow to brightness. 

Hut on the Ridge, men thought differently. The 
claims of those patient women and children seemed para- 
mount, and so it was decided to get back the guns from 
the main-guard as a first step toward intrenching them- 
selves for the night at the lower. But the men in the 
main-guard looked at each other in doubt when the 
order reached them. Was the garrison going to be 
withdrawn altogether, leaving merely a forlorn hope to 
keep the gate closed as long as possible against the out- 
burst of rabble, to whom it would be the natural and 
shortest route to cantonments? If so, surely it would 
have been better to send the women away first? Still 
the orders were clear, and so the gate was set wide and 
the guns rumbled over the drawbridge tinder escort of 
a guard of the 38th. That, at any rate, was good 
riddance of bad rubbish; though the wisdom of sending 
the guns in such charge was doubtful. Yet how could 
the little garrison have afforded to give up a single man 
even of the still loyal /'4th? — a company of whom had 
actually followed their captain to the ruins of the maga- 
zine to see it they could do anjthing, and returned, with- 
out a defaulter, to say that all was contusion — the dead 
lying about in hundreds, the enemy nowhere. 

"How did the men behave. Gordon?" asked their 
commandant anxiously, getting his Captain into a quiet 
corner. And the two men, both beloved of their regi- 
ment, both believing in it, both with a fierce, wild hope in 
their hearts that such belief would be justified, looked 
into each other's faces tor a moment in silence. There 
was a shadowing branch of neem overhead as they stood 
in the sunlight. A squirrel upon it was chippering at the 
glitter of their buckles: a kite overhead was watching the 
squirrel. 

" I think they hesitated, sir," said Captain Gordon 
quietly. 

Major Abbott turned hastily, and looked through the 
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Open gate, past the lumbering guns, to the open country 
lying peaceful, absolutely peaceful, beyond. If he could 
only have got his men there — away from the disloyalty 
of the 38tli guard, the sullen silence of the 54th — if he 
could only have given them something to do! If he 
could only have said "Follow met" they would have 
followed. 

And Kale Erllon, who, weary of the deadly inaction 
in the room above, had drifted down to the courtyard, 
stood close to the archway looking tKrough it also, think- 
ing, not for the first time that weary day, of Alice Giss- 
ing's swift, heroic death with envy. It was something to 
die so that brave men turned away without a word when 
they heard of it. But as she thought this, the look on 
young Mainwaring's face as he stood with others listen- 
ing to her story, came back to her. It had haunted her 
all day, and more than once she had sought him out, 
not for condolence — he was beyond that — but (or a 
trivial word or two; just a human word or two to show 
him remembered by the living. And now the impulse 
came to her again, and she drifted back — for there was no 
hurry in that deadly, deadly inaction — to find him leaning 
listlessly against a wall digging holes in the dry dust idly 
with the point of his drawn sword for want of something 
better whereupon to use it. Such a young face, she 
thought, to be so old in its chill anger and despair! She 
went over to him swiftly, her reserve gone, and laid her 
hand upon his holding the sword. 

" Don't fret so, dear boy," she said, and the fine curves 
of her mouth quivered. " She is at peace." 

He looked at her in a blaze of fierce reproach. "At 
peace! How dare you say so? How dare you think so 
— when she lies — there." 

He paused, impotent for speech before his unbridled 
hatred, then strode away indignantly from her pity, her 
consolation. And as she looked after him her own 
gentler nature was conscious of a pride, almost a pleasure 
in the thought of the revenge which would surely be 
taken sooner or later, by such as he. for every woman, 
every child killed, wounded — even touched. She was 
conscious of it, even though she stood aghast before a 
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■ Ibr past: I coaUaat poBsOihr hoU it. Some of 

■^ not who baxc nAnaed lo the cxjfats bcre mkrht 
possUv figte WCR we to sdA toetAtr. Bnt with rc- 
ocat, and tbe oafl^ of At 30lh bdon them, tbcy 
wunU not. I Inre. or I ^mmiU Ibtc, Kves ra my chafce 
wfccn joa aic gone, and I wn von that I most use mv 
own <fiscrctitw in doing the best I can to protect tbem." 

** P^tenoo is r^t. Abbott," pot id tix atH officer, 
wfio had stuck to his chai^ of the Treasury all day, and 
repelled the only attack made by tbe enemy during all 
those long hours. " H I am to do any good. I must have 
men who will fight. I don't trust the 54th; and the 38th 
art clearly just biding their time. This retreat might 
have done six hours ago— might do now if it were 
general: but I doubt it." 

" Anyhow." put in another voice, " if the 74th are to 
go, tlicy should take the women with them — they couldn't 
faro worse than they are sure to do here. 1 don't think 
the Brigadier can realize " 




" Couldn't you refer it ? " asked someone ; but the Major 
shook his head. The orders were clear; no doubt there 
was good cause for them. Anyhow they must be 
obeyed. 

" Then as civil officer in charge of the Government 
Treasury, I ask for qu arte r-of-an -hour's law. If by 
then '■ 

The eager voice paused. Whether the owner thought 
once more of that expected cloud of dust, or whether 
he meant to gallop to cantonments in hope of getting the 
order rescinded is doubtful. Whether he went or stayed 
doubtful also. But the fifteen minutes of respite were 
given, during which the preparations for departure went 
on, the men of the 38th aiding in them with a new 
alacrity. Their time had come. Only a few minutes 
now before the last fear of a hand-to-hand tight would be 
over, the last chance of the master turning and rending 
them gone. It hngered a bit, though, for rumbling 
wheels came over the drawbridge once more, an<l voices 
clamored to be let in. The guns had returned. The 
gunners had deserted, said the escort insolently, and 
guns being in such case useless, they had preferred to 
rejoin their brethren; as for their officer, he had preferred 
to go on. 

Kate Erlton, drawn from the inner room once again by 
the creaking of the gates, saw a look pass between one 
or two of the officers. And there stood the 74th, smart 
and steady, waiting for marching orders. No need to 
close the gates again, since time was up; the fifteen min- 
utes had slipped by, bringing no help, just as the long 
hours had dragged by uselessly. So the gate stood open 
to the familiar, friendly landscape, all aglow with the rays 
of the setting sun. Close at hand, within a stone's throw, 
lay the tall trees and dense flowering thickets of the 
Koodsia gardens, where fugitives might have found 
cover. To the left were the ravines and rocks of the 
Ridge, fatal to mounted pursuit, and in the center lay the 
road northward, leading straight to the Punjab, straight 
from that increasing roar of the city. There had been 
no attack as yet; but every soul within the main-guard 
knew for a certainty that the first hint of retreat would 
bring it. 
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How could it do ather«i&c? The decisive aoswer oi 
llie magaziue. uiUi iu thousand-and-odd good reasons 
against th« bcUef that the ma&ter was helpless, had died 
away. The reiu&e and rabble of the cil> iiad ceased to 
wander awestruck among tlie ruins, munrniring. " What 
tyranny is here? " — that pa^ive, resigned cumiuent of 
the weaker brother in India. In the Palace, too. tbey had 
recovered ll»e shock of the mean trick of the Nine, who, 
however, niu&l. thank Heaven, be all dead too. 

So as die gate stood open, and the sun streamed 
through il into the wide counyard, glinting on tbc 
btKkles and bayonets, Major Abbott's voice rose quietly. 
" Are you ready, Gordon? " The drawbridge was dear 
of tJie gims now, clear of everj-thing save the slant 
shadows. 

'■ All ready, sir," came the quiet rei^y. 

" Number! " called the Commandant, but a voice at 
his right liand pleaded sw-ifdy. " Don't wait for sec- 
tions. Huzoor! Let us go! " And another at his left 
whispered. " For God's sake, Huzoor! quick; get them 
Out (juick ! " 

Major Ablxrtl hesitated a second, only a second. Tlie 
voices were tlic voices of good men and true, whom he 
could trust. "Fours about! Quick march!" he cor- 
rected, and a surt of sigh of relief ran down the regiment 
as it swung into position and the feel started rliytli- 
micaJiy. Aclion at iasti — at k>ng last! 

" Goofl-by, iild chap." said someone cheerfully, but 
Major AbboII did not turn. "Good-hy! Good-hy! " 
came voices all roun<l; steady, quiet voices, as the disci- 
plined tramp echoed on the drawbridge, and a bar of 
scarlet coats grew on the rise of the white road outside. 

" Good-hy, Gordon ! Good-by ! " 

The tail figure in its red and gold was under the very 

arch, shining, ghttering in the sunlight streaming 

tlirough it. AiKJlher step or two an<l he would have been 

litfj'ond it- itul the time for good-bv had come. The 

U(0« for \\\\\c\\ the j8lh had been waiting all day. He 

<W up liU arms and fell dead from his hor^e without 

Aot ihroti^h the heart. The next instant the 

closed. Its creaking smothered in the wild. 
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II cry ' To kill, \o kill, Ui kill," in a wilil, m^iificlcAii 
fsttle of mutVtiry. Fur llierc was rt^ally no hurry; tlio 
handful of Hnglittliiiien were liel|)lcBB. Major Ahtioil 
uid liifi men tiiighi clamor (or re-entry ai llu- guic if iliry 
chose. Tlicy could noi «el in. Nor cnuiil llic rt^nitiuiil 
of llic 7.(tlj, .ki.rivc'l <>\ ii» luyal c.jin[ianiiin», u( llic t.iily 
two nitn wliu »<?enii'il Ui Ii;ivl- Luiilculttril il, <li) uiiylliiiiij. 
And llie 541I1 were lit^li>k«ii ajki^ hy llicir awii iicl ; lor tlir^ 
had jiualicd Major I'atervjn tliroLi((li iIk- ^alc hvUiic it 
cUwcd, 

So lli*'re was no one left even lo try and alein llic lido, 
No one lo check ihat heail-like cry. 

"M&rol Mhrul M&rt,l" 

Uul, id truth, it would have lieen a lioitck-itB task, 'riin 
game waa u{); the mdy cliuiiir wan lliglit, And two, 
fi^rcteeiiif; lluR fur the last liour, hud already made ^ixxl 
theirs Iry ]iini|tin{; from an einl)raiiure in the rain]iftrl 
into the ditch, whilt^ one, uninjured hy the rail, hud 
iK'randded n\> (he counter^Dcarii, and wub ruiniing like u 
liare for lliuie tame thickets ut llic Kood^ia. 

" Conic onl Conic ont " cried olliers, n-eing llicir iUc- 
ccBi, And then? And then ilie crii^a and pileoiiit 
»cream« of women reminded them of honieihing dearer 
(han life. uiu\ they ran liack under ;t liail of hiilki. to thai 
upijcr rooiJi which lln-y had (orgollen for the nionicnl. 
And homcl)..w, deiijiilc ihc cry of kill, dci.|.ile llie whi-l' 
line hnlletk, they managed to t\ra^ itb inmutcb to the 
cmbracurc. Hut — oh I |)alhoft and l.iailioft of jx^or 
humanity I inaking smilei and (ear* come toucther — (lie 
women who had itared death in the face all day without 
s wink, •toiid terrilieil hefore a (wenty-feet Bcramhle 
with a rope of heltK and handkcrchicfii to help them. It 
needed a round oliot to come whizzing a meKiage of cer- 
tain death over their headu to give tlicni hack a courage 
which never failed again in the long days of wandering 
and desperate need which was theirii ere sunic ol them 
reached *afety. 

Hut Kate neither hciitated nnr jumped. .She had not 
the chance of doing either. I-'or that loneing look of 
hern through the open gatcB liad tempt eil ner to creep 
along the wall nearer to them; ko that the rush to cloie 
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Wi»^ M«# * 4aiA[ Mrihsate. She «ai 

AVKQiM 4t«lf Miir iMm, «>> «idi a fluk ihe a 

MM Iht, to fed Ihw (Wide ii 

Ouuiot'. 'fhKTfwmztftM'mAe wayward. Amim- 
mn ftit*v Uiii* tutmed dw 6oor agum, aad cms had k 
(mwn Ml W¥U:, uuoe wMild have gmtmti that a woBan, 
Mf f4 tUHUMli*. »/( antj brjfte. crouched behind the piles 
tti bn»eb»<yj<l. Sfi »he by bidden, ber strongest emo- 
(I'M/ AlfiUiife til Miy, l>etnK a raging curiosity lo know 
•rliM liBjl \tei:iniu! tA tliir mh^rs, what was passing out- 
^U. Ilitl ottt i/ygW hfar iKjihing save confused yells, 
HrilJI (rvcf)' rmw ami aifain a dominant cr)- of " Dccn! 
l)s»Hf" nf " /lit Kali maf " For faith is one of the two 
HfC"]!! U»»»iim* which make mm mihtant. The other, 
tvtt, Miit HI II rule it liaii no cry; it fights silently, giv- 
INK IMti] tisktiiK ii'i wurilk — rmly works. 

wt (nughl ViHtnit Maiiiwarinp. who. with his back to 
MlMl Mtiii^ wull BK^i'iiit wliiih Kate had found him lean- 
IllK, WM n«1iiij llid »Wnrd in a htttcr purpose than digging 
liiilrb ii' ihr lUt'i; itr rather ha<l adopted a new method 
1(1 i|oi(i|{ Ihf lank. He had not tried to escape as the 
iillii't'B liH<l ili'ttr; hill from Kutierior courage, but because 
Imi (tevri- evpu tluiuKhl o( It, When he was free to 
,.|„„.>. I,.,.. . ..I.I.I lir think n( Icav'mg those de\-ils un- 
iiiMi ' ''■■•■i\\ unchcfVetX ^o V>nc\\ her dead 

Im" I < He ifRve a U\\\^ ***"^ ^"^^ o' sheer 

iftl>-i " 'lie first 8ofc»«'^^*^*'""'*^''^^ ""=*"' 

.1 lo'. .n.-t.l li..<l cut into rtc^^as.\\ atiA^^**^- iov all his 

iw v»nii»K hlf made inr a wa.*.*^^^'^^^'*^ '^cath. 

lwtlr«>l>on.tcr> ^^ 
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So, after a bit, it seemed to him there was too little of 
it there — that it came slowly, with his back to the wall 
and only those who cared to go (or him within reach — 
for the crowd was dense, too dense for loading and fir- 
ing. Dense with a hustling, horrified wonder, a con- 
fused prodding of bayonets. So, without a sound, be 
charged ahead, hacking, hewing, never pausing, not even 
making for freedom, but going for the thickest silently. 

" Amuk! Sayia! A-muk!" The yell that he was mad, 
possessed, rang hideously as men tumbled over each 
other in their hurry to escape, their hurry to have at this 
wild beast, this devil, this horror. And they were right. 
He was possessed. He was life instinct with death; 
filled with but one desire — to kill, or to be killed 
quickly. 

" Saiya! Amuk! Saiya!~out of his way — out of bis 
way! Amuk! Saiya! Fate is with him 1 The gods are 
with liim. Saiya! Amuk!" 

So, by chance, not method; so by sheer terror as well 
as hacking and hewing, the tall figure found itself, with 
but a stagger or two, outside the wooden gates, out on 
the city road, out among the gardens and the green trees. 
And then, " Hip. hip, hurray! " His ringing cheer rose 
with a sort of laugh in it. For yonder was her house! — 
her house! 

" Hip, hip, hurray! " As he ran, as he had run in races 
at school, bis young face glad, the fingers on the triggers 
behind him wavered in sheer superstitious funk, and two 
troopers coming down the road wheeled back as from a 
mad dog. The scarlet coat with its gold epaulettes went 
crashing into a group red-handed with their spoil, out of 
it impartially into a knot of terrified bystanders, while 
down the lane left behind it by the hacking and hewing 
came bullet after bullet; the fingers on the triggers 
wavered, but some found a billet. One badly. He 
stumbled in the dust and his left arm tell oddly. But 
the right still hacked and hewed as he ran, though the 
crowd lessened ; though it grew thin, too thin for his pur- 
pose; or else his sight was failing. But there, to the 
right, the devils seemed thicker again. " Hip. hip, hoo- 
ray! " No! trees. Only trees to hew — a garden — 
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perhaps the garden about her house — then, " Hip, 

He fell headlong on his face, biting the soft earth in 
sheer despite as he fell. 

■■ Don't touch him, brothers! " said one of the two or 
three who had followed at a distance, as they might have 
followed a mad dog, which they hoped others would meet 
and kill. " Provoke him not, or the demon possessing 
him may possess us. 'Tis never safe to touch till they 
have been dead a watch. Then the poison leaves them. 
Krishnjee, save us! Saw you how he turned our lead? " 

" He has eaten mine, I'll swear," pul in another sepoy 
boastfully, pointing gingerly with his booted foot to a 
round scorched hole in the red coat. " The muzzle was 
against him as I fired." 

" And mine shall be his portion too." broke in a new 
arrival breathlessly, preparing to fire at the prostrate 
foe; but the first speaker knocked aside the barrel with an 
oath. 

" Not while I stand by, since devils choose the best 
men. As 'tis, having women in our houses 'twere best 
to take precautions." He stooped down as he spoke, 
and muttering spells the while, raised a little heap of dust 
at the lad's head and feet and outstretched arms — a little 
cross of dust, as it were, on which the young body lay 
impaled. 

" What is't?" asked a haughty-looking native officer, 
pausing as he rode by. 

" 'Tis a hell-doomed who went possessed, and Dittu 
makes spells to keep him dead," said one. 

" Fool! " muttered the man. " He was drunk, likely. 
They get like that, the cursed ones, when they take wine." 
And he spat piously on the red coat as he passed on. So 
they left the lad there lying face down in the growing 
gloom, hedged round by spells to keep him from harming 
women. Left him for dead. 

But the scoffer had been right. He was drunk, but 
with the Elixir of Life and Love which holds a soul cap- 
tive from the clasp of Death for a space. So, after a 
time, the cross of dust gave up its victim: he staggered 
to his feet again; and so, tumbling, falling, rising to fall 
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again, he made his way to the haven nhere he wotilJ be. 
to the side of a dead woman. 

And the birds, startled from their roosting -places by 
the stumbling, falling figure, waited, fiunenng over the 
topmost branches for it to pass, or paused among them 
to fill up the time with a last twittering song of good- 
night to the day; for the sun still lingered in the heat- 
haze on the horizon as if loath to take its glow from that 
corona of red dust above the northern wall of Delhi, mute 
sign of the only protest made as yet by the master against 
mutiny. 

And now he had left the city to its own devices. The 
rebels were free to do as they liked. The three thou- 
sand disciplined soldiers, more or less, might have 
marched out, had they chose, and annihilated the hand- 
ful of loyal men about the Flagstaff Tower. But it was 
sunset — sunset in Rumzan. And the eyes of thousands, 
deprived even of a drop of water since dawn, were watch- 
ing the red globe sink in the West, hungrily, thirstily; 
their ears were attuned but to one sound— the firework 
signal from the big mosque that the day's fast was over. 
The ver)- children on the roofs were watching, listening, 
so as to send the joyful news that day was done, in shrill 
voices to their elders below, waiting with their water- 
pots ready in their hands. 

Then, in good truth, there was no set purpose from 
one end of the city to another. From the Palace to the 
meanest brothel which had belched forth its vilest to swell 
the tide of sheer rascality which had ebbed and flowed all 
day, the one thought was still, " What does it mean? 
How long will it last? Where is the master? " 

So men ate and drank their fill first, then looked at 
each other almost suspiciously, and drifted away to do 
what pleased them best. Some to the Palace to swell 
the turmoil of bellicose loyalty to the King — loyalty 
which sounded unreal, almost ridiculous, even as it was 
spoken. Others to plunder while they could. The 
bungalows had long since been rifled, the very church 
bells thrown down and broken; for the time had been 
ample even for wanton destruction. Rut the city 
remained. And while shops were being looted iu- 
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coiild know nothing of this — he would not dare — and 
suddenly the hot blood tingled through every vein as she 
lay all unconsciously enjoying the return to the easeful 
idleness and luxury she had renounced. Uut if he did 
dare? If it was not mere anger which brought bewilder- 
ment to heart and brain, as she hid her face from the dim 
light which fihered in through the lattice — the dim, 
scented, voluptuous Hght from which she had fled once to 
purer air? 

And not a hundred yards away from where she was 
trying to steady her bounding pulse, Abool-Bukr him- 
self was bawling away at his favorite love-song to a cir- 
cle of intimates, all of whom he had already provided 
with places on the civil list. His head was full of prom- 
ises, his skin as full of wine as it could be, and he not be 
a mere wastrel unable to enjoy life. For Abool-Bukr 
gave care to this; since to be dead drunk was sheer loss 
of time. 



Here his effort to combine gesture with song nearly 
caused him to fall off the steps, and roused a roar of 
laughter from some sepoys bivouacking under the trees 
hard by. Rut Mirza Moghul. passing hastily to an audi- 
ence with (he King, frowned. To-day, when none knew 
what might come, the Queen might have her way so far; 
but this idle drunkard must be got rid of soon. He 
would offend the pious to begin with, and then he could 
not be trusted. Who could trust a man who hati been 
known to lure back his hawk because a bird's gay feath- 
ers shone in the sunshine? 

But Ahsan-Oolah, dismissed from feehng the royal 
pulse once more, by the Mirza's audience, paused as he 
passed to recommend a cooling draught if the Inspector- 
General of Cavalry wanted to keep his head clear. It 
was the physician's panacea for excitement of all kinds. 
But an exhibition of steel would have done better on the 
nth of May. 

There was no one, however, to administer it to Delhi, 
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" I oemAT TOO to leave, sir. Bebere me. there is 
nodiiaK ebe to be dooe now. Il wiD be dark in baU an 
honr. and ire dull need ererr nmintc of tbe n^t to 
reach KitmaL 

It wat «ud openljr ooir by many roices. It had been 
hinled ftrM wh«R, the corona of red dnst having jost 
tprtmg to hide the nretttng white dome of tbe distant 
moufoe, a dinna] procewion had come sknrlv up tbe 
Meep road to tbe tower witfa a gfaactly additioa to tbe 
little knot of white bees there dow^. tlowlv. the drims 
of the oxen whacking and jibtnf; at tfaem as if tbe cart 
held U>g% or refiiw. aiif ihe dri\'ing of it were qnite com- 
monplace. Yet to a way the six bodies of Eoglisfa gen- 
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ticmen it held were welcome additions; since it was 
something to see a dear face even when it is dead. But 
they were fateful additions, making tlie disloyal 38th regi- 
ment, posted furthest from the Tower — partly com- 
manded by it and the guns, in case of accident — shift 
restlessly. If others had done such work, ought not 
they to be up and doing? And now another procession 
came filing up from the city — the two guns returning 
from the Cashmere gate. They came on sullenly, slowly, 
yet still they came on; another few minutes and the refu- 
gees would have been the stronger, the chances of 
mutiny weaker. The 38th saw this. Their advanced 
picket rushed out, drove ofT the gunners and the offi- 
cers, and, fixing bayonets, forced the drivers to wheel 
and set off down the road again at a trot. And down the 
road, commanded by other guns, they went unchecked; 
for the refugees did not dare to give the order to fire, lest 
it should be disobeyed. The effect, we read, would 
probably have been " that the guns would have been 
swung round and fired on the orderers; and so not an 
European would have escaped to tell the tale; this catas- 
trophe, however, was mercifidly averted and the crisis 
passed over." It reads strangely, but once more, there 
omen and children to think of. And few men are 
strong enough to say, much less set it down in black and 
white as John Nicholson did, that the protection " of 
women and children in some crises is such a very minor 
consideration that it ceases to be a consideration at all." 
Still, it began to be patent to atl that there was little 
good in remaining in a place where they did not dare 
to defend themselves. There were carriages and horses 
ready; the road to Karnal was still fairly safe. Would 
it not be better to retreat? But the Brigadier held out. 
^_ He had, in deference partly to others, wholly for the sake 
^L of his helpless charges, weakened the city post. Why 
^H should he have done that if he meant to abandon his 
^B own? Then he was an old sepoy officer who had served 
^B boy and man in one reg;iment, rising to its command at 
^1 last, and he was loath to believe that the 38th regiment, 
^B which had been specially commended to him by his own, 
^B would turn against him, if only he were free to handle it. 
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And this hope gained color from the fact, that to him 
personally and to his direct orders, the regimenl was still 
cheerfully obedienL 

So the waiting went on, and there were no signs of the 
74th returning. What had happened? Fresh disaster? 
The voices urging retreat grew louder. 

" Have it your own way, gentlemen," said tlie Briga- 
dier at last. " The women and children had better go. at 
any rate, and they will need protection; so let all retire 
who will, and in what way seems best to them. I stay 
here." 

So on foot, on horseback, in carriages, the exodus be- 
gan forthwith; hastening more rapidly when the first 
man to jump from the embrasure at the Cashmere gate 
arrived with that tale of hopeless calamity. 

But still the Brigadier refused to join the rout. He 
had been hanging on the skirts of Hope all day, trying, 
wisely or unwisely, to shield women and children behind 
lliat frail shelter. So he had been tied hand and foot. 
Now he would be free. True! the mystery of oncoming 
dusk made thai red city in the distance loom larger, but 
a handful of desperate men unhampered, with plenty of 
ammunition, might hold such a post as the Flagstaff 
Tower till help arrived. He meant to tri,- it, at any rate. 
Then nearly half of the 74th had got away safely — they 
were long in turning up certainh— but when they came 
they would form a nucleus. The 54th were not all bad, or 
they would not have saved their ilajor. Even the 38th, 
if tliey could once be got awa\ from the sight of weak- 
ness, from tliat ghastly cart with its mute witness to 
successful murder, might respond to a familiar common- 
place order. They were creatures of habit, with drill 
bom in the blood, bred in the bone. 

" I stay here," he said shortly. Said it again, even 
when neither the escaped officers nor men turned up. 
Said it again, when the guns rolled off toward Meenit. 
leaving him face to face ivith a sprinkling of the 74ih and 
54th, and the mass of the 38th, sullen, but still obedient. 

The sun. now sonit liint.' sfi, li.i.l lei; ;i rlaming pen- 
nant in tlie sky. baii: irizon with 
a blood-red glow n .-.-haze, and 
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the quick chill of color which in India conies witli the lack 
of sunlight, even while ils heat hngers to the touch, had 
fallen upon all things — upon the red Ridge, upon the 
distant line of trees marking the canal, upon the level 
plain between them where all the familiar landmarks of 
cantonment life still showed clearly, despite the darken- 
ing sky. Guard-rooms, lines, bells-of-arms, wide parade- 
grounds — all the familiar surroundings of a sepoy's life, 
and behind them that red flare of a day that was done. 

" There is no use, sir, in stopping longer," said the 
Brigade- major, almost compassionately, to the figure 
which sat its horse steadfastly, but with a despondent 
droop of the shoulders. 

" No possible use, sir," echoed the StafT Doctor kindly. 
The three were facing westward, for that vain hope of 
help from the east had been given up at last; and behind 
them, barely audible, was the faint Jium of the distant 
city. A shaft of cormorants flying jheei-ward with 
barbed arrow head, trailed across the purpling sky; be- 
low them the red pennant was fading steadily. The day 
was done. But to one pair of eyes there seemed still 
a hope, still a last appeal to something beyond east or 
west. 

"Bugler! sound the assembly!" 

The Brigadier's voice rang sharp over the plain, and 
was followed, quick as an echo, quick from that habit of 
obedience on which so much depended, by the cheerful 
notes. 

"Come — to the co-lors! Come quick, come all — 
come quick, come all — come quick! Quick! Come to 
the colors! " 

Last appeal to honor and good faith, to memory and 
confidence. But they had passed with the day. Yet not 
quite, for as the rocks and stones, the distant lines, the 
familiar landmarks gave back the call, a solitary figure, 
trim and smart in the uniform of the loyal 74th, fell in 
and saluted, 

In all that wide plain one man true to his salt, heroic 

'■■ standing alone in the dusk. A nameless figure, 

"•' another hero. Yet better so, when we remem- 

Jut a few hours before his regiment had volun- 
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tccrcd to a man against their comrades and their country! 
So sepoy , of company , can stand there, out- 
lined against the dying day upon the parade-ground at 
Delhi, as a type of others who might have stood there 
also, but for the lack of that cloud of dust upon the 
Meerut road. 

Brigadier Graves wheeled his horse slowly northward; 
but at the sight the sepoys of the 38th, still friendly "o 
him personally, crowded round him urging speed. It 
was no place for him, they said. No place for the 
master. 

Palpably not. It was time, indeed, for the thud of 
retreating hoofs to end the incident, so far as the mas- 
ter was concerned; the actual finale of the tragic mistake 
being a disciplined tramp, as the sepoy who had fallen in 
at the last Assembly fell out again, at his own word of 
command, and followed the master doggedly. He was 
killed fighting for us soon afterward. 

" God be praised! " said the 38th, as with curious de- 
liberation they took possession of the cantonments. 
"That is over! He has gone in safety, and we have 
kept the promise given to our brothers of the 56th not 
to harm him." So, joined by their comrades from the 
city, they set guards and gave out rations, with double 
and treble doses of rum. Played the master, in fact, 
perfectly; until, in the darkness, a rumble arose upon the 
road, and one-half of the actors fled cityward inconti- 
nently and the olher half went to bed in their huts like 
good boys. But it was not the troops from Meerut at 
last. It was only their old friends the guns, once more 
brought back from the fugitives by comrades who had 
finally decided to stand by the winning side. 

So the question has once more to be asked. " What 
would have happened, if. even at that eleventh hour, there 
really had been a cloud of dust on the Meerut road? 

As it was, confidence and peace were restored. In 
the city they had never been disturbed. It seemed 
weary, bewildered by the topsy-turvy do m of the dav, 
desirous chiefly of sleep and dreams. So that Kate Erl- 
ton. peering out through a chink in the wood-store, felt 
that if she were ever to escape from the slow starvatio" 
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which stared her in the face, she could choose no better 
time than this, when traffii: had ceased, and the moon had 
not yet risen. She had settled that her best chance lay 
in creeping along the wall at first, then, taking advantage 
of the gardens, cutting across to that same sally-port 
through which the heroes of the magazine had told her 
they had made their escape. She did not know the exact 
situation, btu she could surely find it. Besides, the ruins 
would most likely be deserted, and the other gales of the 
city, even if they were not dosed for the night, as the 
gate here was, would be guarded. Once out of the city. 
she meant to make for the Flagstaff Tower; for, of 
course, she knew nothing of its desertion. 

So she set the door ajar softly, and crept out. And 
as she did so, the whiteness of her own dress, even in 
the dense blackness, startled her, and roused the trivial 
wish that she had put on her navy-blue cotton instead, 
as she had meant to do that day. Strange! how a mere 
chance — the word was like a spur always, and she crept 
along the wall, hoping that the smoking, flaring fire of 
refuse in the opposite corner, round which the guard 
were silting, so as to be free of mosquitoes, might dazzle 
their eyes. It was her only chance, however, so she must 
risk it. Then suddenly, under her foot, she felt some- 
thing long, cun-ed. snakelike. It was all she could do 
not to scream: but she set her teeth, and trod down 
hard with all her strength, her heart beating wildly in 
the awful suspense. But nothing struck her, there was 
no movement. Had she killed it? Her hand went down 
in the dark with a terror in it test her touch should light 
on the head— perhaps within reach of the fangs. But 
she forced herself to the touch, telling herself she was a 
coward, a fool. 

Thank Heaven! no snake after all. only a rope. A 
rope that must have been used for tethering a horse, for 
here under her foot was straw, rustling horribly. No. 
not now— that was something soft. A blanket: a horse s 
double blanket, dark as the darkness itself. Here was a 
chance, indeed. She caught it up and paused deliber- 
ately in the darkest corner of the square, to slip oH shoes 
fciP"^ Setticoats and bodice: so. in the scanUest 





of costumes, winding the long blanket round her, as a 
skirt and veil in ayah's fashion. Her face could be hid- 
den by a modest down-drop over it, her white hands 
hidden away by the modest drawing of a fold across her 
mouth. Her feet, then, were the only danger, and the 
dust would darken them. She must risk that anyhow. 
So, boldly, she slipped out of the corner, and made for 
the gale, remembering to her comfort that it was not 
England where a lonely woman might be challenged all 
the more for iier loneliness. In this heathen land, that 
down-dropped veil hedged even a poor grass-cutter's 
wife about with respect. What is more, even if she 
were challenged, her proper course would be to be silent 
and hurry on. But no one challenged her, and she 
passed on into the denser shadows of the church garden 
to regain her breath; for it had gone somehow. Why, 
she knew not; she had not felt frightened. Then the 
question came, what next? Get to the magazine, some- 
how; but the strain of looking forward seemed far worse 
than the actual doing, so she went on without settling 
anjlhing, save that she would avoid roads, and give the 
still smoking roofless bungalows as wide a birth as pos- 
sible, lest, in the dark, she should come on some dead 
thing — a friend perhaps. And with the thought came 
that of Alice Gissing. The house lay right on her path 
to the magazine. Surely she must be near it now. Was 
that the long sweep of its roof against the sky? If she 
could see so much, the moon must be rising, and she 
could have no time to lose. As she crept along through 
the garden, she wondered why the bungalow had not 
been burned like the others. Perhaps the ayah's friends 
had saved it, or, perhaps, there had not been much to 
attract them in the liltle hired house. Or. perhaps^ — — 
Hark! She crouched back, from voices close beside 
her, and doubled a bit: but they seemed to follow her. 
And straight ahead the trees ended, and she must brave 
the open space by the house itself; unless, indeed, she 
slipped by the row of servant's houses to the veranda, 
and so — through the rooms — gain the further side 
she might hide in the house till these 
There they were again! She made a 





Ofmni^ oa to tl _ 

into the smIc voaatfa. She coold grt ool agun. tbeccfoiv. 
by this fnrtber door. Bat it was boked. She uodid tbe 
bolts, onlir to find tt hasped oo the ootnde. A fevliiig of 
being trapped seized apon ber. She ran to the oihrr 
door. Hasped also. TTie drawii^-rooin door? Firmer 
even than the otbers. But what a fooi she was to feel 
so irightened, when 5h« could always go out as she hail 
come in when the ^-oices had passed. She stole back 
softly, knowing they must be just outside, ami almost 
fancying, in her alann. that she heard a step in the 
veranda. Out there was the glimmering stjiiare of 
escape, open. \o! shut too! shut from the outside. 

Had they seen her and shut the door? Ami there, 
indeed, were footsteps! Loud footsteps and voices com- 
ing up the long Bight of steps which led to the verantla 
from the road. Coming straight, and she locked in, 
helpless. 

She threw up her hands involuntarily at a bright tln^th 
in the veranda. Was it lightning? No! a pistol shot, n 
quick ciirse, a fall. A yell of rage, a rush of llmwe (ci't 
upon the steps, and then another flash. anothiT, and 
another! More curses and a confuscil claHhinu;! She 
[ stood as if turned to stone, listening. Hark I down Ihe 
)s, surely, this time, anollier rush, a cry, a scutlle. a 
Then, loud and unmistakalilf. a laiik'hl Then 




tns! what was it? What had hflppen«dr 
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She shook at ihe door gently, but still there was silence. 
Then, gripping the woodwork, she tried to peer out. But 
she could only see the bit of veranda in front of her 
which, being latticed in and hung with creepers, was 
very dark. The rest was invisible from within. She 
leaned her ear on the glass and listened. Was that a 
faint breathing? "Who's there?" she cried softly; but 
there was no answer. She sank down on the floor in 
sheer bewilderment and tried to think what to do, and 
after a time, a faint glimmer of the rising moon aiding 
her, she went round to every door and tried it again. 
All locked inside and out. And now she could see that 
the house had been pillaged to the uttermost. There 
was literally nothing left in it. Nothing to aid her 
fingers if she tried to open the doors. By breaking the 
upper panes of glass, of course, she could undo the top 
bolt, but how was she to reach the bottom ones behind 
the lower panels? And why? why had they been 
locked? Who had locked the one by which she had 
come in? What was there that needed protection in 
that empty house. Was there by chance someone else? 
Then, suddenly, the remembrance of what she had left 
lying in the end room hours before came back to her. 
She had forgotten it utterly in her alarm and she crept 
back to see if Alice Gissing still kept her company. The 
bed was gone, but by the steadily growing glimmer of 
the moon she could see something lying on the floor in 
the very center of the room. Something strangely 
orderly, with a look of care and tidiness about it: but not 
white — and her dress had been white. Kate knelt down 
beside it and touched the still figure gently. What had 
it been covered with? Some -sort of network, fine — 
silken — crimson. An officer's sash surely! And now 
her eyes becoming accustomed to what lay before them. 
and the light growing, she saw that the curly head rested 
on an officer's scarlet coat. The gold epaulettes were 
arranged neatly on either side the delicate ears so as not 
to touch them. Who had done this? Then that step 
she had thought she heard in the veranda must have b« " 
a real one. Someone must have been watchir>" *' 
woman. 
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She was at the door in an instant rapping at a pane, 
"Herbert! Herbert! are you there? Herbert! Her- 
bert!" He might have ilone this thing. He might 
have come over from Meerut, for he liad ioved the dead 
woman, he had loved her dearly. 

But there was no answer. Then wrapping the blanket 
round her hand she dashed it through the pane, and 
removing the glass, managed to crane out a little. She 
could see better so. Was that someone, or only a heap 
of clothes in the shadow of the corner by the inner wall? 
By this time the moonlight was shining white on the 
orange-trees on the further side of the road. She could 
see beyond them to the garden, but nothing of the road 
itself, nothing of the steep flight o( steps leading down 
to it; a balustrade set with pots iilhng up all but the 
center arch prevented that, 

"Herbert!" she cried again louder, "is that you?" 
But there was not a sound. 

God in heaven! who lay there? dying or dead? heli>- 
lessness broke down her self-control at last, and she crept 
back into the room, back to the old companionship, cry- 
ing miserably. Ah! she was so tired, so weary of it all. 
So glad to rest! A sense of real physical relief came to 
her body as, for the first time for long, long hours, she 
let her muscles slacken, and to her mind as slie let herself 
crj- on, like a child, forgetting the cause of grief in the 
grief itself. Forgetting even that after a lime in sheer 
rest; so that the moon, when it had climbed high enough 
to peep in through the closed doors, found her asleep, 
her arms- spread out over the crimson network, her head 
resting on what lay beneath it. But she slept dream- 
fully and once her voice rose in the quick anxious tones 
of those who talk in their sleep. 

"Freddy! Freddy!" she called. "Save Freddy, 
someone! Never mind, ayah! He is only a hoy. and 

the other, the other may " Then her words merged 

into each other uncertainly, after the manner of dreamers, 
and she slept sounder. 

Soundest of all. however, in the cool before the dawn; 
' 'He did not wake with a stealthy foot in the side 
lalthy hand on the hasp outside; did not 
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wake even when Jim Douglas stood beside her, looking 
down vexedly on the blanket-shrouded figure pillowed 
on the body he came to seek. For he had been delayed 
by a thousand difficulties, and though the shallow grave 
was ready dug in the garden, the presence of this 
native — even though a woman, apparently — must make 
his tasC longer. Was it a woman? One hand on his 
revolver, he laid the other on the sleeper's shoulder. His 
touch brought Kate to her feet blindly, without a cry, to 
meet Fate. 

"My God! Mrs. Erlton!" he cried, and she recog- 
nized his voice at once. Fate indeed! His chance and 
hers. His chance and hers! 

She stood half stupefied by her dreams, her waking; 
but he, after his nature, was ready in a second for action, 
and broke in on his own wondering questions im- 
patiently. " But we are losing time. Quick! you must 
get to some safer place before dawn. Twist that blanket 
right — let me, please. That will do. Now, if you will 
follow close, I must get you hidden somewhere for to- 
day, It is too near dawn for anything else. Come! " 

She put out her hand vaguely, as if to stave his swift 
decision away, and. looking in her face, he recognized 
that she must have time, that he must curb his own 
energy. 

" Then it was you who fired," she said in a dull voice, 
" You who shut me in here? You who killed those 
voices. Why didn't you answer when I called, when I 
thought it was Herbert? It was very unkind — very 
unkind." 

He stared at her for a second, and then his hand went 
out and closed on hers firmly. "Mrs. Erlton) I'm 
going to save you if I can. Come. I don't know what 
you're talking about, and there is no time for talk. 
Come." 

So, hand in hand, they passed into the side veranda, 
through which he had entered, and so, since the nearest 
way to the city lay down that flight of steps, to tlie front 
one. 

" Take care," he cried, half-stumbling himep 
forcing her to avoid something that 'a' 
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against the wall. It was a dead man. And there, upon 
the steps which showed white as marble in the moon- 
light, were two others in a heap. A third lower down, 
ghasther still, lying amid dark stains marring the white- 
ness, and with a gaping cut clearly visible on the 
shoulder. 

But that still further down! Jim Douglas gave a 
cjuick cry, dropped Kate's hand, and was on his knees 
beside the tall young figure — coatless, its white shirt 
stiff with blood, which lay head downward on the last 
steps as if it had pitched forward in some mad pursuit. 
As he turned it over on its back gently, the young face 
showed in the moonlight stern, yet still exultant, and the 
sword, still clenched in the stiff right hand, rattled on 
the steps. 

■' Mainwaring! I don't understand," he said, looking 
up bewildered into Kate's face. The puzzle had gone 
from it; she semed roused to life again, 

" I understand now," .she said softly, and as she spoke 
she stooped and raised the boy's head tenderly in her 
hands. " Don't let us leave him here," she went on 
eagerly, hastily. " Leave him there, beside — beside — 
her." 

Jim Douglas made no reply. He understood also 
dimly, and he only signed to her to take the feet instead. 
So together they managed to place that dead weight 
within the threshold and close the door. 

Then Jim Douglas held out his hand again, but there 
was a new friendliness in its grip. "Come!" he said, 
and there was a new ring in his voice, " the night is far 
spent, the day is at hand." 

It was true. As they stepped from the now waning 
moonlight into the shadow of the trees, the birds, begin- 
ning to dream of dawn, shifted and twittered faintly 
among the branches. And once, startling them both, 
there was a louder rustling from a taller tree, a flutter of 
broad white wings to a perch nearer the city, a half- 
sleepy cry of: 

' Decn! Dcen! Fultch Mohammed! " 

' had time," mnttered Jim Douglas fiercely, " I 
nd wring that curse<f bird's neck I But fcM" 
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it " Kate's tigliier clssp on his band i 

an Bfipcal. and he wem on in sHcncc. 

So, as the};- slipped froni tiie gardenf^ inun the niem 
streets, the miKaams monotoaoos cliain begSD iram ifac 
sfaadciw^' minard of the bi|: mosque. 

" I*ra_ver k more than sleep! — than ste^l — 4han 
sleep'" 

Thf va^tB. vraf iar spenc: the dar was iDdeed at hand — 
and what would ii brtn|; forth' Tim Daogfas, with a 
sinking ai bis heart, told bimacB lie could ai least be 
tfaanktul that one da\' w^ done. 





BOOK IV. 
■• SUCH STUFF AS DREAMS ARE MADE OF." 



CHAPTER I. 



THE DEATH PLEDr.E, 

The outer court of the Palace lay steeped in the sun- 
shine of noon. Its hot rose-red walls and arcades seemed 
to shimmer in the glare, and the dazzle and glitter gave 
a strange air of unreality, of instability to all things. To 
the crowds of loungers taking their siesta in every arcade 
and every scrap of shadow, to the horses stabled in rows 
in the glare and the blaze, to the eager groups of new 
arrivals which, from time to time, came in from the outer 
world by the cool, dark tunnel of the Lahore gate to stand 
for a second, as if blinded by the shimmer and glitter, 
before becoming a part of that silent, drowsy stir of life. 

From an arch close to the inner entry to the precincts 
rose a monotonous voice reading aloud. The reader 
was evidently the author also, for his frown of annoy- 
ance was unmistakable at a sudden diversion caused by 
the entry of a dozen or more armed men, shouting at the 
top of their voices: " Padishah, Padishah, Padishah! We 
be fighters for. The Faith. Padishah! a blessing, a 
blessing t " 

A malicious laugh came from one of the listeners in 
the arcade — a woman shrouded in a Pathan veil. 

" 'Tis as well his Majesty hath taken another cooling 
draught." came her voice shrilly. " What with writing 
letters for help to the Huzoors to please Ahsan-Oolah 
and Elahi-Buksh, and blessing faith tn please the Queen, 
he hath enough to do in keeping his brain from getting 
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A\tzy with whirling this way and that. Mayhap faith 
will fail first, since it is not satisfied with blessings. They 
*re wimly ilict, and 1 beard Mahboob say an hour agone 
that there was too much faith for the Treasury. Lo! 
niooiishce-jcc, put that fact down among thy heroics — 
they need l>alance! " 

"Sure, niece Hafzan." reproved tbe old editor of the 
Conn Journal, " I see naught that needs it Syyed Ab- 
duDa's periods fit ibc case as peas fit a pod; they hang 
together." 

■■ As wc shall when the Huzoors reiurn," assented the 
voice from the veil. 

"They will return no more, woman!" said another. 
It belonged to a man who leaned against a pilaster, look- 
ing dreamily out into the glare where, after a brief strug- 
gle, the band of fighters for the faith had pushed aside 
tne timid door-keepers and forced their way to the inner 
garden. Through the open door they showed pictur- 
esquely, surging down the path, backed by green foliage 
and the white dome of the Pearl Mosque rising against 
the blue skv. 

" The Faithl The Faithl We come to fight ior the 
Faith! " 

Their cry echoed over the drowsy, dreaming crowds, 
making men lum over in their sleep; that was all. 

llul the dreaminess grew in the face looking at the 
vifttii through the open door till its eyes became like those 
Itntlli'elli gives tn bis Moses — the eyes of one who sees 
a jimmined land — and the dreamy voice went on: 

■' How ciin the\ return; seeing that He is l,ord and 
Master? Changing the Day to Darkness, the Darkness 
into Day. Holding the unsupported skies, proving His 
cxifttenec by His existence. Omnipotent. High in 
DffiTiity, the Avenger of His Faithful people." 

The olfl editor waggled his head with delighted appro- 
val; the autlior fidgeted over an eloquence not his own; 
but Hatzan's tiigh laugh rang cynically: 

" Thai ma\ be so, mi>si leamei! divine; yet I. Hafzan. 
Ihr harem scribe, write no orders nowadays for King 
rtr Otieen without the proviso of ' writ b\ a slave in pur- 
ee ni lawful order and under fear of death ' in some 
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quiet comer. For I have no fancy, see you, for hanging, 
even if it be in good company. But, go on with thy lead- 
ing article, moonshee-iee. I will interrupt no more." 

" Thus by a single revolution of time the state of affairs 
is completely reversed.* and the great and memorable 
event which took place four days ago must be looked 
upon as a practical warning to the uninformed and care- 
less, namely the British officers and those who never 
dreamed of the decline and fall of their government, but 
who have now convincing proof of what has been writ- 
ten in the Indchble Tablets by God. The following 
brief account, therefore, of the horrible and memorable 
events is given here solely for the sake of those still in- 
clined to treat them as a dream. On Monday, the i6th 
of Rumzan, that holy month in which the Word of God 
came down to earth, and in which, for all time, lies tiic 
Great Night of Power, the courts being open early on 
account of the hot weather, the magistrate discharging 
his wonted duties, suddenly the bridge toll-keeper ap- 
peared, informing him that a tew Toork troopers had 
first crossed the bridge " 

The dreamy-faced divine turned in sharp reproach. 
" Not so, Syyed-jee. The vision came first — the vision 
of the blessed Lord AH seen by the muezzin. Wouldst 
make this time as other times, and deny the miracles by 
which it is attested as of God?" 

'■ Miraclesl " echoed Hafzan. " I see no miracle in an 
old man on a camel." 

The divine frowned. " Nor in a strange white bird 
with a golden crown, which hovered over the city giving 
the sacred cry? Nor in the fulfillment of Ilussan 
Askuri's dream? " 

Hafzan burst into shrill laughter. " Hussan Askuri! 
Lol Moulvie Mohammed Ismail, didst thou know the 
arch dreamer as 1. thou wouldst not credit his miracles. 
He dreams to the Queen's orders as a bear dances to the 
whip. And as thou knowest, my mistress hath the knack 
of jerking the puppet strings. She hath been busy these 
days, and even the Princess Farkhoonda " 

" What of the Princess? " asked the newswriter, 
eagerly, nibbling his pen in anticipation. 
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" Nay, not sot " retorted Hafzan. " I give no news 
nowadays, since I cannot set " spoken under fear of 
death ' upon the words," 

She rose as she spoke, yet lingered, to stand a second 
beside the divine and say in a softer tone, " Dreams are 
not safe, even to the pious, as thou, Moulvie-sahib. A 
bird is none the less a bird because it is strange to Delhi 
and hath been taught to speak. That it was seen all 
kn"w; yet for all that, it may be one of Hussan Askuri's 
tri- ks." 

*' Let it be so. wximan," retorted Mohammed Ismail 
almost fiercely, "is there not miracle enough and to spare 
without it? Did not the sun rise four days ago upon 
infidels in power? Where are they now? Were there 
not two thousand of them in Meenit? Did they strike 
a blow? Did they strike one here? Where is their 
strength? Gone! I tell thee — gone!" 

Hafzan laid a veiled clutch on his arm suddenly and 
her other hand, widening the folds of her shapeless form 
mysteriously, pointed into the blaze and shimmer of sun- 
light. " It lies there, Moulvie-sahib, it lies there," she 
said in a passionate whisper, " for God is on their side," 

It was a pitiful little group to which she pointed. A 
woman, her mixed blood showing in her (ace, her 
Christianity in her dress, being driven along hke a sheep 
to the shambles across the courtyard. She clasped a year- 
old baby to her breast and a handsome httle fellow of 
three toddled at her skirts. She paused in a scrap of 
shade thrown by a tree which grew beside a small cistern 
or reservoir near the middle of the court, and shifted the 
heavy child in her arms, looking round, as she did so. 
with a sort of wild, fierce fear, like that of a hunted ani- 
mal. The cluster of sepoys who had made their prisoner 
over to the Palace guard turned hastily from the sight; 
but the guard drove her on with coarse jibes. 

" The rope dangles close. Moulvie-jee," came Hafzan's 
voice again. "Ropes, said I? Gentle ropes? Nayl 
only as the wherewithal to tie writhing limbs as they roast. 
If thou hast a taste for visions, pious one. tell me what 
thou seest ahead for the murderers of such poor souls? " 

"Murderers," echoed Mohammed Ismail swiftly; 
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" there is no talk of murder. 'Tis against our religion. 
Have I not signed the edict against it? Have we not pro- 
tested against the past iuitjuity of criminals, and ignorant 
beasts, and vile libertines like Prince Abool-13ukr, who 
take advantage " 

"He was too drunk for much evil, learned one!" 
sneered Hafzan. " Godly men do worse than he in their 
own homes, as I know to my cost. As for thine edict! 
Take it to the Princess Farkhoonda. She is a simple 
soul, though she holds the vilest liver of Delhi in a 
leash. But the Queen — the Queen is of different mettle, 
as you edict-signers will find. There are nigh fifty such 
prisoners in the old cook-room now. Wherefore? " 

■* For safety. There are nigh forty in the city police 
station also." 

Hafzan gathered her folds closer, " Truly thou art a 
simple soul, pious divine. Dost not think there is a dif- 
ference, still, between the Palace and the city? But 
God save all women, black or white, say I ! Save them 
from men, and since we be all bound to hell together 
by virtue of our sex, then will it be a better place than 
Paradise by having fewer men in it." 

She flung her final taunts over her shoulder at her 
hearers as she went limping off. 

" Heed her not, most pious! " said her uncle apologeti- 
cally. " She hath been mad against men ever since hers, 
being old and near his end, took her, a child, and " 

But Moulvie Mohammed Ismail was striding across the 
courtyard to the long, low, half-ruinous shed in which 
the prisoners were kept. 

" Have they proper food and water? " he asked sharply 
of the guard. " The King gave orders for it." 

" It comes but now! " replied the sergeant glibly, 
pointing to a file of servants bearing dishes which were 
crossing the courtyard from the royal kitchens. The 
Moulvie gave a sigh of relief, for Hafzan's hints had 
alarmed him. These same helpless prisoners lay on his 
conscience, since he and his like were mainly responsi- 
ble for the diligent search for Christians which had been 
going on during the last few days; for it was not to be 
tolerated that the faithful should risk salvation by con- 




ctaliiig them. The proper course was plain, unmistak- 
abJe. They should be given up to the authorities and 
be made into good Mohammedans; by persuasion it 
possible, if not, by force. In truth the Moulvie dreamed 
already of ninety and odd wilhng converts, as a further 
manifestation of divine favor. Perhaps more; though 
most of these ill-advised attempts at concealment must 
have come to an end by now. 

Tiiey had indeed; those four days of peace, of hourly 
increasing religious enthusiasm for a cause so evidently 
favored by High Heaven, had made it well nigh impossi- 
ble to carry on a task attempted by so many, when it 
seemed likely to last for a few hours only. 

Even Jim Douglas told himself he must fail unless he 
could get help. He had succeeded so far, simply because 
— by a mere chance — he had, not one but several, places 
of concealment ready to his hand without the necessity 
for taking anyone into his confidence. For he had found 
it convenient in his work to have cities of refuge, as it 
were, where he could escape from curiosity or change 
a disguise at leisure. The shilling or so a month re- 
quired for the rent of a room in some tenement house 
being more than repaid by the sense of security the pos- 
session gave him. It was to one of these, therefore, that 
he look Kale on the dawn of the I2lh, leaving her locked 
up in it alone; till night enabled him to take her on to 
another; so by constant change managing to escape sus- 
picion. But as the days passed in miraculous peace, he 
recognized the hopelessness of continuing this life for 
long. To begin with, Kate's nerves could not stand it. 
She was brave enough, but she had an imagination, and 
what woman with that could stand being left alone in the 
ilark (or twelve hours at a time, never knowing if the slow 
starvation, which would be her fate if anything untoward 
happened to him, had not already begun? He could not 
expect her to stand it, when three days of something far 
less difficult had left him haggard, his ner\'es unstrung; 
left him with the possibility looming in the future of his 
losing his self-control some day. and going madly for the 
whole world as young Mainwaring had done. Not that 
he cared for Kate's safely so much, as that the mere 
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_ t o! faSore roased a beasC-tike f«roctt> in him. 
Sow ss be waadered restlessly about the oitv, waitiitg io % 
fercr of npatKHce For some sign ot the wurld without 
ihoBe rane-rad walls — waiting liay by day, with a growing 
ten^icsl ol rage. Eot the night to reCurii and let him cr«ry 
up some dark stairs and assure hiniicli oE a womau's 

safety, he was piecing together a plaii itt case Of 

what? In case the stories he htanl in the bazaars were 
ime? N'o! that was impossible, flow could the Eng- 
lish have been wiped out of India? Vet as he saw the 
desened shops being reopened in solemn pn.Kessioii by 
an tM pantaloon on an eEephani calling hitttseh the 
Emperor, when he saw Abool-Bukr letting off siiuibs 
id general rejoicing over the re-estabhshment of Moham- 
medan empire; above all when he saw the tide o£ hfe 
retuming to the streets, his mad desire to strike a blow 
and smash the sham was tempered by an almost tttibear- 
able ctiriostty as to what had really happened. But he 
dared not tty- and find out. L'seless though he knew it 
was, he hung round the quarter where Kate lay concealed 
for the day. feeling a certain consolation in knowing that 
he was as close to her as he d^red to be. Such a hfe was 
manifestly impossible, and so, bit by bit. his plan grew. 
Yet, when it had grown, he almost shrank hxtm it. so 
strange did it seem, in its linking of the past with the 
presenL For Kate must pass as his wife — his sick wife, 
hidden, as Zora had been, on some terraced roof, with 
Tara as her ser\-ant: he. meanwhile, passing as an .\lghan 
horse-dealer, kept from retuming Xorth. like others of 
his trade, by this illness in his house. The plan was per- 
fecdy feasible if Tara would consent. .\nd jini IXiuelas. 
though he ignored his own certainty, never really doubted 
that she would. He had not been bom in the mist- 
covered mountains of the North for nothing, Tlieir 
mysticism was part of his nature, and he felt that he had 
saved her for this; that for this, and this only, he had 
played that childish bill successful cantrip with her hair. 
In a way, was no* fhe diathetic idyl on the roof with little 
Zora but a rehearsal of a tragedv— a rehearsal without 
which he coulrl nrrf have played his part ? Strange thread 
"* *■'- ■■- ■' llinking these women together! and though 
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lie ilirnnk fnnii admitting its very existence, it gave him 
"."onrulcncc llial tlic whole would hang together securely. 
Si) that when he sought Tara out, his only real doubt was 
whether it would he wiser to tell her the truth about 
Kate, or assert that she was his wife. He chose the lat- 
ter as less risky, since, even if Tara refused aid, she would 
not overtly betray anyone belonging to him. 

But Tara did not refuse. To begin with, she could 
have refused nothing in the first joy of finding him safe 
when she liad believed him dead like all the other 
lluzuors. Ami then a vast confusion of love, and pride, 
and remorse, and fierce {lassionate denial of all three, led 
her into consent. If the Huzoor wanted her to help to 
Hive his wife why should she object? Though it was 
nothing to her if the mem was his mem or not. Jim 
[Xiuglas, listening to the eager protest, wondered if he 
niiKht not safely have saved himself an unnecessary com- 
plication: hut then he wondered at many things Tara 
uid and did. At her quick frown when he promised her 
Ixtlh hair and locket as her reward. At the faint quiver 
amid the soiini with which she had replied that he would 
still wnnl the latter for the mem's hair. At her slow 
smile when he o]KneiI the gold oval to show the black 
ItKk ttill in Kole |H^ssc$sion. She had turned aside to 
lot>k at the hearth-cakes she lud been toasting when he 
can>e in, and then pwe into the necessary details of 
arranprment in the most matter-of-fact way. Xaturally 
the IniJ\xiT had si>ught help from his servant. From 
wluMU else conid he seek it: .\s for her saintship, there 
was nothing new in tlwt. She had been suttee alwaj's 
as the master \-cry well knew. So nothing she did for 
him. »w he for her, ciMild make that suffer. Therefore she 
w-oiild *rT»i\jre «5 *hc had arrat^red fcw Zora, The 
Htmxw m«« rent a roof — vocH were safest — and she 
^■Mild en);:aire a halMiKod, tntfilmf oU sweeper-woman 
rite knew >\f )Vrha|l« trnQdMr if need be. But the 
HunvM' ne<>d l\a\-e no lew of ndi <l(<tMb 8 be grave her 
HKMK> . Aitd thi! Jim DowctaR faari kmlden m the garden 
«( bi» devccted b«l«p«Vytr in rhiryj^Tuaj: so that in tnilfa 
It sc«MW>d « if tht wbok plan haj been evolved for tbem 
%tf A biltdll)- kta. 
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And yet Jim Douglas felt a keen pang of regret when, 
for the first time, he gave (he familiar knock of those old 
Lucknow days at the door of a Delhi roof and Tara 
opened it to him, dressed in tlie old crimson drapery, 
the gold bangles restored to her beautiful brown arms. 
He had brought Kate round during the previous night 
to the lodging he had managed to secure in the Mufti's 
quarter, and, leaving her there alone, had taken the key 
to Tara; this being the safest plan, since everything 
could then be arranged in discreet woman's fashion bc- 
lure he put in an appearance. 

And the task had been done well. The outside square 
or yard of parapeted roof which he entered lay conven- 
tional to the uttermost. A spinning-wheel here, a row 
of water-pots there, a mat, a reed stool or two, a cooking 
place in one corner, a ragged canvas screen at the inner 
doors. Nothing there to prepare him for finding an 
Englishwoman within; an Englishwoman with a faint 
color in her wan cheeks; a new peace in her gray eyes, 
busy — Heaven save the markl^n sticking some dis- 
jointed jasmine buds into the shallow saucer of a water- 
pot. 

■' Tara brought them strung on a string," said Kate 
half apologetically after her first welcome, as she noted 
his look. " I suppose she meant me to wear them — 
with the other things," she paused to glance down with 
a smile at her dress, " but it seemed a pity. They were 
like a new world to me — -like a promise — somehow." 

He sat down on the edge of the string bed feeling a 
little dazed and looked at her and her surroundings 
critically. It was a pleasant sunshiny bit of roof, vaulted 
by the still cool morning sky. There was a little arcaded 
room at one end, the topmost branches of a neem tree 
showed over one side; on the other, the swelling dome 
of the big mosque looked hke a great white cloud, and 
in one corner was a sort of square turret, from the roof 
of which, gained by a narrow brick ladder, the whole 
city was visible. For it was the highest house in the 
quarter, higher even than the roof beside it, over which 
the same necm tree casi a shadow. 

And as he looked, he thought idly that no dress in tha 
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world was more graceful than the Delhi dress with its 
hillowy train and loose, soft, filmy veil. And Kate 
looked well in white — all in white. He pulled himself 
up sharpiv; but indeed memory was playing him tricks, 
and the stress and strain of reality seemed far from that 
slip of sun-saturated roof where a graceful woman in 
white was sticking jasmine buds into water. Ajid sud- 
denly the thought came that Zora would have worn the 
cliaplcts heedlessly; there would have been no senti- 
mentality over withered flowers on her part. 

" A promise," he echoed halt-bitterly. " Well! one 
must hope so. And even if the worst comes, it will come 
easier here." 

She looked up at him reproachfully. " Don't remind 
me of that, please," she said hurriedly; " I seem to have 
forgotten — here under the blue sky, 1 dare say it's very 
trivial of me, but 1 can't help it Everything amuses me, 
interests me. It is so quaint, so new. Even this dress; 
it is hardly credible, but I wished so much tor a looking- 
glass just now, to sec how I looked in it." 

Her eyes met his almost gayly, and he felt an odd 
resentment in recognizing that Zora would have said the 
words as frankly. 

" [ have one here — in a ring." he replied somewhat 
stiffly, with a vague feeling he had done all this before, 
as he untied the knot of a small bundle he had brought 
with him. " ll is not much use — for that sort of thing — 
I'm afraid." he went on, " but I think you had better 
have these; it is a great point — even for your own sake — 
to dress as well as play the part." 

Kale, with a sudden gravity, looked at the pile of 
native ornaments he emptied out on to the bed. Brace- 
lets in gold and silver, anklets, odd little jeweled tassels 
for the hair, quaint silk-stnmg necklets and talismans. 

" Her* is the looking-glass." he said, choosing out a 
tiny round on« set in filigree gold: " you must wear it on 
your thumb — but it will barely go on my Utile finger," 
he s[>oke half to himself, and Kate, fitting on the ring, 
lookevl at htm and set her tips. 

" It is too small for me slso." she said. Ia>-iiig it down 
with a faint air of distaste. " They are very pretty. Mr. 
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Greyman." she added quickly. " but I would rallier not — 
unless it is really necessary — unless you think " 

He rose half-wearily, half-inipatiently. " 1 should 
prefer it; but you can do as you like. The jewels be- 
longed to a woman 1 loved very dearly, Mrs. Eriton. 
She was not my wife — but she was a good woman tor 
all that. You need not be afraid." 

Kate felt the blood tingle to her face as she laid violent 
hands on the first ornament she touched. It happened 
to be a solid gold bangle. " It is too small too," she 
said petulantly, trying to squeeze her hand through it, 
" Really it would be better " 

" Excuse me," he replied coolly. " if you will let me." 
He drew the great carved knobs apart deftly, slipped her 
wrist sideways through the opening, and had them closed 
again in a second. 

■■ You can't lake it off at night, that is all," he went on, 
" but I will tell Tara to show you how to wear the rest. 
I must be off now and settle a thousand things." 

As he passed into the outer roof once more, Kate felt 
that flush, half of resentment, half of shame, still on her 
face. In such surroundings how trivial it was, and yz\ 
he had guessed her thought truly. Had he guessed 
also the odd thrill which the touch of that gold fetter 
gave her? HaH-mechanically she tried to loosen it, to 
remove it, and then with an impatient frown desisted and 
began to put on the other bracelets. What did it matter, 
one way or the oihcrf And then, becoming interested 
despite herself, she set to work to puzzle out uses and 
places for the pile. 

Meanwhile Jim Douglas was dinning instructions 
into Tara's ear; but she also, he told himself angrily, was 
trivial to the last degree. And when finally he urged 
an immediate darkening of Kate's hair and a faint atain- 
ing of the face to suit the only part possible with her gray 
eyes — that of a fair Afghan— he flung away in devoir 
from the irrelevant remark: 

" But the mem mill never be v» pretty as Zora: and 
besides she has such big feet." 

Big feet! He swore und<T his breath that all women 
were alike in this, that they saw the wbok world tlirotigfa 




the medium of their sex: and thai was at the bottom of 
alt the mischief. Delhi had been lost to save women; 
the trouble had begun to please them. Even now. as 
far as he could see. resistance would collapse but for one 
woman's ambition; though despite the Queen and her 
plots, a hundred brave men or so might still be masters 
of Delhi if they chose. Since it was stilt each for him- 
self, and the devil take the hindmost with the mutineers. 
The certainty of this had made these long days of inac- 
tion almost beyond bearing to him; and as Jim Douglas 
passed out into the street he thought bitterly that tiere 
again a woman stood in the way; since but for Kale he 
could surely have forced Meenit into making reprisals 
by reporting the true state of affairs. 

Yet every hour made these reprisals more difTicuU. 
Indeed, as he left the Mufti's quarters on that morning 
ot the i6th of May, something was going on in the 
Palace which ended indecision for many a man and left 
no chajice of retreat. For Zeenut Mailil saw facts as 
clearly as Jim Douglas, and knew that the first tramp of 
disciplined feet would be the signal for scuttle; if a 
chance of escape remained. 

And so litis something was going on. By someone's 
orders of course; by whose is one of the unanswered 
questions o( the Indian Mutiny. 

The Queen herself \vas sitting with the King, amic- 
ably, innocently, applauding his latest couplet; which 
was in sober tnith, one of his best: 



He was beginning to feel the latter on the old head, 
which w.os so diligently stuffed with dreams; but the 
Queen knew in her heart of hearts that the fight for 
sovercigmy had only just begun. So her mind was 
chierty occupittl in a spiteinl exidtation at the thought 
of some (oik's useless terror when — this thing being 
done — they would find iheir hands imevocablr on the 
p1on~. Ahsan-Oolah and EUhi-Bnksh. for instance: 
their etabomie hridjres wi^uH be useless: awl Abool- 
Bukr whh his squibs and processions. Firidioooda with 
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her patter of virtue and religion. If only for llie sake 
of immeshing this last victim Zeeiuit Mailil woiiM not 
have shrunk; since those three or (our ilays. of cu/enin)} 
had left the Queen with a still more vigorous liate (or the 
Princess Farkhoonda, who had fallen into the trap ko 
easily, and who already be^^an lo give herself airs and 
discuss the future on a plane of eijualily. I'reUy, tori- 
ceited fctol! who even now, so the spies said, was wail- 
ing to receive the Prince, her nephew, (or ihe first lime 
since she came to the i*alace. The very fact thai ii was 
the first time seemed an aggravation in the (Jmen'b 
angr\' eyes, proving as it did a certain reality in J'ark- 
hoonda's pretensions to decorum. 

In truth they were ver\' real to the Princesii herself; 
had been gaining reality ever since tliat first deft sugges- 
tion of a possibility had set her heart l.»eating. 'flic 
possibilii\', briefly, of the King ch'j'jsing to s<;t aside thai 
early marriage so tragically interrupted: choosing \tj 
declare it no marriage and give his consent to another, 
Xewasi had indignantly scouted the suggt.slion, had 
stopped her ears, her iiean : but the renieinbrancir of it 
lingered. eiier\a'ing her mind, and as she waited for tlic 
intennew with the Prince she feit vaguely that it ivas a 
vei^' different matter receiving him in thew bri<i<:-like 
garments, in they; dim, heavily scented t<j'/Uit, lo wiiat it 
had been uri'ier tiie clear sky in iic-r sciioiar- ores,-. Yet 
as she siooj^ from mere iiabit. arous";'; i*> the l.r.ery 
it&elf, lo arrange iter i'^^ig bro'.aded train into U^ter fold.-,, 
she gave *'jnieihitit: l^eiween a sigi ai.'' a laiigi: a' tlie 
certainty of hi- admiration. And ai'.er ali, ^iiy si.ouUl 

she not liave i- ir' trie f'.irig 

The bound o: a dutan- ^'n'A nriade i.er ■,'itr ai,d paus*-, 
listening ior anotiier, .V> ^i^e sfy^! jj <,ni. I.i,^;ir<- ai^ia/*: 
with color and )ev.el i f.gjre niti. ??■.;';;<:': ,<:•,.' <..• t,<;.->& 
in every- detail of it- '.:'■>- ii.' si,< i.i,< ^. t;,i,' i* ,.a-. ^j. 
Why not? If — i: i,< V.r.K-'. r ^. ^w'. i' ti.i- K.i.k 

Newa&i ciaspec irt-f ijii.'j- ;,< r.'>.jsi_. i^i.'l .■.».>,■--'; n^ 
and down the din. t'^h: .■./■/■/. ..a .■*•< ^j,'. ■.>■ iia-l ji',- 
right to be iate oi. '.:>%■ -... (.r= .,-,.■ '.»: • • f.-..-ji. -. ru- 
aunt. The Mirzi-ia:;r, .-i :.j •.-,:,' ,--.. i-.j:,,..!,- ;,*- 
attendants, bu*. tt»* v.^.»r-^.... ;^ ■ i.^' t.^,,i:-j. i --.s.jr> 
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ance of some kind in the outer court which might be tl 
cause of delay. 

A disturbance [ Newast, a bom coward, shrank from 
the ven.- thought, though she felt thai it could be noth- 
ing — nothing but one of the many brawls, the constant 
quarrels. 

God and his prophet! who— what was that? ^e re- 
coiled with a scream of terror from the wild figure which 
burst in on her unceremoniously, which followed her 
retreat into the far comer, flung itself at her knees, clash- 
ing them, buning its face among her scented draperies. 
But by ttiat lime her terror was gone, and she stooped, 
tr>'tng to free herself from those clinging arms, from the 
disgrace, from the outrage; from the drunken 

■' .Abool! " she cried fiercely, then turning to the 
carious tittering women, stamped her foot at them and 
Uade them begone. And when they had obeyed, she beat 
her little hands against those clinging ones again tv4ih 
wild upbraidings. till suddenly they fell as if paralyzed 
before the awful horror and dread in the ^ce which rose 
from her fineries. 

"Come, Newasi!" stammered the while trembling 
lips, " come from this hangman's den. Did I not warn 
thee? But thou hast put the rope round my neck — I 
who only wanted to live my own life, die my own death. 
Come! Come! " 

He stumbled to his feet, but seemed unable to stir. 
So he stood looking at his hands stupidly. 

Farkhoonda looked too. her face growing gray. 

■■ What is"t. Abool?" she faltered; "what isX dear?" 

But she knew: it «i^s blood, new shed, still wet. 

He stood silent, gazing at the stains stupidly. ** I did 
not strike." he muttered to himself, ■" but I called: or did 

I strike? I — t " He threw up his head and his 

w<Hxls rushed recklessly in a high shrill voice. " I warned 
thee! 1 told thee it was not safe! They were herded 
like sheep in the sunshine by the cistern, and the smell of 
bk>od rose up. It was in my ver^' nostrils, for, look you, 
that first shot missed them and killed one of my men. I 
saw it. A round red spot oozing over the while — and 
the)- herded hke sheep^ 
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"Who?" she asked [aintly. 

" I told thee; the prisoners, with the cry to kill ahovo 
the cries of the children, the flash of blooil-diillccl vwordit 

above women's heads — and I Navl 1 wiiniei! tlicp, 

Newasi, there was butcher here" — Iiis blood-mnliu'cl 
hands left their mark on his gay clotheH. 

" Abool! " she cried. " thou did&t not " 

"Did 1?" he almost screamed. "God! will It ever 
leave my sight? I gave the call. I ran in, I drew my 
sword. It spurted over my hands from a child'it thrcml 
as I would have struck— or — or— di<l I nlrikc? Ne- 
wasi!" his voice had sunk again alnitwt to a wliispcr, 
" it was in its mother's arms, — she did not cry, — iilie 

looked and I — I " he buried his face in hi* hand*— 

" I came to thee." 

She stood looking at him for a moment, her handi 
clenched, her beautiful soft eyes ablate; then reckleBnly 
she tore the jewels from her arms, her neck, her liair, 

"So she has dared! Yea! Come! thou art ri([1it, 
Abool!" The words niixed thcmtclveif with the tinkle 
of bracelets as, flung from her in wild pakKion, they rolled 
into the corners of the room, with the chink of iipirklacca 
as they fell, with the rustle of brocaile and tin^l ai> *lic 
tore them from her. " She has killer) them — the lielpltri* 
higilives. guests who have eaten the King'* taltt Slitf 
thinks to beguile us all — to beguile thee. Max iln* khall 
noL It is not t«o late. Come! Come! Alwx^t—ih'MJ 
shall have all from mc — >'ea! all, Mwyncr than th* %\vm\A 
beguile thee ibu* — Cofoe ! " 

Sie bad cnatdied an old white veil frr^m its yen aiui 
wrapped it roanA ha. at the pawed T*\»i\\y to tfir dfior: 
but be did not move. So die paj»ed l>ack «^ait( a* 
swiftljr to take fai* hand, (taioed m it wa«, and ny Itrr 
cbeek to it r arf MJ ogh r, 

" ThoD AAm not Mte; dear, iImmi 4iAat nM( Otmt, 
dear, ikit sbevdml rttd OM totv Hmc— 1 wM boM (tm 

Fmw flMBfllcsaikr a fdiM a WM aed dhooGc Idt dw 
pROBols and wmaytA fttt dw Gnat H^ «f Amtkaee 
widi ib toadwd nd anlht: togtoy » it Aer ytmmtt 
tot liiiMir IW womtjr m d ktrtmfiaf mnaftty dkic. 
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despite the shifting crowd, which gathered and melted 
and gatliered ag^iu round tlie little tree-shaded cistern 
wliere but the day before Hafzan and the Moulvie had 
watched a mother pause to clasp her baby to softer. 
securer rest. 

The woman and the child were at the cistern now. and 
the Rest had come. Softer, securer tlian all other rest, 
and the mother shared it; shared it with other women, 
other cliildren. 

But as tlic Princess Farkhoonda, fearful of what she 
might see. peeped through the dhoolie curtains, there 
was nothing to be seen save the shifting, curious crowd, 
while the impartial sunshine streamed down on it, and 
those on whom it gazed. 

So let the shifting, crowding years with their relentless 
(juestioning eyes shut out all thought of what lay by the 
cistern, save that of rest and the impartial sunshine 
streaming upon it. 

For as the beautiful soft eyes drew back relieved, a 
bugle rang tlirough the arcades, echoed from the wall, 
floated out into tjie cily. The bugle to set watch and 
ward, to close the gates; since ilie irrevocable step had 
been taken, the death-pledge made. 

So the dream of sovereignty began in earnest behind 
closed gales. Hut it women had lost Delhi, those who 
lay murdered about the little cistern had regained it. 
For Hafzan had spoken truth; the strength of th« 
Huzoors lay there, 

The strength of the real Master. 



CHAPTER 11. 

PE.\CEt peace! 
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TiiREK weeks had passed, and still the dream of sover- 

™ent on behind the closed gales, while all things 

\ simmered in the fierce blare of summer 

city !»>' — a rose-red glare dazzling to 

B glittering curves of the river, and the 
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deserted Rid^e, more like a lizard than ever, sweltered 
and slept lazily, its tail in the cool blue water, its lieud 
upon the cool green groves of the Suhz-inundi. And 
over all lay a liquid yellow heat-haze blurring every out- 
line, till the whole seemed some vast mirage. 

And still there were no tidings of the master, no cloud 
of dust upon the Meerut road. None. 

Amazing, incredible factl Men whispered of it on the 
steps of the Great Mosque when, the last Friday of the 
fast coming round, its commination service brought 
many from behind closed doors to realize that by such 
signs of kingship as beatings of drums, tiring of sahiles, 
and levying of loans, Bahadur Shah reallv had filched 
the throne of liis ancestors from the finest fighters in the 
world. Filched it without a blow, without a struggle, 
without even a threat, a defiance. 

So here they were in a new world without posts or 
telegraphs, laws or order. Time itself turned back hun- 
dreds of years and all power of progress vested abso- 
lutely in one old man, the Light of Religion, the 
Defender of the Faith, the Great Moghul, If that were 
not a miracle it came too perilously near to one for some 
folk's loyalty; and so they drifted palaceward when 
prayers were over to swell the growing crowd ol cour- 
tiers about the Dream King. And even the learned and 
most loyal lingered on the steps to whisper, and call 
obscure prophecies and ingenious commentaries lo 
mind, and admit that it was strange, wondrous strange, 
that the numerical values of the year should yield llie 
anagram " Ungres lubbah shood ba kur iooTHt," briefly 
■■ The British shall be annihilated." F-'or the Oriental 
mind loves such trivialities. 

And. to all intents and purposes, the English were 
annihilated, during that short month of peace Ijetwcen 
the nth of May and the 8tli of June, 1857; for Delhi 
knew nothing of the vain striving, the ceaseless efforts 
of the master to find tents and carriages, horses, ammu- 
nition, medicine, everything once more, save, thank 
Heaven! courage, and the determination to be master 
still. 
^Eyen Soma adBiitted the miracle grudgingly; for he 
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had so far bolstered up his disloyalty by thoughts of a 
fair fight. He had not, after all, gone to Delhi direct, 
but had cut act^ss country to his own village near Hansi, 
and had waited there, hoping to hear of a regular out- 
break of hostilities before definitely choosing his side; 
and he was still waiting when, after a fortnight, his 
greatest chum in the regiment had turned up from 
Meerut. For Davee Singh had been one of the many 
sepoys of the i ith who had gone back to the colors afi;r 
that one brief night of temptation was over. Soma had 
known this, and more than once as he waited, the 
knowledge had been as a magnet drawing him back to 
the old pole of thought; for that his chum should be 
led to victory and he be among ihe defeated was probable 
enough to make Soma hate liimself in anticipation. 

But here was Davee Singh, a deserter like he was, 
sulkily uncommunicative to the village gossips, but to 
his fellow admitting fiercely that the latter had been 
right. The Huzoors had forgotten how to fight. 
Meerut was quiet as the grave; but there was no word of 
Delhi, and folk said — what did they not say? 

So these two, with a strange mixture of regret and re- 
lief in their hearts, set out for Delhi to see what was 
happening there; not knowing that many of their fellows 
were drifting from it, weary like themselves of inaction. 

They had arrived there, two swaggering Rajpoots, in 
the midst of the thanksgivings and jollity of the Moham- 
medan Easter which followed on the last Friday of Fast; 
and they had fallen foul of it frankly. As frankly as the 
Mohammedans would have fallen foul of a Hindoo 
Saturnalia, or both Mohammedans and Hindoos would 
have fallen foul of the festivities in honor of the 
Queen's Birthday which, on this 25th of May, 1857, were 
going on in every cantonment in India as if there was no 
such thing as mutiny in the world. So, annoyed with 
what they saw and heard, they joined themselves to 
other Rajpoot malcontents promptly. They sneered at 
the old pantaloon's procession, which was in truth a poor 
one. though half the tailors in Delhi had been impressed 
to hurry up trappings and robes. Perhaps if Abool- "" 
had still been in charge of squibs and such liko 
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have been better; but he was not. The order he had 
given to let the Princess Farkhoonda's dhoolie pass out, 
before the gates were closed on that day of the death- 
pledge, had been his last exercise of authority; for the 
next Court Journal contained the announcement that 
he was dismissed from his appointment. So he, hover- 
ing between the Thunbi Bazaar and the Mufti's quarter, 
had nothing to do with the procession at which the 
Rajpoots sneered, criticising Mirza Moghul, the Com- 
mander- in- Chief's seat on a horse, and talking boastfully 
of Vicra-maditya and Pertap as warhke Hindoos will. 
Until, about dusk, words came to blows amid a tinkhng 
of anklets and a terrible smell of musk ; for valor drifted 
as a matter of course to the wooden balconies of the 
Thunbi Bazaar during the month of miracle. So that 
the inmates, coining money, called down blessings on 
the new regime. 

Soma, however, with a cut over one eye sorely in need 
of a stitch, swore loudly when he could find none to patch 
him up save a doddering old Hakeem, who proposed 
dosing him with paper pills inscribed with the name of 
Providence; an incredible remedy to one accustomed to 
all the appliances of hospitals and skilled surgery. 

" Yea! no doubt he is a fool," assented the other se- 
poys in frank commiseration, " yet he is the best you 
will get. For see you, brother, the doctors belong to 
the Huzoors; so many a brave man must expect to die 
needlessly, since those cursed dressers are not safe. 
There was one took the bottles and things and swore he 
could use them as well as any. And luck went with him 
until he gave five heroes who had been drunk the night 
before somewhat to clear their heads. By all the gods 
ill tndra's heaven they were clear even of life in half an 
hour. So we fell on the dresser and cleared him too. 
Yea! fool or no fool, paper pills are safer! " 

Jim Douglas, who. profiting by the dusk and confu- 
sion, had lingered by the group after recognizing Soma's 
voice, turned away with a savage chuckle; not that the 
tale amused him, but that he was glad to think six of the 
devils had gone to their account. For those long days 
of peace and enforced inaction had sunk him lower and 
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lower into sheer animal hatred of those he dare not re- 
buke. He knew it himself, he felt that his very courage 
was becoming ferocity, and the thought that others, 
biding their time as he was, must be sinking into 
it also, filled him with fierce joy at the thought of 
future revenge. And yet, so far as he personally 
was concerned, those long days had passed quietly, 
securely, peacefully, and he could at any time 
climb out of all sight and sound' of turmoil to a slip of 
sunlit roof where a woman waited for him with confidence 
and welcome in her eyes. With something obtrusively 
Enghsh also (or his refreshment, since tragedy, even the 
fear of death, cannot claim a whole life, and Kate took to 
amusing herself once more by making her corner of the 
East as much like tlie West as she dare. That was not 
much, but Jim Douglas' eye noted the indescribable 
difference which the position of a reed stool, the presence 
of a poor bunch of flowers, the little row of books in a 
niche, made in the familiar surroundings. For there 
were books and to spare in Delhi; for the price of a few 
pennies Jim Douglas might have brought her a cartload 
of such loot had he deemed it safe; but he did not, and so 
the library consisted of grammars and vocabularies from 
which Kate learned with a rapidity which surprised and 
interested her teacher. In truth she had nothing else to 
do. Yet when he came, as he often did, to find her ab- 
sorbed in her work, her eyes dreamy with the puzzle of 
tense, he resented it inwardly, telling himself once more 
that women were trivia! creatures, and life seemed 
trivial loo, for in truth his nerves were all jangled and 
out of tune with the desire to get away from this strange 
shadow of a past idyll; to leave all womanhood behind 
and fall to fighting manfully. So that ohen as he sat 
beside her, patient out\vardly. inwardly fretting to be 
gone even in the nightmare of the city, his eye would 
fan on the cinrlet of gold he had slipped, out of sheer 
arrt^ance and imperious temper, round that slender 
wrist, and feel that somehow he had fettered himself 
hopelessly when, more than a year past, he had given 
that promise. His diance and hers! Was this all" 
One v^oman's safety. And she, followii^ his e>-es to tke 
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bangle, would feel the thrill of its first touch once more, 
and think how strange it was that his chance and hers 
were so linked together. But, being a woman, her heart 
would soften instinctively to the man who sat beside her, 
and whose face grew sterner and more haggard day by 
day; while hers? — she could see enough of it in the lit- 
tle looking-glass on her thumb to recognize that she was 
positively getting fat! She tried to amuse him by telling 
him so, by telling him many of the little humorous 
touches which come even into tragic life, and he was 
quite ready to smile at them. But only to please her. So 
day by day a silence grew between them as they sat on 
the inner roof, while Tara spun outside, or watched them 
furtively from some corner. And the flare of the sunset, 
unseen behind the parapeted wall, would He on the swell- 
ing dome and spiked minarets of the mosque and make 
the paper kites, flown in this month of May by hall the 
town, look like drifting jewels; fit canopy for the City of 
Dreams and for this strangest of dreams upon the 
housetop. 

" Has — has anything gone wrong? " she asked in des- 
peration one day, when he had sat moodily silent for a 
longer time than usual. " I would rather you told me, 
Mr. Greyman." 

He looked at her, vaguely surprised at the name; for 
he had almost forgotten it. Forgotten utterly that she 
could not know any other. And why should she? He 
had made the promise under that name; let them stick 
to it so long as Faic had linked their chances together. 

"Nothing; not Ua ii« at least," he said, and then a 
sudden remoTM; al hi* imn unfriendliness came over him. 
" There wa* awrftnw ytxn ebap discovered to-day." he 
added in a vM»^ iiHine, " J l«rlievc that you and 1, Mr». 
Erlton, mtitC int Jti*- imX'j imt l«ft now." 

'• I dare atny/' 4iK *.*w»| « liule wearily. " they— they 
killed bim I «#«(*<>«." 

He iw*M. " \ **w f^ XnAy »n the bajwar after- 
ward, I !tix4. ilQ ^M*y^ ififU * Wl— • clever son " 

" Mwiied teifjo^i . -^ .oo^vfix^ or (t« co"'*' ""^ ***** pawed 
"T JP im§ if # gfffimf*'^^* aMi«ant." 
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" WelJ^I wuiilfl rather hear if jou don't mind," 

in.i 'l»rk rytrs met hers >vith a sudden eagerness, a 
<»li(l'lcri passion in them. 

" Wlial H hide ihJtiK hfc is after all ! He only said one 
wut'I^friily one, Iff was nclling watermelons, and 
smrie hriite tried lo rheal him first, and then cheeked him. 
Altd tit' \nt^u\ a moment and said: ' Chup-raho,' (be 
flk'nl) -Hilly timtl — ' ihup-raho ' \ They were bragging 
(if It — llic (Icviti, ' Wc knew he couldn't be a coolie, they 
Mill, ' Hint ia n master's word.' My God! What 
tMiiiMii't I give to say it somctinicsl I could have 
fliioiiled 111 tlifiii then, ' Chiip-raha, you fools! you cow- 
niitfll ' anil some of thcni would have been silent 
i'ihhikIi " 

lie hmkr o(T hurriedly, clenching his hands like a vise 
un fHcti other, m if to curb the tempest of words. 

" 1 belt >'oHr (wnlon," he said after a pause, rising to 

Wfllk nwBv: " I — 1 lose coiitrv>l " He paused again 

Aiid iihiHtk lii-i htsad silently. Kate followed him and laid 
lirr hflii'l <in hi^ »rin; the loose gold fetter slipped to her 
wi^sl mid loiu'he^l him too. 

" \'«m thiul* I iK^t"! tm*lers*»nd," slie said with a sod- 
i*tti n»t> ill Iter v-oicT. " but 1 do — >xio must go away — it 
im\ wiwth it--*H» «-»«nan is worth iu" 

I It tHmttl on h#r sKuplv. " Go? Yoo know I aat\. 
\\\ti,\ i!t ttte »^ *yi s^n^estin^ it? Mn. Erina! Ta« 
fx fAithf^il : but .Ote i5 nithfal to iiie — only to m» jiw 
«WM BW \hti\ wrety^— * 

" If \«ie HKSKn tMA she kwcs ;!<■ wm M^ Ac voy 
IglTviiMt^ xvM trMNi iMk'" iWnTifmd Kmc itMi^y. * Alt 

'■U rturt my iMik?'* Ir Wc» ■■t;i<i. -| ka«>- 

* ThKnk wm. I *»w* •* * " " 

yriwl ■!« ^brvr vo 
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a confidential tone. " But the fact remains that Tara 
protects you as my wife, and if I were to go " 

Kate looked at him with a quick resentment flaming 
up in her face beneath the stain. 

" I think you are mistaken," she said slowly. " I be- 
lieve Tara would be better pleased if — if she knew the 
truth." 

" You mean if I were to tell her you are not my wife? " 
he replied quickly. " Why? " 

" Because 1 should be less of a tie to you — be- 
cause " She paused, then added sharply, " Mr. 

Greyman, I must ask you to tell her the truth, please. I 
have a right to so much, surely. I have my reasons for 
it. and if you do not. I shall." 

Jim Douglas shrugged his shoulders. " In that case 
I had better tell lier myself; not that I think it matters 
much one way or anolher, so long as I am here. And 
the whole thing from beginning to end is chance, noth- 
ing but chance." 

" Your chance and mine," she murmured half to her- 
self. It was the first time she had alluded openly to the 
strange linking of their fates, and he looked at her almost 
impatiently. 

" Yes! your chance and mine; and we must make the 
best of it. I'll tell her as I go out." 

But Tara interrupted him at the beginning. 

" If the Huzoor means that he does not love the mem 
as he loved Zora, that requires no telling, and for the 
rest what does it matter to this slave? " 

"And it matters nothing to me either," he retorted 
roughly, " but of this be sure. Who kills the mem kills 
me, unless I kill first; and by Krishnu, and Vishnq, and 
the lot. I'd as lief kill you, Tara, as anyone else, if you 
get in my way." 

A great broad flash of white teeth lit up her face as she 
salaamed, remarking that the Huzoor's mother must 
have been as Kunti. And Jim Douglas understanding 
the complimentar\' allusion to the God-visited mother of 
the Lunar race, wished as he went downstiurs, that he 
was like the Five Heroes in one respect, at least, and that 
was in having only a fifth part of 3 woman to look after. 



ag& O.V THE FACE OF THE WATERS. 

instead of two whole ones who talked of level So he 
I>assed out to listen, and watch, and wait, while the fire- 
balloons went up into the velvety sky, replacing the kites. 
For May is the month of marriages also, and night after 
night these false stars floated out from the Dream-City 
to form new constellations on the horizon for a few min- 
utes and then disappear with a flare into the darkness. 
Into the darkness whence the master did not come. Yet, 
as the month ended, villagers passing in with grain from 
Meerut averred that the masters were not all dead, or 
else God gave their ghosts a like power in cursing and 
smiting — which was all poor folk had to look for; since 
some had appeared and burned a village. 

N'ot all dead? The news drifted from market to mar- 
ket, but if it penetrated through the Palace gates it did 
not filter through the new curtains and hangings of the 
private apartments where the King took perpetual cool- 
ing draughts and wrote perpetual appeals tor more eti- 
quette and decorum. For nothing likely to disturb the 
unities of dreams was allowed within the precincts, where 
every day the old King sat on a mock peacock throne 
with a new cushion to it, and listened for hours to the 
high-flown letters of congratulation which poured in, 
each with its own little covering bag of brocade, from 
the neighboring chiefs. And if any day there happened 
to be a paucity of real ones, Hussan Askuri could supply 
them, like other dreams, at so much a dozen; since 
nothing more costly than the brocade bag came with 
them. So that the Mahboob's face, as Treasurer, grew 
longer and longer over the dressmaker's and upholster- 
er's hills, and the Court Journal was driven into record- 
ing the fact that someone actually presented a bottle 
of randamus odoraiissimiis, wliate\er that may be. Some 
subtle essence, mayhap, favorable to dreaminess; since, 
In the month of peace, drugs were necessary to prevent 
awakening. 

Especially when, on the ,ioth of May, a sound came 
over Ihe distant horizon; the sound of artillery. 

At last! At last! Jim Douglas, who, in sheer dread 
of his own growing despair, had taken to spending all 
the time lie dared in moody silence on that peaceful roof, 
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Started as if lie had been shot, And was down the xtnim 
seeking news. The streets were full o( a silent, le^llesH 
crowd, ahiiosl etiqilv nt sni.liers. Tliev lia.l jjone ,.iit 
during tlie night. lie leanud. Meeiiilwiiid ; (idiiiKs nf 
an army on (he hanks u( the Mindn river, seven i.r eight 
miles out, having been brought in l>y hcouIs. 

At last! At last! He wandered lliruugh the baioart 
scarcely able to think, wondering only when the uniiy 
could possibly arrive, feeling a mad jny in ihc anxioua 
faces around him, lingering by the gnnipB of men col- 
lected in every open space simply for the «»tiHfai'(lon of 
hearing the wonder and alarm ni the words: "So the 
master lives." 

He lived indeed I Listen I That was hi* voice over 
the eastern horizonl Kale, when he came baclt In the 
roof about noon, had never seen him in tluB mood before, 
and wondered at his fire, hi* gayely, his youth. Hut the 
recognition brought a dull pain with it, in the thought 
that this was natural to the man; that gloomy nKK^dinesi 
the result of her presence, 

" You arc not afraid, surely? " he fiaid iuddcniy, brcftk' 
ing off in the recital of some future event which seemc] 
to him certain. 

" No. 1 am only glad," she replied slowly. " It couM 
not have lasted much longer. It is a great relief." 

" Relief," he echoed, " I wonder if you know the relief 
it is to me?" And then he Irx^ked at her rcmorMrfully. 
" I have )>een an awful brute, Mr». i'>it'tn, hut wurrien 
can scarcely understand what inaction mean* U> a man," 

Could they not? she wondcrci! bitterly as he liastene'l 
off again, leaving her to hnig weary iioiir* of wjurling; 
till the red flush of surntet on Ihc bubble florrir of the 
mosque brought him liack with a new l(x>k on bis (ace; 
a kwk o<i angry doubt. 

"The Mpoys arc coming Jn again." he *»iA: " Ihi^ 
daim a victory — bnl thai, of course-, i* rmp<f*»iblc. Siin 
I doa*( iiadcrrtaod. and it it so itifficult u> get any rriial4e 



" Yov Aoald go oat youndf— 1 M'mve it wtnM be 

MM lor w botb, rcpGcd Kale, " Tara " 

Be thook tm head M^alicntly. " Sot atm. What 
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is the use of risking all at the last. We can only have 
to wait till to-morrow. Diit I don't understand it, all the 
same. The sepoys say they surprised the canip— that 
the buglers were still calling to arms when their artillery 
opened fire. Hut so far as 1 can make out they have lost 
five guns, and from the amount of bhang they are drink- 
ing, I believe it was a rout. However, if you don't mind, 
I'll be off again — and — and don't be alarmed if I stay 
uul." 

" I'm not in the least alarmed," she replied. " As I 
have told you before, I don't think it is necessary you 
should come here at all." 

He paused at the door to glance back at her half- 
r«cntfiilly. To be sure she did not know that he had 
slept on its threshold as a rule; but anyhow, after eating 
your heart out over one woman's safety for three weeks, 
it was hard to be told that you were not wanted. But. 
thank Heaven! the end was at hand. And yet as he 
lingered round the watch-fires he heard nothing but 
Ixjasling. and in more than one of the mosques thanks- 
givings were being offered up: while outside the walls 
volunteers to complete the task so well begun were 
assembling to go forth with the dawn and kill the few 
remaining infidels. Some drunk with bhang, more in- 
toxicated by the lust of blood which comes to fighting 
races like the Rajpoot with the fir^t blow. It had come 
to Soma, as, with fierce face seamed with tears, he told 
the tale again and again of his chum's gallant death. 
How Davee Singh, brother in amis, his Iw hood's play- 
mate, seeing some cowards of artillcrj-men abandoning 
a tumbril full of ammunition to the cursed Mlecbchas. 
had leaped to it like a black-buck, and with a cry to 
Kali. Mother of Death, had fired his musket into it; 
so sending a dozen or more of the he! I -doomed to their 
place, and one more bra^■e Rajpoot to Swai^a. 

" 7fli.' iail Khl\ mh ki jai! " 

.\n echo of the dead man's last en.' came from many 
a living one, as muskets were gripped tighter in the re- 
solve to l>e no w hit behind. ,\ few more such heroes and 
the Golden Age woulil come again: the age of the blessed 
Patidava, who frtrgoi the cause in the quarrel. 
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And so for one day more Jim DouK'as siraintd liis 
ears (or that distant thunder on tlic iiurizon, while llic 
people of the town, becomitig more accustomed to il, 
went about their business, vaguely rehevcd at auy(liiil|{ 
which should keep the sepoys" hands from mischief. 

The red sunset glow was on the niosque again when 
he returned to the little shp of roof to find Kate workJiig 
aw-ay ai her grammars cahiily. The best thinK she could 
do. since every word she learned was an additional safe- 
guard ; and yet the man could not help a scornful smile. 
*■ It is a rout this time, 1 am sure." he said; "and yet 
there is no sign of pursuit. I cannot understand it; 
there seems a Fate about it ! " 

"Is that anything new?" she asked wearilpf, as sJie 
laid do^-D her book, and with the certain precision which 
niarited all her actions, saw that ilie water was really 
boJHag before she made tlie tea. It was made in a iota, 
and drtmk out of handJeless l>astns. yet for all dial it was 
Weaem-made tea. stroj^ and unspiced, witii cream to 
pta to it also, which she skimmed from a dish set iji cwld 
water is the coolest, darkest place she could find. 
Drca^£fce indeed, and Jim E>Duglas. drinking liis tea, 
felt, dot weeSa his eyes shut, be might liave drcauwd liiui- 
self in an Eo^Iish drawing room. 

" NfWJMiiL, new." he retorted, " but it tecius lucomprc- 
hen ri ble. Mark* That is a saluU-: for ttw VM:t',«-y, 1 
suppofieL. Upon ni> soul 1 (eel as if — as il ] wcr^.- a dfciun 
mysdi — as if I shuuM go luadt Don't look »Uill»'] — 
I shan't. The who^ tfiiuf; \- h ^\mu 1 .;.ri v » ilut. 
But why has no oi,. .i 

Cards a push and br „( 

has l*ecome of the :>■ , 

days to march there ii > ;:.^i 

twenty-four miles. No! 1 caimu: I'lj'fi ■ jWu'I ti. j^^ 
wonder the people say we are all iisaA. J Im^ii Vu ^ig- 
lieve it myself." 

He heard the saying often i r: ■- -- "ruiw 

relief during the ist and 2'\ . ' 
more distant thunder on (Ik- I, 
steeped and saturated willi m,. 
soldiers drowsing off the eftcii wl i(,i.j, 
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ON THE FACE OF THE WATERS 

Dead? Yea! the niastcrs were dead, and those who 
l)R(l cMcaped were in full retreat up the river; so at least 
uid viUaKem cominp in with supplies. But someone 
clue who had conic in with suppbes also, sat crouched 
up like a k™ "shopper on a great pile of wool-betasseled 
HUckR ill the ciirn market and laughed creakily. " Dead! 
not they. As the \anda passed Kamal four days agone 
the campiuK ground was white as a poppy field with 
tents, and the soldiers like the flies buzzing round them. 
And it folk want to hear more, I, Tiddu Baharupa-Buii- 
jsrah. can tell tales heyond the Cashmere gate on the 
rivrr islanil where the bullocks graze." 

The crraking voicr rose unnecessarily loud, and a man 
in (he dress of mi Afghan who had been listening, his 
back to the s|>caker, moved oflt with a surprised smile. 
1'iildti liftd proved his vaunted superiority in that in- 
■tlincc; though by what arts he had penetrated the back 
of a liist^isc. Jim Douglas could not imagine. Still 
here was news indceil — news which explained some of 
the mx'slrry. sinoi.' the seeming retreat up the ri\-er had 
been, no doubt, for ibr purpose of joining forces. B-.it 
it wa.t smnethiuK almost better than news — it was a 
chance of giving them. He had not dared, for Kate's 
sake, to n^ any confe«lerale as yet: but here was one 
kaUv to hand — ^ coiife^krate. too, who would do any- 
thing ktr money. 

So that tuigfat he sat in tamarisk shadow oo the river 
uliiHl talking in whtspers. whDe the raonotonoos dank 
o( the brtl$ hun$ on the wantlerinc boDocks somided fic- 
l»U>', the flicker of the watchfifes ffuuatA here and tbeiv 
on the hatf^lriett pools o( water, the fireflies Bashed 
awMM)}:: the tmshes. an*! everv now and again a roogh. 
iwie cKuit txwe kxk the stiU aV. 

" They have been then dwse ten days, HuHXir.' came 
TM^V HwMfferait wice. 'TW; are lithig ior the 
rivM tnift. Nigh on tlnve ihwMiil «l tf 
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by hook or by crook to get the letter he had with him, 
ready written, cgnveyed to the army at Kurnal. And 
Tiddu, with fifty rupees stowed away in his waistband, 
being lavish of promise and confidence, there was no 
more to be done save creep back to the city, feeling as if 
the luck had turned at last. 

But the next morning he found the Thunbi Uazaar in 
a turmoil of talk. There were spies in the city. A Ictler 
had been found, written in the Persian character, it is true 
but with the devilish knowledge of the West in its details 
of likely spots for attack, the indecision of certain quar- 
ters in the city, its general unpreparedness for anything 
like resistance. Who had written it? As the day went 
on the camps were in uproar, the Palace invaded, the 
dream disturbed by denouncings of Absan-Oolah, the 
giver of composing draughts — Mahboob Ali, the checker 
of the purse strings; even of Mirza Moghul, commander- 
in-chief himself, who might well be eager to buy hiii 
recognition as heir by treacherj'. 

The net result of the letter being thai, as Jim Douglas, 
with wrath in his heart, crept out at dusk to the low 
levels by the Water Bastion, intent on having it out with 
Tiddu, he could see gangs of sepoys sliU at work by 
torchlight strengthening the bridge defense, and hail to 
dodge a measuring parly of artillerjmen busy range- 
finding. His suggestions liad been of use! 

Bat the cAA Bunjarah took his fierce reproaches philo- 
sophically. •' Tis the miscreant Ehungi," he assented 
moomfaUy. " He is not to be trusted, but Jhungi hatf- 
ing a tertian ague. 1 deemed a surer foot a/lvisable. 
Yel the Huzoor need not be afraid. Even the miitcreant 
would not betray his person; and for (he rest, (be 
Presence writes Persian Hke any court rooonsbee." 

The calm assumption that personal fear was at (he 
boOom of his rej^roachcs. made Jim Douglas dettre to 
tlirotllc the old man. and only the certainty that be dare 
not risk a torn prevented him from going for the iU- 
gotten mpees at any rate. His (booghi. boawcr. 
seemed read bjr Ibr old rascal, (or a lean prntesbag bsid. 
V fVBwg a b^. flovriffaed out of tbc darlcncM. and the 
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" Before Murri-am and the sacred neem, Huzoor, I 
have kept my bargain. As for Jhungi or Bhungi, did 
I make them that I should know the evil in them? But 
if the Huzoor suspects one who holds his tongue, let the 
bargain between us end." 

His hearer could not repress a smile at the consum- 
mate cunning of the speech. " You can keep the money 
for the next job," he said briefly; " I haven't done with 
you yet. you scoundrel." 

A grim chuckle came out of the shadows as the hand 
went back into them. 

■' The Huzoor need not fret iiimselt, whatever happetis. 
The end is nigh." 

It seemed as if it must be with three thousand British 
soldiers within sixty miles of Delhi; or less, since they 
might have marched during those five days. They 
might be at Delhi any moment. Three thousand men! 
Enough and to spare even though in the last few days a 
detachment or two of fresh mutineers had arrived. Ahl 
if the blow had been struck sooner. If — if 

Kate listened during those first days of June to many 
such wishes, despairs, hopes, from one whose only solace 
lay in words; since with relief staring him in the face, 
Jim Douglas crushed down his craving for action. 
There was no real need for it. he told her; it must involve 
risk, so they must wait — sleep and dream like the city! 

For. lulled by the delay, stimulated to fresh fancy by 
the newcomers, the townspeople went on their daily 
round monotonously; the sepoys boasted and drank 
bhang. And in the Palace, the King, in new robes of 
state sat on his new cushion and put the sign-manual 
to such trifles as a concession to a home-bom slave that 
he might " continue, as heretofore, a-tinning the royal 
sauce-pansi " though Mahboob All's face lengthened as 
he doled out something on account for faith and finery, 
and suggested that the army might at least be employed 
in collecting revenue somewhere. But the army grinned 
in the commander-in-chief's face, scorned laborious 
days, and between the seductions of the Thunbi Bazaar 
gave peaceful citizens what one petitioner against plun- 
der calls " a foretaste of the Day of Judgment." 
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But one soul in Delhi felt in every fiber of him that 
the Judgment had come — that atonement must be made. 

" Thou wilt kill tliyself with prayers and fastings and 
seekings of other folks' salvations, Mou! vie- sahib," said 
Hafzan almost petulantly as, passing on her rounds, she 
saw Mohammed Ismail's anxious face, seeking audience 
with everyone in authority, " Thou hast done thy best. 
The rest is with God; and if these find death also, the 
blame will lie elsewhere." 

" But the blame of those, woman?" he asked fiercely, 
pointing with trembling finger to the little cistern shaded 
by the peepul tree. 

Hafzan gave a shrill laugh as she passed on. 

" Fear not that either, learned one! This world's 
atonement for that will be sufficient for future pardon." 

It might be so, Mohammed Ismail told himself as he 
hurried off feverishly to another appeal. He had erred 
in ignorance there; but what of the forty prisoners 
still at the Kotwali — forty stubborn Christians despite 
their dark skins? They were safe so far, but if the city 
were assaulted? — if some of the fresh, fiery-faithed new- 
comers The doubt left him no peace. 

" If thou wilt swear, Moulvie-jee, on thine own eternal 
salvation that ihey are Mohammedans, or stake thy soul 
on their conversion," jeered those who held the keys. A 
heavy stake, that! A solemn oath with forty stubborn 
Christians to deal with. No wonder Mohammed Ismail 
felt judgment upon him already. 

But the stake was staked, the oath spoken on the 6th 
of June. The record of it is brief, but it stands as his- 
tory in the evidence of one of the forty. " We were 
released in consequence of a Moulvie of the name of 
Mohammed Ismail giving evidence that we were all 
Mohammedan; or that if any were Christian they would 
become Mohammedan." 

And it was given none too soon. For on the 6th of 
June as the sun set, a silhouette of a man on a horse 
stocKl clear against the red-gold in the west, looking 
down from the Ridge on Delhi. Looking down on the 
city bathed in the dreamy glamour of the slanting sun- 
beams; rnse-red and violet-shadowed, with the great 




I 



white dome hovering above the smoke wreaths, and a 
ghtter of gfold on the eastern wall, where, backed by that 
arcaded view of the darkening Eastern plains, an old 
man sat listening to sentiments of fidelity from a pile of 
Httle brocaded bags. 

It was Hodson of Hodson's Horse, reconnoitering 
ahead. So there was an Englishman on the Ridge once 
more as the paper kites came down on the 6th of June. 
But the fire balloons did not go up; for the night set in 
gusty and wet, giving no chance to new constellations. 

Jim Douglas did not sleep at all that night, for Tiddii 
had brought word that the English were at Alipore, ten 
miles out; and nothing but the dread of needless risk 
kept him in Delhi. For any risk was needless when to 
a certainty the English flag would be flying over the city 
in a few hours. 

And Hodson of Hodson's Horse back at Alipore slept 
late, for he lingered, weary and wet after his long ride, 
to write to his wife ere turning in, that " if he had had a 
hundred of the Guides he could have gone right up to 
the city wall." 

But Mohammed Ismail slept peacefully, his work 
being over, and dreamed of Paradise. 



CHAPTER HI. 

THE CHALLENGE. 

" For Gawd's sake, sir! don't say I'm unfit for dooty, 
sir," pleaded a lad. who, as he stood to attention, tried 
hard to keep the sharp shivers of coming ague from the 
doctor's keen eyes. " I'm all right, aint I. mates? It 
aint a bad sort o' fever at worst, as 1 oughter know, 
havin' it constant. It's go ter hell, an' Hck the blood up 
fust as I'm fit for with Jack Pandy. That's all the 
matter— you see if it aint. sir! " 

He threw his fair curlv head back, his blue eyes 
blazed with the coming fever light, Init the bearded 
man next to him murmured, " 'Ee's all right, sir. 'Ee'll 
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'old 'is musket straight, never fear," and the Doctor 
walked on with a nod. 

■' They killed his girl at Meenit," said his company 
officer in a whisper, and Herbert Erlton, standing by. set 
his teeth and glanced back, blue eye meeting blue eye 
with a sort of triumph. 

For it was the 7th of June, and the blow was to be 
struck, the challenge given at last. 

Nearly a month, thought Herbert Erlton, since it had 
happened. He had spent much of the time in bed, struck 
down with fever; for he had regained Meerut with 
difficulty, wounded and exhausted. And then it had 
been too late — too late for anything save to hang round 
hungrily in the hopes of that challenge to come, with 
many another such as he. 

But it had come at last. The camp was ringing with 
cheers for the final reinforcement, every soul who could 
stand was coming out of hospital, and the air, new 
washed with rain, and cool, seemed to put fresh life, and 
with it a desire to kill, into the veins of every son of the 
cold North. 

And now the dusk was at hand. The men, half-mad 
with impatience, laughed and joked over each trivial 
preparation. Yet. when the order came with midnight, 
weapons were never gripped more firmly, more sternly, 
than by those three thousand Englishmen marching to 
their long-deferred chance of revenge. And some, not 
able to march, toiled behind in hopes of one fair blow; 
and not a few, unable even for so much, slipped desper- 
ately from hospital beds to see at least one murderer 
meet with his reward. 

For, to the three thousand marching upon Delhi that 
cool dewy nighl, sent — so ihey lold themselves — for 
special solace and succor of the Right, there were but 
two things to be reckoned with in the wide world: 
Themselves — Men. Those others — Murderers. 

The fireflies, myriad-born from the rain, glimmered 
giddily in the low marshy land, the steady stars shone 
overhead, and Major Erlton looked at both indifferently 
as he rode, long-limbed and heavy, through thi 
whose soft silence was broken only by the jingle of spur* 
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and the squelching of light gun-wheels in water-logged 
ruts; save when — from a distance — the familiar tramp, 
tramp, of disciplined feet along a road came wafted on the 
cool wind; for the column in which he was doing duty 
moved along the canal bank so as to take the enemy, who 
held an intrenched position five miles from Alipore, in 
flank. But Herbert Erlton was not thinking of stars or 
fireflies; was not thinking of anything. He was watching 
for other lights, the twinkling cresset lights which would 
tell where the Murderers waited tor that first blow. He 
did not even think of the cause of his desire; he was 
absorbed in the revenge itself, and a bitter curse rose to 
his lips, when just before dawn the roll of a gim and the 
startled flocks of birds flying westward told him that 
others were before him. 

" Hurry up, men! For God's sake hurry up! " The 
entreaty passed along the line where the troopers of the 
9th LaJicers were setting shoulders to the gun-wheels, 
and everyone, men and officers alike, was listening with 
fierce regret to the continuous roll of cannon, the casual 
rattle of musketry, telling that the heavy guns were bear- 
ing the brunt of it so far. 

" Hurry up, men! Hurry up. That's the bridge 
ahead! Then we can go for them!" 

Hark! A silence; if silence it could be called, now 
that the shouts, and j'ells. and confused murmur of battle 
coidd be heard. But the guns were silent; and hark 
again. A ringing cheer! Bayonet work that, at last, 
at last! And yonder, behind the fireflies in tlie bushes? 
Surely men in flight! Hurrali! Hurrah! 

When Major Erlton returned from that wild charge 
it was to find that one splendid rush from the 75th Regi- 
ment had cleared the road to Delhi, The Murderers 
had been swept from their shelter, their guns— some 
fighting desperately, others standing stupidly to meet 
death, and many with clasped hands and vain protesta- 
tions of loyalty on their lips paying the debt of their race. 
But one man had paid some other debt, Heaven knows 
what; and the Rifle Brigade cleared the road to Delhi of 
an English deserter fighting against his old regiment. 

It had not taken an liour. and now, as the yellow sun 
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peered over the eastern horizon, a tittle knot of staff 
officers consulted what to do next. 

What to do? Herbert Erlton and many another won- 
dered stupidly what the deuce fellows could mean by 
asking the question when the jagged line of the Ridge 
lay not three miles off, and Delhi lay behind that? 
Could any sane person think that England had done 
its duty at sunrise, even though forty good men and true 
of the three thousand had dealt their first and last blow? 

But if some did, tliere were not many; so, after a 
pause, the march began again. Westward, by a forking 
road, to the flat head of the Lizard lying above the 
Subz-mundi, eastward toward the tail and the old canton- 
ment. And this time the bayonets went with the jing- 
ling spurs, and together they cleared the green groves 
merrily. Still, even so, it was barely nine o'clock when 
they met the eastward column again at Hindoo Rao's 
house and shook hands over their bloodless victory.^ 
For the eastward force had lost one man, the westward 
seven, despite the fact that the retreating Murderers had 
attempted a rally in their old tines. 

Nine o'clock! In seven hours the ten miles had been 
marched, the battle of Budti-ke -serai won, and below 
them lay Delhi. Within twelve hundred yards rose the 
Moree Bastion, the extreme western point of that city 
face which, with the Cashmere gate jutting about its 
middle and the Water Bastion guarding its eastern end, 
must be the natural target of their valor — a target three- 
quarters of a mile long by twenty-four feet high. 

Seven hours! And the Murderers liad been driven 
into the city, white the men had gained " twenty-six 
guns and the finest possible base for the conduct of 
future operations." For the Ridge, the old canton- 
ments were once more echoing to the master's step, and 
the city folk, as they looked eagerly from the watts, had 
the first notice of ttcfeat in the smoke and flames of the 
sepoy tines which the English soldiers fired in reckless 
revenge; reckless because tlie tents were not up, and 
they might at least have been a shelter from the sun. 

I^ut the Delhi force, taken as a whole, was in no mood 
lo think; and so pertiaps those at Ihe head of it felt bound 





to think the more. There was Delhi, undoubtedly, but 
the rose-red walls with their violet shadows looked for- 
midable. And who could tell how many Murderers it 
harbored? A thousand of them or thereabouts would 
return to Delhi no more; but, even so, if all the regi- 
ments known to have mutinied and come to Delhi were 
at their full strength, the odds must still be close on four 
to one. And then there was the rabble, armed no doubt 
from the larger magazine below the Flagstaff Tower, 
which, alas, had found no Willoughby for its destruction 
on the 1 1 th of May. And then there was the May sun. 
And then — and then 

"What's up? When are we going on?" asked 
Major Eriton, sitting fair and square on his horse, in the 
shadow of the big trees by Hindoo Rao's house, as an 
orderly officer rode past bim. 

" Aren't going on to-day. Chief thinks it safer not — 
these native cities " 

He was gone, and Herbert Eriton without a word 
threw himself heavily from his horse with a clatter and 
jingle of swords and scabbards and Heaven knows what 
of all the panoply of war; so with the bridle over his arm 
stood looking out over the bloody city which lay quiet 
as the grave. Only, every now and again, a white puff 
of smoke followed by a dull roar came from a bastion 
like a salute of welcome to the living, or a parting honor 
to the dead. 

Was it possible? His eyes followed the familiar out- 
line mechanically till they rested half-unconsciously on 
some ruins beside the city wall. Then with a rush mem- 
ory came back to him. and as he turned hurriedly to 
loosen his horse's girths, the tears seemed to scald his 
tired angry eyes. Yet it was not the memorj' of Alice 
Gissing only, which sent these unwonted visitors to Her- 
bert Erlton's eyes; it was a wild desperate pity and de- 
spair for all women. 

And as he stood there ignoring his own emotion, or 
at least hiding it, one of the women whom he pitied was 
looking up with a certain resentful eagerness at a man, 
who, from the comer turret of that roof in the Mufti's 
quarter, was straining his eyes Ridgcways, 
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" They must rest, surely," she said sharply; " you can- 
not expect them to be made of iron "; as you are, 

she was about to add, but withheld even that suspicion 
of praise. 

"Well! There goes the bugle to pitch tents, any- 
how," retorted Jim Douglas recklessly. " So I suppose 
we had better have our breakfast too — coffee and a rasher 
of bacon and a boiled egg or so. By God! its incredi- 
ble — it'fr " He flung himself on a reed stool and 

covered his face with his hands for a second; but he was 
up facing her the next. " I've no right to say these 
things — no one knows better than I how worse than idle 
it is to press others to one's own tether — 1 learned that 
lesson early, Mrs. Erlton. But " — he gave a quick 
gesture of impotent impatience—" when the news first 
came in, the men who brought it ran in at the Cashmere 
and Moree gates in hundreds, and out at the Ajmere 
and Turkoman, calling that the masters had come 
back; and people were keeking round the doors hope- 
fully. I tell you the very boys as I came in here were 
talking of school again — of holiday tasks, perhaps — 
Heaven knows! People were running in the streets — 
they will be walking now — in another hour they will be 
standing; and thenl Weill I suppose the General 
funks the sun. So I'll be off. I only came because I 
thought I had better be here in case; you see the men 
would have had their blood up rushing the city " 

"And your breakfast?" she asked coldly, almost 
sarcastically; for he seemed to her so hard, so grudging, 
while her sympathies, her enthusiasms were red-hot tor 
the newcomers. 

He laughed bitterly. " I've learned to live on parched 
grain like a native, if need be, and I take opium too; so 
I shall manage." He was back again to the turret, how- 
ever, before two o'clock, curtly apologetic, calmer, yet 
still eager. The people, to be sure, he said, had given 
up keeking round their doors at every clatter, and the 
gates had been closed on deserters by the Palace folk; 
but no one had thought ef bricking them up, and after 
going round everj-where he doubted if there wer" 
than seven or eight thousand real soldiers in Dell 





74'li and the nth regiments had been slipping away for 
days, and numbers of men who had remained did not 
really mean to fight. Tiddu, who seemed to know every- 
thing, said that the mutineers had been very strongly in- 
trenched at Budh-serai, so the resistance could not have 
been very dogged, or our troops could not have fought 
their way in before nine o'clock. Yes! since she 
pressed for an answer, the General might have been wise 
in waiting (or the cool. Only he personally wished he 
had thought it possible, for then he would at any rate 
have tried to gel a letter sent to the Ridge. Now it was 
too late. 

And then suddenly, as he spoke, a fierce elation 
flashed to his face ayain at the sound of bugles, the roll 
of a gun from the Moree Bastion; and he was up the 
stairs of the turret in a second, casting a half-humorous, 
wholly deprecating glance back at her. 

" A hare and a tortoise once — I learned that at school 
— put it into Latin! " he said lightly, as the walls round 
them quivered to the reverberating rolls, thundering 
from the city wall. 

Kate walked up and down the roof restlessly, passing 
into the outer one so as to be further from that eager 
sentinel and his criticisms. Tara was spinning calmly, 
and Kate wondered if the woman could be alive. Did 
she not know that brave men on Iroth sides were going 
to their deaths? And Tara, from under her heavy eye- 
lashes, watched Kate, and wondered how any woman 
who had brought Life into the world could tear Death. 
Did not the Great Wheel spin unceasingly? Let brave 
men. then, die bravely — even Soma. For she knew by 
this time that her brother was in Delhi, and by the mas- 
ter's orders had dodged his detection more than once. 
So the two women waited, each after their nature; while 
like the pulse of time itself, the beat of artillery shook 
the walls. It came so regularly that Kate, crouching in 
a corner weary of restless pacing to and fro. grew almost 
drowsy and started at a step beside her. 

" A false alarm," said Jim Douglas quietly; " a sortie, 
as far as I could judge, from the Moree; easily driven 
back." 
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His tone roused her antagx>nism instaiitU'. " IVrhiti» 
they are waiting for night." 

"There is a full moon — almost," he rcplicil; " bc!iid», 
there is fair cover up to within four hundred yards of the 
Cabul gate. They could rush that, and a bag or two of 
gunpowder would finish the business," 

" They could do that as well to-morrow," she re- 
marked hotly. 

■' I hope lo God they won't be such fools as to try it! " 
he replied as hotly. " If they don't come in to-night 
they win have to batter down the walls, ;iuil tlicu Ihe 
city will go against them. What city wouldn't.^ Ii will 
rouse memories we can't afford to rnuM-, Whci muld? 
And every wounded man who creeps in lu-day will be a 
center of resistance by to-morrow. The women will 
hound others on to prolect him. It is their way. You 
Iiave always to allow for humanity in war. Weill wc 
must wait and see." He paused and rubbed his fore- 
head vexedly. " If I had known, I might have gol out 

with the sortie; but I suppose I couldn't really " 

He paused, shrugged his shoulders, and went out. 

And Kate, as she sat watching the red flush of sun- 
set grow to the dome, remembered his lof»k at her with 
a haif-angry pang. Why should she be in (his man's 
way always? So the day died away in soft silence, and 
there on (he housetop it seemed incredible that so much 
hung in the balance, and that down in the streets the 
crowds must be drifting to and fro restlessly. Sx. least 
sbc mpposed so. Yet, monotonous as ever, there was 
the evening cry of the muezzin and the persistent ihrum- 
■ning of toms-toms and saringis which evening brings 
to a natire city. It rose louder than usual from a roof 
bard bjr, wberc, so Tara told her. a princess of the blood 
FOjra] bvcd; a great friend of Abool-Bukr's. The re- 
l oe nJma ee of little Sonny's bands aD red with blood. 
and Ae crad {act. smiling over an apotocy-. made ber 
dnwer, aod wonder as mt often did «itb a dr sp rrair 
cnriiv wlal tbe ebild's fate bad been. Wk; bad she 
let AetfUajrab talcc bim? WI17 was he not hoc afe: 
niiiMt fife bearable? As sbe ol the tiare tOa^ 
4Hcrif vmtx ha dxeJts, Tara casK and BooAacd m In- 
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THE CHALLENGE. IX^ 

with a death-pledge between them? The townspeople 
might sleep uncertain which side they would espouse, but 
between the Men and the Murderers the issue was clear. 
And it remained so, even though the month-o(-miracle 
lingered, and no assault came on the morrow, or the day 
after, or the day after that. So that the old King himself 
set his back to the wall and for once spoke as a King 
should. " If the army will not fight without pay, punish 
it," he said to the Commander-in-chief. But it was only 
a flash in the pan, and he retired once more to the lat- 
ticed marble balcony and set the sign-manual to a 
general fiat that " those who would be satisfied with a 
trifle might be paid something." Whereat Mahboob AH 
shook his head, for there was not even a trifle in the 
privy purse. 

As for the city people, their ears and tongues grew 
longer during those three days, when the sepoys, return- 
ing from the sorties and skirmishes, brought back tales 
of glorious victory, stupendous slaughter. Her man 
had killed fifteen Huzoors himself, and there were not 
five hundred left on the Ridge, said Futteh-deen's wife 
to Pera-Khan's as they gossiped at the wall; and a good 
job too. When they were gone there would be an end 
of these sword cuts and bullet wounds. Not a wink of 
sleep had she had for nights, yawned Zainub, what with 
thirsts and poultices! And on the steps of the mosque, 
too. the learned lingered to discuss the newspapers. So 
Bukht Khan with fifty thousand men was on his way 
to swear allegiance, and the Shah of Persia had sacked 
Lahore, where Jan Larnce himself had been caught try- 
ing to escape on an elephant and identified by wounds 
on his back. And the London correspondent of the 
Authentic I^ru's was no doubt right in saying the Queen 
was dumfoundered, while the St. Petersburg one was 
clearly correct in asserting that the Czar was about to 
put on his crown at last. Why not. since his vow 
was at an end with the passing of India from Briti&b 
supremacy? 

So the dream went on; the little brocaded bags kept 
coming in; the stupendous slaughter continued. Yet 
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■c B to cai 
TWy sore si it kiM 
aldir, Aomt^ Aat mam R^i^ AS 1 Hid yn of— it me 
he «bo sttd Hodno vas wak the iorcc— dedans tbn 
■ m died bom Mai4»D ■ tBotr^^ae tfars. Over thirty 
niks a dajr! Wdl! thrjr looked Bx k. I saw tbem 
fide slq) op to tlic CiImI nK. And— aad 1 saw sonie- 
ooe ebe witb them, Mts. EiIkml I vasa't sore at firet 
U I had better tdl yoa: boi I tlnk I had. I saw yom 



" Uj httsband," she cdioed binttr. In truth the past 
■ eta i ed lo have dipped Emen her. She seemed to tUve 
lorgoiten so mndi; and then snddenly she remembered 
that the letter be bad written mnst stSI be in ibe pocket 
of the dress Taia had hidden awar. How strange! She 
oiust bad it. and look at h again. 

Jim Douglas watched bo- cnriouslr with a quick 
recognition of his own roagh toacfa. Yet it could not 
be helped. 

" Yes. He was looking splendid, doing splen<Udly. 

I coulda't help wishing Well! I «-i3i you could 

have seen him; j'ou would ha\'e been proud." 

She interrupted him with swift, appealing hand. 
" Oh ! — don't — please don't — w hat have I to do with it? 
Can't you see — can't you understand he was thinking 
of — of her — and doesn"i she deser%-e it? while I — 1 " 

It was (he first breakdown he had seen during those 
long weeks of strain, and he stood absolutely, wholly 
compassionate before it. 

" My dear lady," he said gently, as he walked away to 
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give her time, " if you good women would only recog- 
nize the fact which worse ones do, that most men think 
of many women in their hves, you would he happier. 
But I doubt if Major Erlton was thinking of anyone in 
particular. He was thinking of the dead, and you are 
among them, for him; remember that. Come," he 
continued, crossing over to her again and liolding out 
his hand. " Cheer up! Aren't you always telling nic it 
is bad for a man to have one woman on the brain, and 
think, think how many there may be to avenge by this 
time ! " 

His voice, sounding a whole gamut of emotion, a 
whole cadence of consolation, seemed Uf find an echo in 
her heart, and she looked up at him gratefully. 

It would have found one also in most hearts upon the 
Ridge, where men were beginning to think with a sort 
of mad fur>- of women and children in a hundred places 
to which this unchecked conflagration of mutiny was 
spreading swifil)'. What would become of Lucknow, 
Cawnpore. Agra, if something were not done at Oelhi? 
if the challenge so well given were not followed up? 
And men elsewhere telegraphed the same question, utilil. 
half-heartedly, the <jeneral lietened. and finally gave a 
grudging assent to a plan of assault urged by four sub- 
alterns. 

What the details were matters little. A bag ol gun- 
powder sofnewhere, with fixed bajonei* to f<>llow. A 
gamester's throw for ntxes or det>ce-ace. so said even its 
supporters. But anything seemed better tlian l>eing j 
Urget for artillery practice five times better tlian their 
own. while the mutiny spread around them. 

The secret was well kept as such secreu mtut be. 
Still the afteriKJon of the 12th saw a vague «tir on tlte 
Ridge, and though even the fighting men turned in to 
sleep, each man knew wltai tlie midnigtit order meant 
which sent htm fumbltog htirncdl) with heltsand buckles. 

" The city at last, mates! .\o more pUyiu' ball." tfaey 
said to each other as they fell in. and M'^xl Mailing the 
next order under the Mar<». Mailing ^vith growing im- 
patience as the minute? slipped by. 

" My God! where is (>avcftr " fuiued i'todsoo. " We 




j» air TBX PACE ae tbe tr^TEMs. 

aamtaac. and «c The cxptoaioa party is icadr. tbe 
R&ks nfa witfiB tfvce Imiwhd vards of the wait' Tbc 
^tm wiQbeaii mmaotiiDe — tHesbarp'-' 

" Sometlm^ bas pve wfon^, wmspavd a. cmnradc 
** There wen iigbcs m tbe GeaaaTs oat and two mnndnl 
oAcen — there* I diimgfat so! It's ail op! - 

Alt up indeed! For die bogle wtndi rang oat was 
the retreat Some of those who heard tt mnemticTed a 
moonlight nigfai just a. motnit before when it had echoed 
over the Meemt parale ^TTMind; snd if cmitterEd ctnses 
coaJd have fenced it the bugie wotdd have sounded in 
vain. But diey coold not. and so die tnea went back 
sulkilv, -le^jondcndy to beiL Back to inactioo. back to 
target pocdce. 

" ijfaves savs he misaadersnxMl the verbal orders, so 
I nndeniand." palliated a naS-officer in a mess tent 
whither others drifteil to find solace from the chill oi dis- 
appointment, the heat of anger. A tall man with hawb's 
eyes and sparse rcl hair paosed for a moment ere pass- 
ing out into the night again. " I ilisiike euphemians.'* 
be ^c| curdy. " In these days I prefer to call a spaile % 
apade. Then yon can tell what you have to trust to." 

" Hofison's in a towering temper." said an ariillery- 
nan as he watched a native servant thirstily: " I don't 
wondin-. Well! here's to better luck next time," 

■' I ilon't believe there wiU be a next time.'* echoed a 
lad gifiomily. And there was not. for him, the target 
practice settling that point definitely ne.Tt day. 

"• But why the devil couldn't " began another 

vexed voice, then paused "'.■\h! here comes Eriton 

from the (jeneraL He'll know. I say. Major ' he 

bnike off aghast. 

" Have a glass of something. Eriton? " pat in a senior 
ha.stily. '■ you look as if you had seen a ghost, man! " 

The Major gave an o«id hollow laugh. " The other way 
on — I mean — I — I can't believe it — but my wife — she — 
she's alive — she's in Delhi." The startied faces around 
«emeil too much for him: he sat down hurriedly and hid 
his face in his hands, only to Kxtk up m a second more 

collectedly. " It has bmucht the whole d d basinet 

home, somehow, to have her there." 
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" But liow? " the eager voices got so far — no fiirllier. 

" 1 nearly shot iiim — should have if he had not ilucked, 
for the get up was perfect. Sonic of you may liiiow the 
man^ — Douglas — Greyman — a trainer cliap, but my (jod! 
a well plucked one. He sneaked into my tent to IcU. 
But I don't understand it yet, and he said he would come 
back and arrange. It was all so hurried, you sec; I was 
due at the muster, and he was off when he heard what wa» 
up to see Graves — whom he knows. t)!i, curse llic 
whole lot of them! Here, khiknsamaii! brandy — 
anything! " 

He gulped it down fiercely, for he had heard of more 
than life from Jim Douglas. 

The latter, meanwhile, was racing down a ravine as hU 
shortest way back to the city. His getting out liad been 
the merest chance, depending on his finding Soma ai 
sentry at the salty port of the ruined magazine. He had 
instantly risked the danger oE another confederate (or the 
opportunity, and he was just telling himself with a Iri' 
umph of gladness that he had l>een right, when a curi- 
ous sound like the rustling of dry leaver al his very feet, 
made him spring into the air and cross the flat khcK ij( 
rock he was passing at a bound; for he knew what the 
noise meant. A true lover's knot of dca/lly vi|»er, angry 
at intrusion, lay there; the dry Ridge swarms with Ihcnt. 
But, as he came down lightly on hi» feet a;;ain. some- 
thing slipped from under one. and though he did ofA fall, 
he knew in a second that be was crippled, fireak or 
sprain, he knew instantly that he could not h'ype to rrach 
the sally-port before -Soma's watch was up. Yet get t/ack 
he mui to the city; for this — he had IriwJ a »t«p hy that 
time with the aid of a projecting fjck^-mtKbt make k 
impossible for htm to return for days if be did the eawert 
thing and cr^wkd upward again hand* and kiwc*. That, 
then, was not lo be tbougbl <A. The Ajtnere gate, bow- 
ever, mi^k! be o{jen for traffic; tbe Ddhi ooe cerlainiy 
was, monimg and e^-enuig. The latter meant a round uf 
nearif iofoz mike, and endtcss danger of discover}': hot 
it tBBct be done So be mti hi» (aue vextward. 

It mat just tK-emy-iouf hours ahcr tfait. tliat I'ara. 
■■aUe lor loader iBtknce, toM Kate that she nuut luck 
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iierself in, while she went out to seek news of the master. 
Something must have happened. It was thirty-six 
hours since they had seen him, and if he was gone, that 
was an end. 

Her face as she spoke was fierce, but Kate did not 
seem lo care; she had, in truth, almost ceased to care for 
her own safety except for the sake of the man who had 
taken so much trouble about it. So she sat down quietly, 
resolved to open the locked door no more. They might 
break it in it they chose, or she could starve. What did 
it matter? 

Tara meanwhile went, naturally, to seek Soma's aid, 
all other considerations fading before the master's safety; 
and so of course came instantly on the clew she sought. 
He had left the city, let out by Soma's own hands; hands 
which had never meant to let him in again, that being a 
different affair. And though he had said he would 
return, why should he? asked Soma. Whereupon 
Tara, to prove her ground for fear, told of the hidden 
mem. She would have told anything for the sake of the 
master. And Soma looked at her fierce face apprehen- 
sively. 

■■ That is for after! " she said curtly, impatiently. 
" Now we must make sure he is not wounded. There 
was fighting to-day. Come, thou canst give the pass- 
word and we can search before dawn if we take a light. 
That is the first thing." 

But as, cresset in hand. Tara stooped over many a 
huddled heap or long, still stretch of limb, Kate, with a 
beating heart, was listening to the sound of someone on 
the stairs. "The next moment she had flung the door 
wide at the first hint of the first familiar knock. 

"Where is Tara?" asked Jim Douglae peremptorily, 
still holding to the door jamb for support. 

" She went— to look for yon — we thought — what has 
happened? — what is the matter?" she faltered. 

" Fooll as if that would do any goodl Nothing's the 
matter. Mrs. Erlton. I hurt my ankle, that's all." He 
tried to step over the threshold as he spoke, but even that 
short pause, from sheer dogged effort, had made its re- 
newal an agony, and he put out his hand to her blindly. 
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" I shall have to ask you to help me," he began, then 
paused. Her arm was round him in a second, but he 
stood still, looking up at her curiously, " To — to help," 
he repeated. Then she had to drag him forward by main 
force so that he might fall clear of the door and enable 
her to close it swiftly. For who could tell what lay 
behind? 

One thing was certain. That hand on her arm had 
almost scorched her^the ankle he had spoken of must 
have been agony to move. Yet there was nothing to be 
done save lay cold water to it, and to his burning head, 
settle him as beat she could on a pillow and quilt as he 
lay, and then sit beside him waiting for Tara to return; 
for Tara cowld bring what was wanted. But if Tara was 
never to return? Kate sat, listening to the heavy breath- 
ing, broken by ha If -delirious moans, and changing the 
cool cloths, while the stars dipped and the gray of dawn 
grew to that dominant bubble of the mosque; and, as she 
sat, a thousand wild schemes to help this man, who had 
helped her for so long, passed through her brain, filling 
her with a certain gladness. 

Until in the early dawn Tara's voice, calling on her, 
stole through the door. 

It was still so dark that Kate, opening it with the quick 
cry — " He is here, Tara, he is here safe," did not see the 
tall figure standing behind the woman's, did not see the 
menace of either face, did not see Tara's quick thrust of 
a hand backward as if to check someone behind. 

So she never knew that Jim Douglas, helpless, uncon- 
scious, had yet stepped once more between her and 
death; for Tara was on her knees beside the prostrate 
figure in a second, and Soma, closing the door carefully, 
salaamed to Kate with a look of relief in his handsome 
face. This settled the doubtful duty of denouncing the 
hidden Mlechchas. How could that be done in a house 
where the master lay sick? 

And he lay sick for days and weeks, fighting against 
sun-fever and inflammation, against the general strain of 
that month of inaction, which, as Kate found with a pulse 
of soft pity, had sprinkled the hair about his temples with 
gray. 
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And >x-l ilioKe ill coninianii hcgiin tu look at each 
otlitr. ;iii«l ask wlial llic cml was to be, for thou(;li, 
dcttpitc ilic daily driiiii, tin- Widow 'a C'rtiKe (;row in iiuiii- 
bcrs as tiiiii: wint on, tin- cily jfrcw also, jtoi'tL-iitoiisl)'. 

Slill tlic iiic'ii were dk-iTful, tlic Kidffo siraiigely iiidike 
a war-catii|) in some wayii: for the country lo the rear was 
peaceful, pouia came every day, and there was no lack 
even ol hixnrics. Grain niercliants denertinn iheir city 
HhopH net up :utiid ihe surer iiayincnls of the caiitonniftit 
bazaar, .iiul the ^^ri'i'd [nc ^ain ]jti)ii>;lil li^iwUio nf fniil, 
milk, and V(-k'i'lal>k'sloi'iLii lli>- KaunlM (.1 llu- t;'ins. wliik' 
Homc poor folk livinK "■> ihcir uil^, wIk'ii liii'ic wa^ iml a 
rag or a patch nr a bit tit \\«<»\ Ml u< Iil- looled in ihc dc- 
icrlcd hnn^^alowN. look ii> l■al■lllll^; |ii'iinics by tracking 
the bi(j shot as 1I11.7 iriiinliid in ilir ravines, and bringing 
Ihcm to llie niaHtcrx. wlm nccdcil llkiu. 

Itetwccn the rain-sliowcm luu, men, after the manner 
of [''ii{{li>*)i"icn, began to talk of football matctics, sky 
raccit, and bewail the tact of ihc racket court being within 
range of the walls. Hut some, like Major Keid, who 
never tcfi his post at Hindoo Rao's house tor three 
months, preferred to face the dly always. To watch it 
as a cat watcheH a mnnse lo which she means to deal 
death by And by. Herbert Rrllnn was one of these, and 
so his old khansamnn, with whom Kate used to quarrel 
over his Icrribly Oriental ideas of Irish stew and such 
like — would bring him his lunch, sometimes his dinner, 
to the pickets, ft was <|uite a dignified procession, with 
a cook-boy carrying a brazier, so that the Uujtoor's 
food should be tint, ami the bhisli carrying a porous uot 
of water holding bottles, so that the Iluzoor's dnnk 
might he cool. The khansaman, a wiicned figure with 
many yards of waistband swathed round his middle, lead- 
ing the way with the mint aaiicc for the lamb, or the 
mustard for the beefsteak. He used at first to mumble 
charms and vows for safe passage ns he crossed the val- 
ley of the shadow; as a dip where round shot loved to 
dance was nicknamed by the men. liut so many others 
of his trade were bringing food to the master that he 
soon grew callous to the ilangcr, and grinned like the 
rest when a wild caper to dodge a trundling, iJmndering 



\ 



Pistxm if .was. ■sma^ertaff rte imnaa •» the: rm>& 

■ mne: Ci^iE^ — tbc: c 

--.■•■: iiAif^ :ime. for^^jreai ii iili iii« ■! 

(Tani- lit It 4ght or rfaowrrue^mt. wbUk 

Tiir (1 mr 'iim jncd 7iui DaugtaK- dab- 



MjIfitt-^liMi^l— *1|- l»-lfarfl.llin—fltt—»fa tEdlte 




t aiR. ftt «M _ 

jiunivt' Hiif naaf^HMff ^~ tte oaadt ttindk <&■«■ ^ 
(-•JinleRu ,mdJ S0^ m'" - ■■ — *■ — 

Iiartiniir wnnllrtMvmBi 



(MmM MIB^' iTtpWrit* oil Ae 



I torn 

\ to 

■ anr, 




Mi a?* alliBll Ifcr Mi^ *ll €_ 
(OWL me ttmipM MUM itapc gpB afan t 
'' (tidbit JD n> rtte anflUnrw Bta». " 




BUGLES AND FIFES. 325 

have given a fiver to see him do it. You know what a 
Httle chap he is — a boy to look at. And then " 

" And then," interrupted the Doctor, who had been 
giving a glance at a tickhsh bandage as he passed the bed 
round which the speakers were gathered, " I think I can 
tell you in his own words; for he was quite cool and col- 
lected when they brought him in — said it was from bleed- 
ing so much about the head " 

A ripple of mirth ran through the listeners, but Major 
Erlton did not smile this time; the laugh was too tender. 

" He said he thought it he charged it would be a di- 
version, and give time to load up. So he rode — Yes! I 
should like to have seen it too! — slap at the front rank, 
cut down the first fellow, slashed the next over the face. 
Then the two following crashed into him. and down he 
went at such a pace that he only got a slice to his jacket 
and lay snug till the troop — a hundred and fifty or so — 
rode over him. Then — ha — ha! he got up and looked for 
his sword! Had just found it ten yards off, when three 
of them turned back for him. He dropped one from his 
horse, dodged the other, who had a lance, and finally 
gashed him over the head. Number three was on toot — 
• the man he'd dropped, he thinks, at first — and they had 
a regular set to. Then Hills' cloak, soaked with rain, 
got round his throat and half choked him, and the brute 
managed to disarm him. So he had to go for him with 
his fists, and by punching merrily at his head managed 
all light till he tripped over his cloak and fell " 

" And then," put in another voice eagerly, " Tombs, 
hi.s Major, who had been running from his lent through 
the thick of those charging devils on toot to see what 
was up that the Carabineers should be retiring, saw him 
lying on the ground, took a pot shot at thirty paces — and 
dropped his man! " 

"By George, what luck!" commented someone; "he 
must have been blown! " 

" Accustomed to turnips, I should say," remarked 
another, with a curiously even voice; the voice of one with 
a lump in his throat, and a slight difficulty in keeping 
steady. 

" Did they kill the lot? " asked Major Erltoo quickly. 
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that they quoted texts of Scripture. Notably one about 
a daughter of Babylon and the blessedness of throwing 
children on stones. 

But Major Eriton did not stop to listen to tL The 
ethics of the question did not interest him, and in truth 
mere revenge was lost in him in the desire, not so much 
to kill, as to fight. To go on harking ami hewing ir^ 
ever and ever. As he drifted on lanoking his cigar he 
thought quite kindly of the poor devils of grass-cuttern 
who really worked uncommonly well: just, in act, 2^ ii 
nothing had happened. S3 did the old khansaman, an/i 
the sweeper who had come back to him on his return v> 
the Ridge» sa\-ing that the Huzoor would find the tale ol 
chickens complete. And the garden of the rcdntd hot»e 
near the Flagstaff Tower whither his cect ted him uxutriO' 
sciously. as they often did of an evening, was kept tidy; 
the gardener — when he saw the tall ttg:sre approaching — 
going over to a rose-bush, whicii, now that the rain had 
fallen, was new budding with white buds, and picking h':m 
a buttonhole. He sat ♦iown on ±e piind: of the r^raryla 
twiddling it kfly in his iirLger^ as he Irioked ocrt ov*t the 
panorama of the eastern plains, rne tTirrirLg rTr^r, ac/J 
the city with the white foce of :ie mc^r.-ie: har.g:^ ^^n^ 
supported above rhe snujie aar: z:i« wT*arh:t. r ''^ ry/w^ 
at sunsetting. the sky was a =as* of 'r/^.'^*:^^ ^zjti yV/Cet 
cloud and a white stsarti rose troci tbt -frx*o^^ rr*3^ iryj 
the moist grouu i. It was a perKct sot^^r^r*:- ri^^ he Of J/ 
saw the citv. That, t; rizi- wa:5 Iriitia. T'-:it £rie:^ ht* *r^*: 
The wide piaiits ease asii w*sc. mr± artrf v/^.. »ryrf^ 
the recent rain raf rrrrtz. *rr*:rj tb^cgr.t: tsrr*: "jce 'A ^ 
har\est to oocfe. trie: tze nn^tii x r:r3r/::i* ^-rj*r^ 'r^ 
master meant sE — tiy tre daszier of r*rj*r:r3e. r-rigp,-* •^r*: 
been noo-ejistcst 5c ar asi be. *2:ri iat xie. ii*y^ '/-o 
cemed. 

Yet even for tb» rxj bt ^arf txj ^j^&rjT.t *-/jf^j:f/iifm. 
He mcrelT k*c«f 2: r iktUy tScex ac rie r^/b^r^c m 
held. And tte: rcam-srDjr inax 'jc * ^jktj^^xl ^'ijTJ: vraeMt 
cross with ~ Ttt wil t^ ^jout ^ vt :&. le r'>*e voddwaJr, 
almost JmparirTrij- S-ac tier*: v-ift tio :*«j|pDaci'/E ic w 
face, as he wanocrtt itn^-arc tSre Iiacr3<r3e* at^aoas witJ. t}ie 
white flower 08 » VanTirr» iot itnot^ as 2» gid fiamad 
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do It, M I wouM IK^I luvt ll— frrr AoirielliinK, Vrl * 
day wc ihati qium-l usit \\\ vtmt i\»y rity pallrnre will 
go; itomt ttay tli'/u will l>f: x* (/tlicr*, iliiriklnti ol thytcll; 
and then " 

" And llien, ne^^h**? " •lie ■•kni roMIy. 

lie \x\\v^\n<\. MHmtrkttiK hiT I'rtir. " Ari'l llicii I aliall 
(ff >w tif«( ati'l ^'» miiM- "wn tmy to rnirip own cud." 

In ihe nicatflMTW', himpvir, llif \\\t\\\nm\\\%% hik) ilriiiii- 
mini;* wenl im unit) KtHc Hrli'iit, wttUhlfi); n Rtck licd 
hard (>y, frli ■**, W o,hv »\\%%\ m-ip'I roiiiK) miil lirK f'tr 
(|u>ct. It MTfined *)liH*' riMlrifal •he »hf<iilil it'» wi. (or 
*lic wa» c'Tmjilclely alw/rtrt-d '»vrf iltat (nillrni of licm, 
wti'r, tvith'dJl Im;)i)K •^ri"ti«ly ))l. wintM ri'it a'i\ l»i-llpr. 
Who (tanMrd (rwn one r'faitM- of (fvf lo nitotTirr tvitfi a 
liftllr** iinjniiliriKc, nri'l now, n'iirly n inonfli n)tt-r Iif lind 
ftluniUrd </virr llie itirmtiold, fay l/arcly convalf'^crnl. Il 
liatl liL-oi a Mranfc** nionlh. Slrunvr'r fven lliaii tlir tire- 
viou* fjnc, wh<:ii %\\e \m\ driiKKcd (nfriiKlt llic lorii>ly day* 
a» belli the cnil'l, ami lir lnurwandcrrd )ii and ont reit- 
IcMly, full (rf •Irairi und MrrM. If 4>v(-fi llmr Imd )'<!«n a 
ciiriotiH linl(in(f of l)ii-ir falp*. wiiat wH<t llii« wlit-ri «lic 
Itii'Icd tiiit) day and \»y^\\, wltcn llic w<-rlc* •ll|;tPC'l by 
•CDircly, almrnl iffin/fanlly? I'or iIiohkIi Sonm came 
every 'lay lo iti'iiiirc alter tlic inii«ter, tiiaitdinu ftl llie 
dofTT I'f Halulc to her, %y\rV and ft|ian in lull iinllorin, lie 
brmtf(f<t no di*liirt/iiit( new*. 

Il Kerned to her. now, lliat hIpi- liad kn'iwn Jim l)ouK- 
Lu all liU life. And in lrtit)> iilir Iiad learned •ornetltInK 
frf ihc real man duriiif; the few day» of deltriiini ronse- 
(juent im ihe violent inflarn trial ion wliidi ^el in on ihe in- 
jured ankle. Kill for the m^fiil Tiarl he had mnttrrfd and 
nKjaned in li(|nid I'ertian. Mr lifid alway* •jioken it with 
Zfira. who had Itcen (an({lil it a* pari of \wr altrarlifrnM, 
and no douU il waa the jinutr of (he jeweU n* Kate 
tended him, which reminded Itim of that ifflriicidar p^rt 
tA hit lile. 

By the lime he came lo him»ell, bfwever, »he had re- 
moved all ihe finericn, finding lliem in the way; •ave the 
heavy Rohl han^fle which would not rome off— at leart 
nol withoHl hcl[., lli- ii»ed to watch il half confuwlly 
at firit as it itipiKd up and down her arm, and wondered 
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grew ntfaer ID Kks tfae look of ik; «» fiwcr tlat slie bad 
kept k on OB puptise. to be ^aA Airt Ac bad: ibottg;fa it 
was liisanctK bard vrlbcii sbr OKScd Un ip oa hb pdhnnt 
For, after ^ bir bked Aen ill t.ili and he was 

" Vott afe haglhMg ac Be." die said one Bomnie as 
she cane up to hisbeit, with a ttay iMpnmsed oat of a 
bntss BhMer, and ioand \am ^aSi^. 

~ I hne bees li i i yh Mg at vow aB the a m win g. wben 
I bavcnt been gnaMiaK.**' he rcpKcd. ** at voa and the 
cbk-ken tea. aanl that Mde fciigr.d b ieirmt . to do 
duty as a waffw 1 au fp om. and the ftr-papcr — wlndi 
t»'t the httst ose. b« the way, and Fm snre I awM make 

better une — and the HM«|into act to gn« adcbtiooal 
ctiott ^.> Ri> bewtty what I U askep^ Who could 
taushiiig ail It?" 

$h*r k>oke<l at him repron^folK. " Bat it makes jrou 
ttww wmikvtaWic. surely ? ~ 

■" CoBiKvtaWe," he echoed, "my dear bdy! It is a 
|>«(«\'l cotivalesofnt home! ~ 

Hut u\ the siWncc which fofkiwed his right hand 
cleovhtxl it:?ieK over a Cold in the qwh onmi^akably. 

" It y*Hi will lake your chi^MS tea." she repUed cheer- 
UtUy. ilcst>ite a taint tietnble in her voice, "you will 
MHUi tjel out oi it. And really. Mr. Greyman. you don't 
seem tk» have kwt *«y chance. Soma is not very com- 
iimnicativc. but everything seems as it vras, I never 
kc*!* tuack an\ihi«s irom you. Bui, indeed, the chief 
ihiH^j in the city seems that there is no money to pay the 
sik^Kticni. IVk y^>u know. I'm afmJit Soma must loot the 
ahoiw like the others. He seems to get things; fqr noth- 
ing; lhou);h of c»>iirse they are extraonlinarily cheap. 
\\ hvu I was a mem I useii to pay twice as much for 

lie internipte<! her with a laii^h that had a tinge of 
hitlernes-i in il. " l>o yon hapt'*^'" 'o know the story of 
the Jew who wa,* eating ham during a thunderstorm, 
Mrs. Frlton?" 

She shook her heml. smiling, being accustomed H* j 
lime to hi» unsparing, rather reckless lidici 
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" He l€N>ked up and said, * All this fuss about a little 
bit of pork.' So all this fuss has taug^ht you the price i>( 
eggs. Upon my word! it is worse than the convales- 
cent home! " He lay back upon his pillows with a half- 
irritated weariness. 

" I have learned more than that, surely *' she beijran, 

" Learned! " he echoed sharply. " You've leanunl 
everything, my dear lady, necessary- to salvation. That^s 
the worst of it! Your chatter to Tara — I hear when you 
think I am asleep. You draw your veil over your (ace 
when the water-carrier comes to fill the pots as if you had 
been bom on a housetop. You — Mrs. KrUon! If I 
were not a helpless idiot I could pass you out of the city 
to-morrow, I believe. It isn't your fauh any longer. It's 
mine, and Heaven only knows how long, (^h! confound 
that thrumming and drumming. It gets on my nerves — 
my nerves! — pshaw! " 

It was then that Kate declared that she would really 
send Tara 

" Mrs. Erlton presents her compliments to the Prin- 
cess Farkhoonda Zamani, and will be obliged," Jested 
Jim Douglas; then paused, in truth more irritateci than 
amused, despite the humor on his face. And suddenly 
he appealed to her almost pitifully, " Mrs. ICrlton! if any- 
one had told you it would be like this — yoxxx chance and 
mine — when the world outside us was alive — was strug- 
gling for life — would you — would you have believed it ? " 

She bent to push the chicken tea to a securer i><>sition. 

No," she said softly; then to change the subject, a'ld<'<l, 

How white your hands are getting again! J must put 
some more stain on them, I suppose." Slu^ si><;k<* n*gret- 
fully, though she did not mind putting it of) \wr own. 
But he looked at the whiteness with dislin<i distabtr. 

" It is with doing nothing and lying like a l'>g. W<'ll! 
I suppose I shall wake from the dr^^am M>me day, and 
then the moment 1 can walk — 
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1 xnc mumenx j can warn " 



There will be an end of peace," shr interrupted, <juite 
resottttdy. " I know it is \^.ry liard for you to )»** ntill, 
ImiI ttaO^ yotx must see how umrh hafer af*d Mii'/^Mli^rf 
^ lias wen since you werf forced to gtv*- iu to lau " 

be muttered cr</fcbly under hit \jrt4tXlh 
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was not wf)rTii livintr without a rfi»Tiiar ])eiisioii. Let tlie 
Kinij secure liis and secure nanloii wfiile ilicrt: was 
vet rime, l)v cjeniiinu" :i !ftti*r ro '.he *\*ni:rril on rhu Riiiicc. 
an<i offering' ro let the Eni^lisii in by Seiimi^rh ami be- 
tray the cit}'. W'len all was -^aid and tlone. others liad 
betrayed him, )iad forred his hand: so let him save him- 
self if he could, •juierly. without a wonl ro any but 
Aiisan-* ►oiah. Above all. not i)ne won! to Zeenut 
MaihL Hussan .\akuri. and Bukiit Khan — that Trinity uf 
Dreams I 

With which words of wisdom mayhap liu:htening his 
loaii of sins, rhe fat eunucii left rhe court <}nce and rV>r 
all. So rhe «")ld tCintr, as he sat listeninu: ro the i^uarrels 
of his Commander-in-Chief, had other consolation be- 
sides couplets: and when he wrote 

'• No peace, no rest, since irmies munil me riot. 
Life lingers yet, hut ere lunir [ shall -lie «j*t.'' 

he knew — thoujiJ^h his yeiK:>w. wax-like mask hid the 
kn«jwled|;y"e from all — that a chance oi escape remained. 

The 'jld ECins^^'s lener rc^ached the Ridge easily. There 
was no dilficulty in ciommunication n«.nv. Spies were 
plentiful. an«i if Jim Douji^las hail been able to i^et about, 
he C(juM have set \[aii")r Erlti"^n's mind at rest without 
delay. Bi.it Soma pijsitively refused to be a ^>between; 
to do anythinor. in shrjrt, save secure the master's sufetv. 
And the «jffi^r '-jf betraval arriveil when the man who held 
command of the Rids^ft^ felt uncertain of the future: all the 
more Sij her.aus**. '-jf the tele-grams, the letters — almost the 
orders — which <'ame pouring in to take Delhi — to take it 
at once I R^rly in rhe month, the gamester's throw ot 
assault had l*>»»en r«?viv(»d with the arrival of reinforce- 
ments, only ;o h*» ;^handoned once more, within an hour 
of the appoint r»rl time*, in favor of the grip-of-death. But 
now, rhouQh \ho whi«;per had gfone no further than the 
Gf.n<*.rars i.»nt. m third possibility was allowevl — retreat. 
Th(» M-< !]io!>i::nid w.^n* dwindling day by da>. the men 
w<*r.» hah' d»v«d vifh pioVt^t duty, wearied out with uet\l- 
\t%< i.\r^v^^^\Kh*^< ,mv,v^m by the tvrannv of bu^le>i and 
fife* 

*Ni«*r f^i*M .v»i,M bo':' Th<*re was no lack oi sXt^xt to 
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believe it possible; but Grcalhed of the politicals, and 
Sir Theophilus Metcalfe shook their heads doubtfully- 
Hodson, they said, had better be consulted. So the tall 
man with the blue hawk's eyes, who had lost his temper 
many times since that dawn of the 12th of June, when the 
first assault had hung fire, was asked tor his opinion. 

" We had a chance at the beginning," he said. " We 
could have a chance now. if there was someone — but that 
is beside the question. As for this, it is not wortli the 
paper it is written on. The King has no power to fulfill 
his promise. He is virtually a prisoner himself. That 
is the truth. But don't send an answer. Refer it, and 
keep him cjuiet." 

" And retreat?" 

" Retreat is impossible, sir. It would lose us India." 

"Any news, Hodson?" asked Major Erlton. meeting 
the free-lance as he rode back to his tent after his fashion, 
with loose rein and loose seat, unkempt, undeviating, 
with an eye for any and every advantage, 

" None." 

" Any chance of — of anything? " 

" None with our present chiefs. If we had Sir Henry 
Lawrence here it would be different." 

But Sir Henry Lawrence, having done his duty to the 
uttermost, already lay dead in the residency at Lucknow, 
though the tidings had not reached the Ridge. And yet 
more direful tidings were on their way to bring July, that 
uKinth of clouds and cholera, of flies and funerals, of end- 
less buglings and fifings, to a close. 

It came to the city first. Came one afternoon when 
the King sat in the private Hall of Audience, his back 
toward the arcaded view of the eastern plains, ablaze 
with sunlight, his face toward the garden, which, through 
the marble-mosaic traced arches, showed like an em- 
broidered curtain of green set with jeweled flowei 
Above him, on the roof, circled the boastful legend: 
" If earth holds a haven of bliss 
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And all around him, in due order of precedence, ac- 
cording to the latest army lists procurable in Delhi, were 
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nui^cfl the mutinous tiati\r iiffiorrs; for IwU the Knit's 
sovereignly !JKk^^nl Hscll lu iiuiKtittoua «»nuetie. Av ha 
Icct, Iwlow the (kCACock ihrvne. rti.»»J a Ki^^ted cage ^xni' 
UiniiiK a ottcknUio. For lUUan ha<) bc«» so far nght 
in her i-Mitiiate uf I liiMau Askuh's >A\^m(ers that pix« hl- 
lle Sonny's |>et, lUttv caii):hl, ami with il» crest vKtvl an 
orthixlox (inn-n, hail t>e«n mevi— like the »luAe\l luar\i— 
to play <m the oKI man's Kivc oi the itMirv«)ou». So, lor 
the time licinj;, the hini foltv'wwl him m his Unci jiHirwey- 
in)^ (mm Anihencr Mall to IkalcMny, fn>iu halciuiy to li«L 

The usual |iile of hrvtcaiteil l^a^s lay l>ek<n that at:^in, 
ujion tile itiarMc ll*K>r, where a rvailer cn>tK-he4t [ 
umnlinK ihc nKist loval to he u>e\l as a scijative. Itno 
woulii he iiee<le(l ere Km);, (or the Cotniiian«!er»-iii-t~h)et 
were at war; lUikht Khan, backed by lluuan Askuri, 
with hilt louK black rot>e. hi* white Itearv). ami iti« wild 
eyes U-ncaih hi;. Imsliy brows, ami by all the inintans anU 
fanaticK .i( llie cily; NJina Moj-hul hy hi* l>f\>ther, Khair 
Sultan, ami most of the Northern Indian rrbcls who re- 
(uited a mere ex-souliailiir'!' ri^ht to he Iieiier than they. 

" Let tlie LiRhl-ol-the-W'iuld chtx>sc between us," 
came the sonorous voice almost indilfereiuly; in truth 
thoiic nccrel counsels n( Uukhi Khan with the Queen, of 
which the Palace was hi^ with gossip, held small place, 
allowcil small consideration for the iiuiii>et Kinj;- 

" Yea! let the ["itlar- of- State choose.' bawled the shrill 
voice o( the Moj^hul. whose vellow. sninll-fealiired face 
wan ahlnxc with jmsMon. " fhoosc between his son and 
heir and this low-horn upslan, this soul>adar of artillery, 
thin {Hirilnn by jirufession, this dcbauchcr of King's " 

Me pniiKcd, for Huklit Khan'sband was on his swonl. 
and there was an ominous stir behind Mussau Askuri. 
Ahsnn-Oolali. a discreet ligure in black standing by the 
side of tlic throne, craned his long neck forward, and his 
crafty face wore an nmnsed smile. 

Ilukht Khan laughed disdainfully at the Mirza's hdl 
stoj), " What I am. sire, matters little if I can lead 
armieii to victory. The Mina hath not led his. as yrl." 

" Not led them? " interrupted an officious peacc- 
bringcr. " Lot the hell-iliwmed are reiluceil lo five hun- 
dred; the culuncts arc eating their horses' grain, the 
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'''AH^MlIf Ims Ixf* <(>» ilay crjTm- m" cai<] a irraTC, 

i'mnhlrtaiy «Mi. tiimruirtiiie the talt once more. 

" -tAArin^ Mv tatd**; Intl a» the wtHm- niak» sripob' 

' -"^ A^^liff i*4y( ililiMiiiji he mcaiif to loot, or 



" TTic Meean's 

<»k«r'« iHMMli ME sewer." be said bmtallv. 
• 1 «>p 4mM hkvr, if wv an^ lu fi^ht as soldiers. 

— " \\t fWuved. There vai a ear at the 
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entrance, where a news-runner had unceremoniously 
pushed his way in to flourish a letter in a long envelope, 
and pant with vehement show of breathlessncss. " In 
haste! In haste! and buksheesh for the bringer." 

The King, who had been listening wearily to the dis- 
pute, thinking possibly that the paucity of commanders 
on the Ridge was preferable to the plethora of them at 
court, looked up indifferently. They came so often, 
these bearers of wonderful news. Not so often as the 
little brocaded bags: but they had no more effect. 

" Reward him, Keeper-of-the-Purse," he said punc- 
tiliously, " and read, slave. It is some victory to our 
troops, no doubt." 

There was a pause, during which people waited indif- 
ferently, wondering, some of them, if it was bogus news 
that was to come or not. 

Then the court moonshee stood up with a doubtful 
face. ■' 'Tis from Cawnpore," he murmured, forgetting 
decorum and etiquette: forgetting everything save the 
news that the Nana of Bithoor had killed the two hun- 
dred women and children he 'had pledged himself to 
save. 

Eukht Khan's hand went to his sword once more, as 
he listened, and he turned hastily to Hussan Askuri. 
"That settles it as ihon wouldst have it," he whispered. 
" It is Holy War indeed, or defeat." 

But Mirza Moghul shrank as a man shrinks from the 
scaffold. 

The old King stood up quickly: stood up between the 
lights looking out on the curtain of flowers. " What- 
ever happens," he said tremulously, " happens by the 
will of God." 

His sanctimoniousness never failed him. 

So on the night of the 23d of August there was an 
unwonted stillness in the city, and the coming of day did 
not break it. The rain, it is Irue, fell in torrents, but 
many an attack had been marie in rain before. Tliere 
was none now. The bugles and fifes had ended, and 
folk were waiting for the drum ecclesiastic to begin. 
What they thought meanwhile, who knows? Delhi held 
a hundred and fifty thousand souls, swelled to nigh two 
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InuidTvd ttaoasKttd hr soJiiicts. Onir this, tbcrefive^q 
cvitiia, tlw tbon^:fats nmst bavc been dimse-. 

Bat OM ih« lUd^. whoi. after a trw iJxy^. die c 
nacbnl it widi L-maitin'. iliere was but one. It S 
ffa i iwa a aon in a letter urtncli die ijennal «fok on d 
Jky otf .lulv. " It is my Ann omntiaB m boid an- p 
Ijtnsatian ind nsist utack to dn izsL Tbe eaenv are 
very onaienMs. 4iid mtr po^hly tvcak ■*''"ret' oar 
Jttepchmrim snd ovcxwlieiiii as. batt dK ttmz- wS. /fie 
Mils pose" 

Na tkik jf reCtnsBmt txnrf Tte "«illijw»« ,it parvus 
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damp sentry-go, to this topsy-turveydom ot anthems! 
The cheek of it! The very walls ought to fall Jericho- 
wise before such sacrilegious music. 

But in the city it sent a thrill through hearts and 
brains. For it roused many a dreamer who had never 
felt the chill ot a sword-hilt on his palm to the knowl- 
edge that the time for gripping one had come. 

Since this was Bukr-eed. the Great Day of Sacrifice. 
No common Bukr-ecd either, when the blood of a goat 
or a bull would worthily commemorate Abraham's sacri- 
fice of his best and dearest, but something more akin to 
the old patriarch's devotion. Since on Bukr-eed, 1857, 
the infidel was to he sacrificed by the faithful, and tiie 
faithful by the infidel. 

For the silence of seven days had been a silence only 
from bugles and fifes; the drum ecclesiastic had taken 
their place. The mosques had resounded day and night 
to the wild tirades of preachers, and even Mohammed 
Ismail, feeling that in religious war lay the only chance 
of forgiveness for past horrors, spent every hour in paint- 
ing its perfections, in deprecating any deviation from its 
rule. The sword or the faith for men ; the faith without 
the sword for those who could not fight. But others 
were less scrupulous, their denunciations less guarded, 
and as the processions passed through the narrow streets 
flaunting (he green banner, half the Mohammedan popu- 
lation fell that ihe time had come to strike their blow for 
the faith. And Hussan Askuri dreamed dreams; and 
the Bird-of- Heaven, with its crest new-dyed for the occa- 
sion, gave the Great Cry viciously as it was paraded 
through jostling crowds in the Thunbi Bazaar, where 
religion found recruits by the score even among the 
women. While Abool-Bukr, vaguely impressed by the 
stir, the color, the noise, took to the green and swore to 
live cleanly. So that Newasi's soft eyes shone as she 
repeated Mohammed Ismail's theories. They were very 
true, the Prince said: besides this could be nothing but 
honest fighting since there were no women on the Ridge; 
whereupon she stitched away at his green banner fear- 
lessly. 

But in the Palace it needed all Bukht Khan's determi- 
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nation and Hussan .Vskori*; wily dreams to reconcile tfac 
old King to the breach ot etiquette which the sacrifice 
of a camel insteatl of a bull by the royal hands inTolTcd. 
For [he army — three-quarters Brahmin and Rajpoot — 
had been promised, as a reward for helping to drive out 
the inlidel. that no sacred kine ^loold be killed in 
tlindustan. 

And others besides the King objected to the restric- 
tion. (i\'\ Fatma, ior instaace, Shomsha-deen the seal- 
cutter's wife, as she swathed her husband's white beard 
with pounded henna leaves to giTe il the orthodox red 
dye, 

" What matters it, woman?" he replied sternly, but 
with an odd quaver in his voice. " There is a greater 
sacrifice than the blood of bulls and goats, and that 1 
may yet offer this blessed Eed." 

" And ma% hap, mother," suggested the widowe>l, 
childless daughter-in-law, "a goat will serve our turn 
better than a stirk this year: there will be enough for 
offering, and belike there may be no feasting." 

The old lady, high -featured, high-tempered, wept pro- 
fusely between her railings at the ill-omened suggestion ; 
but the old Turk admitted the possibility with a str^ned 
wondering look in the eyes which had lost their keenness 
with graving texts. So, as the day passed the women 
helped him faithfully in his bath of purification, and the 
daughter-in-law, fiaving the steadiest liand. put the anti- 
mony into the old man's eyes as he squatted on a clean 
while cloth stretched in the center of the odd little court- 
yard. She used the stylus she had brought with her lo 
the house as a bride, and it woke past memories in the 
old brain, making the black-edged old eyes look at the 
wife of his youth with a wistful tenderness. For it wras 
years since a wximan had performed the kindly office; 
not since the finery and folly of life had passed into the 
next generation's hands. But old Fatma thought he 
still looked as handsome as any as he finally stepped into 
the streets in his baggy trousers with one green shawl 
twisted into a voluminous waistband, another into a tur- 
ban, his flaming red beard Sowing over his white tome. 
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and a curved scimitar — it was rather difficult to get out 
of its scabbard by reason of rust — at his side. 

" Lo! here conies old Fatma's Shuoisha-deen," whis- 
pered other women, peeping through other chinks, " He 
looks weli for sure ; better by far than Murri-am's Faiz- 
Ahmiid for all his new gold shoes! " 

And those two, daughter and mother-in-law. huddled 
in unaccustomed embrace to see the last of their martyr 
through the only convenient crack, felt a glow of pitiful 
pride before they fell a-weeping and a-praying the old 
pitiful prayer of quarrelers that God would be good lo 
His own. 

There were thousands in Delhi about sunsetting on 
the 1st of August praying that prayer, though there were 
hundreds who held aloof, talking learnedly of the House 
of Protection as distinguished from the House of the 
Enemy, as they listened to the evening call to prayer. 
How could there be Holy War, when that had echoed 
freely during the [Jritish rule? And Mohammed Ismail, 
listening to their arguments feverishly, knew in his heart 
that they were right. 

But the old Shumsha-deens did not spht hairs. So as 
the sun set they went forth in thousands and the gates 
were closed behind tliem; for they were to conciuer or 
die. They were to hurl themselves recklessly on the 
low breastworks which now furrowed the long line of 
hill. Above all, on that which had crept down its side 
to a ruined temple within seven hundred yards of the 
Morec Bastion. 

So, about the rising .of the moon, two days from full, 
began such a cannonading and fusillading as was not 
surpassed even on that final day when the Ridge, taking 
similar heart of grace, was to fling itself against the city. 

Major Erlton, off duty but on pleasure in the Saming- 
HoHse breastwork, said to his neighbor that they must 
be mad, as a confused wild rush burst from the Morce 
gate. Six thousand or so of soldiers and Shumsha-deens 
with elephants, camels, field-pieces, distinct in the moon- 
light. And behind them came a hail of shell and shot, 
with them a rain of grape and musket-halls. But 
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lessly, would see a dim figure running madly to the 
assault again. 

■■ Plucky devil! " muttered Major Erlton as with the 
li>an of a rifle he had his try. There was a look of hope 
on dark faces and white alike as they cuddled down lo 
the rifle stocks and came up to listen. It was like shoot- 
ing into a herd of does for the one royal head; and some 
of the sportsmen had tempers. 

" Shaitan-kc-bulcha! " (Child of the devil), muttered 
Walidad Khan, whereat Gorakh-nath grinned from ear 
to ear. 

" Wot chcr laughin' at? " asked Bill Atkins, who had 
been indulging in language of his own. " A feller can't 
'it ghosts. An' "e's the piper as played afore Moses; 
that s what 'ee is," 

"Look sharp, men!" came the officer's warning. 
" There's a new lot coming on. Wait and let them 
have it." 

They did. The din was terrific. The incessant 
flashes lighting up the city, showed its roofs crowded 
with the families of absent Shumsha-deens. So High 
Heaven must have been assailed, indeed, that night. 

And even when dawn came it brought no Sabbath 
calm. Only a fresh batch of martyrs. But they had no 
bugler; for with the dawn some fierce frontiersman, 
jesting Cockney, or grinning Ghoorkha may have risked 
his life for a fair shot in daylight at the piper who played 
before Moses. Anyhow, he played no more. Perhaps 
the lack of him, perhaps the torrents of rain which began 
to fall as the sun rose, quenched the fires of faith. Any- 
how, by nine o'clock the din was over, the drum eccle- 
siastic ceased to beat, and the English going out to count 
the dead found the bugler lying close to the breastwork, 
his bugle stilt in his hand; a nameless hero save for that 
passing jest. 

But someone in the city no doubt mourned the piper 
who played before Moses, as they mourned other 
martyrs. More than a thousand of them. 

Yet the Ridge, despite the faith, and fury, and fusillad- 
ing, had only to dig one grave ; for fourteen hours of 
what the records call " unusual intrepidity " — contemp- 
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tuously cool equivalent for all that faith and fury- 
only killed one infidel. 

Shumsha-deen's Fatma, however, was as proud as if 
he had killed a hundred; for he had bled profusely for 
the faith, having been at the very outset of it all kicked 
by a camel and sent flying on to a rock to dream con- 
fused dreams of valor till the bleeding from his nose re- 
lieved the slight concussion of his brain, and enabled him 
to go home, much shaken, but none the worse. 

But many hundreds of women never saw their Shum- 
sha-decns again, or if they saw them, only savi" some- 
thing to weep over and bind in white swaddling clothes 
and gold thread. 

So by dark on the 2d of August the sound of wailing 
women rose from every alley, and the men, wandering 
restlessly about the bazaars, listened to the sound of 
tattoo from the Ridge and looked at each other almost 
startled. 

" Go-to - be d-To m ! Go-to-bed-Tom! Drunk-or-sober- 
go-to-bed-Tom ! " 

The Day of Sacrifice was over, and Tom was going lo 
bed quietly as if nothing had happened! They did not 
know that three-quarters of the Toms had been in bed 
the night before, undisturbed by the martyrs' supreme 
effort. If they had, they might have wondered still 
more persistently what Providence was about. 

But in the big mosque, among the great white bars of 
moonlight slanting beneath the dome, one man knew. 
He stood, a tall white figure beneath a furled green Ijan- 
ner, his arms outspread, his voice rising in fierce denun- 
ciation. 

" Cursed * be they who did the deed, who killed jehadl 
Lo! I told you in my dream in the past and ye would 
not believe. I tell it again ihat ye may know. It was 
dawn. And the Lord Christ and the Lord Mohammed 
sat over the World striving each for His own according 
to the Will of the Most High who sets men's quarrels 
before the Saints in Heaven with a commander to each. 
And I saw the Lord Christ weep, knowing that justice 

• From a conterapomncous account. 
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was on OUT side So the fiat {or Tictorr n-eni fonh. and 
I slept. But I dreamed again and lo! it n^s n-e «-ith a 
blood-red sansetting w^cstnard. And the Lord Chrisi 
n-ept still, but the Lord Mohammed's nncc rang loud 
and stem. " Reverse the fiat. G\\t: the \icton- to the 
*-omen and the children,' So I woke. And it is true! 
IS true! Cnrsed be they who killeil jehad! " 

The ^-oice died away among the arches where, in deli- 
cate tracer)-, the attributes of ihe Great Creator were cut 
into cbangele&s marble- Truth, Justice, Mercy, all the 
virtues from ts hich all religions make their God. 

" He is mad," said some; but for the most part men 
were silent as they drifted down the great Flights-of- 
Sleps to Ihe city, leaving Mohammed Ismail alone under 
the dome. 

"Didst expect otherwise, my Queen?" said Bukht 
Khan hardily. " So did not 1 ! But the end is gained. 
Delhi was not ours in heart and soul before. It is now. 
When the assault comes those who fought (or faith will 
fight for their skins. And al the worst there is Lucknow 
for good Sheeahs like the Queen and her slave. We 
have no tie here among these Sunnies who think only of 
their hoards." 

Zecnut Maihl shrank from him with her first touch of 
fear, for she had eight or nine lakhs of rupees hidden in 
that very house. This man whom she haJ summoned 
to her aid bid fair to make flight necessary even for a 
woman. Had she ventured too much? Was there yet 
time to throw him over, throw everyone over and make 
her peace? She turned instinctively in her thoughts to 
one who loved money also, who also had hoards to save. 
And so, within half an hour of Bukht Khan's departure, 
Ahsan-Oolah was closeted with the Queen, who after the 
excitement of the day needed a cooling draught. 

Most people in the Palace needed one that night, for 
by this time almost all the possible permutations of con- 
federacy had come about, with the result that — each 
combination's intrigue being known to the next — a 
general distrust had fallen upon all. In addition, there 
was now a fourth Commander-in-Chief: one Ghaus 
Khan, from Neemuch, who declared the rest were fools. 
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convalescent gave her half ihe picct-s on the hoard and 
(lien beat her easily — used to find those dark eyes watch- 
ing them furtively. Zora Begum had never played 
shatrinj with the master, had never read with him from 
books, had never treated him as an e<|ual. Andt 
strangely enough, the familiar comiianiunsliiji — intvil- 
able under the circumstances — roused her jealousy nn>n 
than the love-making on that other Icrraccil nmf had 
done. That she understood, Tkat she could crush with 
her cry of suttee. I5ul //ii.t— this which to her real devo- 
tion seemed su utterly desirable; what did it mean? So 
she crept away, when she could. In lake up the saintly 
role as the only certain solace she knew lor the ache In 
her heart. 

Therefore Kate sat alone, darninR Jim Douglas' white 
socks — which as a better-class Afghan he was bound to 
wear — and thinking as she did so how intTcdihly di>iiu's- 
lic a task it was! Still socks had to be diinu'd, imd with 
Tara at hand to buy odds and ends, and Suttut wiih his 
•knowledge of the Huzoor's life ready lo lirin^; cliis!i- 
boards, and soap, an'l even a book or two, it seemed as if 
the roof would soon be a very fair imitation of home. 
So she sat peacefully till, about dusk, hearing a lootfAll 
on the stairs halting with long pauses between the slcps, 
her vexation at her patient's evident fatigue overcame 
her usual caution; and without waiting for his signal 
knock she set the door wide and ste])ped out on to the 
stairs to give him a hand if need be. And tlicn out o( 
the shadow of the narrow brick ladder came a nlranije 
voice panting breathlessly: 

"Salaam! mem-sahib." She started back, but not in 
time to prevent a bent figure with a bundle on its back 
from stumbling past her on to the roof; where, as if ex- 
hausted, it leaned against the wall before slipping the 
bundle to the Hoor. It was an ordinary brown bbanket 
bundle full of uncarded cotton, and the old woman who 
carried it was ragged and feeble. Emaciated too beyond 
belief, as if cotton-spinning had not been able to keep 
soul and body comfortably together. Not a very for- 
midable foe this — if foe it was. Whyl surely she knew 
the face. 
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■' I havr bmught Stnmy back, Hiizoor," came the 
biTttlhlc»s vuicc. 

SvMunl K»lc Erltvm gave a Hale cry. She recol- 
Icctwl MOW. •■ (.>li. «yali! ' she began recklessly, " what? 
wliHV U he?" 

The oUI vwnian stumbled to the door, closed the catch, 
ami then Iwiiieil exhuiisted ui»on the lintel, sinking down 
nUmly tu n st]iintting iMsilion, her hand upon her heart. 
Tberv wa* nion." in this than the fatigue of the stairs. 
Kote rci,iH:iu«e^I. 

"lie 18 in the bundle. Huioor, The mem did not 
know i>ic. She will know the baba." 

Know Iniul As her almost incredulous fingers 
luiuliled at the knots, her mind was busy with an ador- 
able vision o( white embroideries, golden curls, and 
kissahle, ilimi>led milk and roses. So it was no wonder 
that she recoiled (mm the ragged shift and dark skin, 
the black closc-croppe<i hair shaved horribly into a wide 
l^ingway from nat>e to forehead. 

"t^h, ayahl" she cried reproachfully, "what have 
you done to Sonny baba! " for Sonny it was unmistak- 
ably in the guise of a street urchin. A foolish remark 
to make, doubtless, but the old Mai. most of whose life 
had been iwssed in the cnrhng of golden curls, the prink- 
ing of mother's darlings, did not think it strange. She 
looked wistfully at her charge, then at Kate apolo- 
getically. 

" It was safer. Huioor, And at least he is fat and 
fresh, 1 gave him milk and chikkcn-brat* And it was 
but a tiny morsel of opium just to make him quiet in the 
bundle," 

Something in the quavering old voice made Kate 
cross quickly to the old woman and kneel beside her. 

'■ You have done splendidly, ayah, no one could have 
done better! " 

But the interest had died from the haggard face. 
" They said folk would be damned for it," she muttered 
half to herself, " but what could I do? The mem, my 
mem, said ' Take care of the boy,' So I gave him 
ckikken-brat and milk." She paused, then looked up at 

•Chkktn lircith. 
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Kate slowly. " But 1 can grind and spin no more, 
Huzoor. My life is done. So I have brought him 
here — and " she paused again for breath, 

" How did you find me out? " asked Kate, longing to 
give the old woman some restorative, yet not daring 
to offer it, for she was a Mussulman!. 

The old Mai reached out a skeleton of^a hand, half- 
mechanically, to flick away a fluff of cotton wool from 
the still sleeping child's face. " It was the chikken- 
hral, Huzoor. The Huzoor will remember the old mess 
khansanian? He did the pag»i kkanas [picnics] and 
nautches for the sahib logue. A big man with gold lace 
who made the cake at Christmas for the babas and set 
fire to plum-puddeens as no other khansaman did. Aiwi 
made estariit turkeys and sasscts [stuffed turkey and 

sausages]' — and " She seemed afloat on a Bagh-o- 

bahar hst of comestibles, a dream of days when, as ayah, 
she had watched many a big dinner go from the cook 
room. 

" But about the chikkcn-brdt. ayah? " asked Kate with 
a lump in her throat; for the wasted figure babbling of 
old days was evidently close on death. 

" Huzoor! Mungul Khan keeps life in him, these 
hard times, with the selling of eggs and fowls. So he, 
knowing me, said there was more chikken-bral than 
mine being made in the quarter. The Huzoor need have 
no fear. Mungul weeps every day and prays the sahibs 
may return, because his last month's account was not 
paid. A sweeper woman, he said, bought 'halflings' 
for an Afghan's bibi. As if an Afghani would use three 
halflings in one day! No one but a mem making 
chikken-brit would do that. So I watched and made 
sure, against this day ; for I was old, and I had not spun 
or ground for long." 

" You should have come before," said Kate gently. 
" You have worn yourself out." 

The old woman stumbled to her feet, " My life was 
worn before, Huzoor. I am very old. I have put many 
boy-babies into the mem's arms to make them forget 
their pain, and taken them from them to put the flowers 
round them when they were dead. He was safer with 
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th.e .'.> i vM'.r.v' or as hers d:.:: so with wet nn^rer beg^n 
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bnt txrh.ri-. > s.Vip and wami water niight She gath- 

erevi Nonny in her amis and went over to the cooking- 
place. And th.ere. to her unreasoning delight, after a 
s|^ace. was a square inch or so of milk and roses. It was 
trivial, oi course: Mr. Greyman would say womanish, 
but she should like to see the real Sonny just once! She 
could dye him again. So, with the sleeping child on her 
lap. she began soft dabbings and wipings on the forehead 
and cheeks. It was a fascinating task and she forgot 
ever^thins: else: till, as she began work on the nose, what 
with the tickling and the tepid bathings dispelling the 
opium drowsiness. Sonny woke, and finding himself in 
strange arms began to scream horribly. And there she 
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was forgetful of caution among other things, kissing and 
cuddling the frightened child, asking him if he didn't 
know her and telling him he was a good little Sonnikins 
whom nobody in the world would hurt! At which 
juncture, with brain started in a new-old groove, he said 
amid hngering sobs: 

" Oh, Mtfis Erlton! What has a-come of my polly?" 

She recognized her slip in a second; but it was too 
late. And harki Steps on the stair, and Sonny prat- 
tling on in his high, clear lisp! Not one step, but two; 
and voices. A visitor no doubt. Sometimes, to avoid 
suspicion, it was necessary to bring them in. She knew 
the routine. The modest claim for seclusion to her 
supposed husband in Persian, the leaving of the door on 
the latch, the swift retreat into the inner roof during the 
interval decorously allowed tor such escape. Al! this 
was easy without Sonny. The only chance now was to 
stop his prattle even by force, give the excuse that other 
women were within, and trust to a man's quickness 
outside. 

Vain hope! Sonny wriggled like an eel, and, just as 
the expected knock came, evaded her silencing hand, so 
that the roof rang with outraged yells: 

" Oh! 'oo's hurlin' mel Go's hurlin' me! " 

Without the words even, the sound was unmistakable. 
No native child was ever so ear-piercing, so wildly indig- 
nant. Kate, beside herself, tried soothings and force 
distractedly, in the midst of which an imperative voice 
called fiercely: 

"Open the door quick, for God's sake! Anything's 
better than that." 

For the moment, doubtless. Sonny's yells ending with 
victory; but another cry came sharp and short, as — the 
door giving imder Kate's hasty fingers — two men 
tumbled over the threshold. Jim Douglas uppermost, 
his hands gripping the other's throat. 

■' Shut the door! " he gasped. " Lock it. Then my 
revolver — no — a knife — no noise — quick. I can't hold — 
the brute long." 

Kate turned and ran mechanically, and the steel in her 
hand gleamed as she flew back. Jim Douglas, digging 
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So, for the first time, both he and Jhn Douglas looked 
toward Sonny, who, with wide-planted legs and wonder- 
ing eyes, had been watching Tiddu solemnly; the 
t|uaintest little figure with his red and white cheeks and 
blade muzzle. 

The old mime burst into a guffaw. " IVah! what a 
monkeyling! Wahl what a lamasha" (spectacle), he 
cried, squatting down on his heels to look closer. In 
truth Sonny was like a hill baboon, especially when he 
smiled too; broadly, expectantly, at the familiar word. 

" Tamatha-waliah! " he said superbly, " bimao ramalha. 
juldi bunao! " (Make an amusement ; make it quick.) 

Tiddu, a child himself like all his race in his delight in 
children, a child also in his capacity of sudden serenity, 
caught up Kale's fallen veil, and in an instant dashed 
into the hackneyed part of the daughter-in-law, while 
Kale and Jim Douglas stared; left behind, as it were, by 
this strange irresponsible pair- — -the mimic of life, and the 
child ignorant^ of what was mimicked. Tragedy a min- 
ute ago! Now Farce! They looked at each other, 
startled, for sympathy. 

■■ Make a funny man now," came Sonny's confident 
voice, '■ a funny man behind a curtain — a funny man — 
wif a gween face an' a white face, an' a lot of fwowers an' 
a bit o' tring." 

Tiddu looked roimd quickly at Jim Douglas. " Wah!" 
he said. " the Utile Huzoor has a good memory. He 
remembers the Lord of Life and Death." 

But Kate had remembered it too, and she also had 
turned to Jim Douglas passionately, almost accusingly. 
" It was you! You were Fate — yoii Ah! I under- 
stand now! " 

" Do you? " he answered with a frown. " Then it's 
more than I do." }le walked away moodily toward the 
knife Kate had flung away, and stooped to pick it up. 
" But you were right in what you did. It was an inspira- 
tion. Look there! " 

He pointed to the old Baharupa, who was playing 
antics to amuse Sonny, who lisped, " Thi'i both!" 
(bravo!) solemnly at each fresh effort But Kate 
shivered. " I did nothing. I thought I did; but it was 
Fate." 
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in-Qiief, it is true, spent money in bril>ing inerceiwuritu 
for one week's raore ligluiiig; bill Hiikht Kl>«n *mlv 
sniile<l sardonically. He hail trteil bii^lci ant] tiirs. bv 
had tried the drum-ecclesiastic; he wus imw iryinR hU 
last stop. The xvx humana of self-preservfttion. 

In the city itself, however, the prescrvalion o( life lo*»k 
for the present unother form, and never wilhiii the 
memory of man had there been such u pounding of [w*- 
tles and mortars over leaf-poultices. I'be soinid oj it 
rose up at dawn and eve like ihe sound of the i)ueniit, 
mingling with the lur biinuitui of grief nn the eiisleni omi 
southern gates were set wide to let the dead pass out, aihI 
allow the stores for the living to |>ass in. 

It formed a background to the goftiip at Ibe welU 
where the women met tn draw water. 

" Faiz-Ahmed found freedom at dawn," Miid one be- 
tween her yawns. " He was long in the l)m>eii. The 
bibis made a great wailing, so 1 could not even iilee)i 
since then. There are mi sons, see you. ami no luuney 
now the old man's antmity is gone." 

" Loh, sister! " retortetl another, " ihou upcakcirt ait il 
death were a morsel of news to let diHsolve on the tonifitC' 
There be plenty such soppcts in Delhi, nnd if I know 
aught of wounds there will be anotlu'i' ;i) nii^lilfull. My 
mistress wastes time in the pounding ol >.iLi)plt"i. aiiil I 
waste time in waiting for ihcm till mv iimi •-<>tiu'^ al (be 
shop: (or if it be not giingrcmd, I bavi- im ivis," The 
speaker jerked her pot to Iter shoulder deftly and paHsed 
down the alley. 

" Juntu is wise in such matters." said a worn-looking 
woman with sad c^es; " I nuist get her to glnncr at my 
man's cut. 'Tis ngbt to my mitid — he will put naught 
but water to it, after some foreign fashion — but who can 
tell these times?" 

" Save that none pass their day. sister. Death will 
come of the ( ireat Sickness, or the wound, as il choosej," 
put in a half-starved soul who had to curry a baby bcsidci 
her pot. " The cholera rages in our alley, 'Tis the 
smell, None sweep the streets or flush the gutters now," 

" Ari, Fukral " cried a fierce virago, " ihon art a traitor 
at hearti She bewails the pig-eating inHdels who gave 
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her man five rupees a month to bring water to the drains. 
Ai ten! If they saved one Hfe from good cholera, have 
they not reft a hundred in exchange from widows and 
orphans ? Oo-ai-ie-ee ! " 

Her howling wail, like a jackal's, was caught up whim- 
peringly by the Others : and so they passed on with their 
water pots, to spread through the city the tale of Faiz- 
Ahmed's freedom, Juntu's suspicions of gangrene, and 
Kariina the butchers big wife's retort. And, in the even- 
ing, folk gathered at the gates, and talked over it all 
again as the funerals passed out; old Faiz-Ahmed, in his 
new gold shoes, looking better as a corpse, tied up in tin- 
sel, than as a martyr, so the spectators agreed. Whereat 
his family had their glow of pride also. 

Then, when the show was over, the crowd dispersed 
to pay visits of condolence, and raise the wailing vox 
Humana in every alley. 

Greatly to Jim Douglas' relief, for there was another 
voice difficult to keep quiet when the cool evenings came, 
and all Kate's replies in Hindustani would not beguile 
Sonny's tongue from Enghsh. He was the quaintest 
mother's darling now, in a little tinsel cap fringed with 
brown silk tassels hiding that dreadful gangway, anklets, 
and bracelets on his bare corn-colored limbs, the ruddy 
color showing through the dye on his cheeks, his palms 
all henna-stained, his eyes blackened with kohl, and a 
variety of little tinsel and brocaded cootees ending far 
above his dimpled knees. There were little mushn and 
net ones too, cunningly streaked with silver and gold, 
for Tara was reckless over the boy. She insisted, too, 
on a great black smudge on his forehead to keep away the 
evil e^-e; and Soma, coming now with the greatest regu- 
larity, brought odd little coral and grass necklets such 
as Rajpoot baims ought to wear; while Tiddu, the 
child's great favorite, had a new toy every day for the 
liti'i '' . Tr-i -'y'W-. '■■■"■;■ \'.'1ij1 bears on 

Ti "^nnny would 

1 1 I s lie would 

I tfis Erlton ! 

I I •- ;lt-.' words, would 
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catcb him op m htx xma, aai kiofe woond aa if fiur pro- 
tectioa to Jim I>TQgfan, wfao. havn^ twit J iium himsdf 
in tfae smi^le «JA iMfcfa, hati 6A it wiwr lo defer bu- 
theractioo iaridMyaetmtk. TW ■■»! m liii mmi TiifclM 
had pTOEnised to lic^ 1^ ■» ibc iiilgiMuM S be would 
only be rea^ooable and kaac tisM* and Kasoos to o«e 
who had ten times the thaia dnt he had. 

So he wooM soide bocfc a( Kate and say, " It's all 
right. Mrs. Erltom. At featf a* ntt as i> can be. The 
lot of ibeni are devoted to ihe daU," 

Yet in his heait be feanr Aal Ibcn was dangtr in lo 
many conferlerate^ He fah thai thb ioftrdftly pea c rf u l 
home on the hoosctop cxmU bM bit. Here he was look- 
ing at a woman who was oat h>» w^ a ehSd who was not 
his cfaUd, and Ceefag v^n cl y that tbcy wm as mDcb a 
part of Ins hie as iC th^ were. As if, had they been 
so, he would have been tfat€ cot ete d. More coatented 
than he had been on tha other roof. He was. even now, 
more contented than he bad been there. As be sal. his 
head on his haruLwatdiing tbe pfrtty pictnre which Kate. 
in Zor3*s jewels, made wkb the be-tmseled. be-scented, 
bedecked child, be tfaoo^it ot his n&cf when years before 
he had looked at a stiO fittle morsel Ijrti^ in Zora's veil. 
Had it been brotal of him? Would thai dead baby have 
grown into a Sonny? Or was it because Sonny's skin 
was really white beoeatb the stain that he thought of him 
as something to be prood of possessing; of a boy who 
would go to school and be bgged and flogged and inherit 
familiar virtues and vices Jtut^d of strange ones? 

"\\Tiai are you thinking of, Mr. Greymar? Do you 
want anjihing? " came Kale's kind voice. 

" Nothing." he replied in the half-bantering tone he so 
often used toward her; " I have more than my fair share 
of tilings already, surely! I was only mediating on the 
word ' Om '— 4he final myster>' of all things." 

So, in a way, he was. On the mysteri.- of fatherhood 
.and motherhood, which had nothing to do with thai pure 
" lyl of romantic passion on the terraced roof al Lucknow, 
yet which seemed to touch him here, where there was not 
t even love- Yet it was a better thing. The passion of 
protection, of absolute self-forgetfulness, seeking no re- 
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ward, which the sight of those two raised in him, was a 
better tiling than that absorption in another self. The 
thought made him cross over to where Kate sat with the 
child in her lap, and say gravely: 

" Tlie creche is more interesting than the convales- 
cent home, at least to me, Mrs. Erlton! 1 shall be quite 
sorry when it ends." 

" When it ends? " she echoed quickly. " There is noth- 
ing wrong, is there? Sonny has been so good, and that 
time when he was naughty the sweeper- worn an seemed 
quite satisfied when Tara said he was speaking Pushtoo." 

'■ But it cannot last for all that." he replied. " It is 
dangerous. I feel it is. This is the 5th, and 1 am nearly 
all right. 1 must get Tiddu to arrange for Sonny first. 
Then for you." 

" And you? " she asked. 

" I'll follow. It will be safer, and there is no fear for 
me. I can't understand why I've had no answer from 
your husband. The letter went two days ago, and I am 
convinced we ought." 

The frown was back on his face, the restlessness in his 
brain; and both grew when in private talk with Tiddu 
the latter hinted at suspicions in the caravan which had 
made it necessary for him to be very cautious. The let- 
ter, therefore, had certainly been delayed, might never 
have reached. If no answer came by the morrow, he 
himself woidd take the opportunity of a portion of the 
caravan having a permit to pass out, and so insure the 
news reaching the Ridge; trusting to get into the city 
again without delay, though the gates were very strictly 
kept. Nevertheless, in his opinion, the Huzoor would 
be wiser with patience. There was no immediate danger 
in continuing as they were, and the end could not be 
long if it were true tiiat the great Kikalseyn was with 
the Punjab reinforcements. Since all the world knew 
that Nikalseyn was the prince of sahibs, having the gift, 
not only of being all things to all people, but of making 
all people be all things to him. which was more than the 
Baharupas could do. 

In truth, the news that John Nicholson was coming to . 
Delhi made even Jim Douglas hesitate at risking any- 
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thing unnecessarily, so long as things went smoothly. 
As (or the letter to Major Krllon. it was no doubt true 
that the number of spies sending information to the 
Ridge had made it difficult of late to send any, since the 
guards were on the alert. 

It was, indeed, even for the Queen herself, who had a 
missive she was pecuharly anxious should not fall into 
strange hands. 

■' lliere is no tear, Ornament of Palaces," said Ahsan- 
Oolah urbanely; " I will stake my life on its reaching," 
He did not add that his chief reason for saying so was 
that a similar letter, written by the King, had been safely 
delivered by Kiijjub Ali, the spy. whose house lay conven- 
iently near the physician's own, and from whom both the 
latter and Elahi-Buksh heard authentic news from the 
Ridge. News which made them both pity the poor old 
pantaloon who, as they knew well, had been a mere pup- 
pet in stronger hands. And these two, laying their heads 
together, in one of those kaleidoscope combinations of in- 
trigue which made Delhi politics a puzzle even at the time, 
advised the King to use the %'ox celeste as an antidote to the 
vox humana of the city, which was being so diligently fos- 
tered by the Queen and Bukht Khan. Let him say he 
was too old for this world, let him profess himself unable 
longer to cope with his coerc«rs and claim to be allowed 
to resign and become a fakir! But the dream still lin- 
gered in the old man's brain. He loved the brocaded 
bags, he loved the new cushion of the Peacock throne; 
and though the cockatoo's crest was once more showing 
a yellow tinge through the green, the thought of jehad 
lingered sanctimoniously. But other folk in the Palace 
were beginning to awake. Other people in Delhi besides 
Tiddu had heard that Nikalseyn was on his way from the 
Punjab and not even the rose-red walls had been able to 
keep out his reputation. Folk talked of him in whispers. 
The soldiers, unable to retreat, unwilling to fight, swore 
loudly that they were betrayed ; that there were too many 
spies in the city. Of that there could be no doubt. 
Were not tetters found concealed in innocent looking 
cakes and such like? Had not one. vaguely suggesting 
that some cursed infidels were still concealed in the city, 
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looted beyond limits. So he will have no cvck imr the 
caravan either, (or secret work in dark comers. Bring 
the boy drugged as he came here, the Rajpootni wnU 
carry the bundle as a spinner, to the third door down the 
lane. " 'Tis an empty yard; I will have the bullock there 
with the haU-load of raw cotton. W'c have two or three 
more as foils to the empty bags. Come as a lUmjarah, 
then the Hiuoor can sec the last of the child, and sec old 
Tiddu's loyalty." 

The iamiliar whine came back to his voice; he could 
scarcely resist a thrust forward of his oi>cn hand. But 
dignity or no dignity, Jim Douglas knew that itching 
palm well, and said significantly: 

" It will be worth a thousand rupees to yon, Tiddu, 
if the child gels safe." 

A look of offended virtue came over the smooth face. 

" This slave is not thinking of money. The child is 
as his own child." 

" And the mem as your mother, remember," put in 
the other quickly. 

Tiddu hesitated. " If his servant saves the haba. can- 
not the master save the lady? " he said with the cflfrontcry 
of a child trying how far he might go: but Jim Douglas' 
revolver was out in a second, and Tiddu, with an air of 
injured innocence, went on without a pause: 

" The mem will be safe enough, Huzoor, when the 
child is gone, if the Iluzoor will himself remain day and 
night to answer for the screened, sick woman within. 
His slave wilt be back by dawn; and if he smells trouble, 
the mem must be moved in a dhoolic to another house, 
the Rajpootni must go home, and I will be mothcr-in- 
law. I can play the part. Huzoor," 

He could indeed! If Kate were to be safe anywhere, 
it would be with this old scoundrel with his thousand- 
faces, his undoubted gift for influencing the eyes of men. 
Three days o( passing from one place to another, with 
him in some new character, and their traces must be lost. 
A good plan certainly! 

" And there is no danger to-day?" he asked finally. 

Tidilu paused again, and his luminous eyes sought tlie 
sahib's. " Who can say that, Huzoor, for a mem. in thia 
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ing him \iith rcKei on his lace looking: at a grt^ai mush- 
room of smoke and sieam which had sIkh up into ilic sky. 

" It's the powder tacion ! " he exclaimeil, usitig Hindu- 
stani for Tara's benefit as well, since she had nishcii in 
from tlie outer court at the tir^t hint ot dan^'T lo chng 
round his feet, " It is all o>xr now, but it's luckv we 
were no nearer/' 

As he spoke lie was w\>ndering if this w\>uld make any 
difference in Tiddu's plans for the nijjht, since the iH>\\\ler 
facton* liad stCKxi equa-viistant Innween them and the 
Delhi gate. He wondered also what had causeii the ex- 
plosion. Xot a shell certainly. The facton- had pur- 
posely been placet! at the furthest ix^int fr\>m the Ridge* 
However, there was a tine supply of fHnvder gv>ne, and, 
he hoped, a few mutineers. But Kate's mind had re- 
vcrteil to that other explosion which had been the pro- 
logue to the three months of |>eace and quiet. Was this 
one to he the epilogue? A vague dread, a sudden pre- 
monition made her ask quickly : 

** Can it mean anything serious? Can anything be 
the matter, Mr. dreyman? Is anything wn>ng?" 

It was a trifle early, he thought. She might na>T had 
another half hour or so. But this was a giKKl l>egtmnng, 
or rather a fitting end. 

"And vou have known this all dav?'* she said re- 
proachfully when he told her the truth, ** How unkind 
of you not to toll me! ** 

"Unkind!*' he ecluxHl. "What invisible gOi>d ** 

" I should have known it was the last day — I — I should 
have made the — the most of it." 

1 le felt glail of his own im|>atience of the sentimentality 
as he turned away, for in truth the hH>k on her face hit 
hii.i hard. It sent him to pace up and down the i>utor 
roof resting till the time for action came. Then he had a 
whispered consultation with Tara regarding the dose of 
raw opium safe for a child of Sonny's years. 

"Are you sure that is not too much?** lie asked 
anxiously. 

Tara looked at the little black pellet she was rolling 
gravely. " It is large, Huzoor, but it is for life or death; 
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thrill through the man as he recognized that in giving 
him the child she had given him more than kisses. 

The feeling that it was so made him linger a few min- 
utes afterward at the door with a new sense of his re- 
sponsibilities toward her to say; 

" I wish I had not to leave you alone." 

" You will be back directly, and I shall be all right," 
she said, pausing in her closing of the door, for Tara had 
already passed down the stair with her bundle. 

" Shall I lock it outside? " lie began. Tara and he had 
been used to do so in those first days when they left her. 

She laid her hand lightly on his arm. " Don't," she 
said, "don't get anxious about me again. What can 
happen in halt an hour? " 

He heard her slip the catch on the staple, however, 
before he ran downstairs. He was to take a different 
road to the Delhi gate from the quiet, more devious 
alleys which Tara would choose in her character of poor 
spinner carrying her raw stuff home. She was to await 
his arrival, to deposit the bundle somewhere close to 
the third door in the back lane by the cloth mer- 
chant's shop, leaving it to him to take inside, as if he 
were one of the caravan; this plan insuring two things — 
immunity from notice in the streets, and also in the 
yard. But, as Tara would be longer than he by a 
few minutes in reaching the tryst, he purposely went 
through a bit of the Thunbi Bazaar to hear what he 
could of the explosion. He was surprised — a trifle 
alarmed — at the excitement. Crowds were gathered 
round many of the balconies, talking of spies, swearing 
that half the court was in league with the Ridge, and that, 
after all, Abool-Bukr might not have a wild-goose chase. 

" There will be naught but slops and slaps for him in 
w_V information. I'll swear," said one with a laugh. " I'll 
back old Mother Sobrai to beat off a dozen princes." 

" And blows and bludgeons in niiiu:." chuckled another. 
" I chose the house of Bahadur, the single-stick player." 

And as. having no more time to lose, he cut across 
gateward, he saw down an alley a mob surging round 
Ahsan-Oolah, the physician's, house, and heard a passer- 
by say, " They have the traitor sale." It made him 
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" What else could 1 do. Huioor? I tiatl only iny 
knife. And it is nol as if it werv — Jlmiigi " 

But Jim Douglas was already out o( llic \.\im\, lim- 
ning through the dark, d<;sened lanes while he daroil, 
since he must walk through the buiaar. And as he I'ln 
he told himself that he was a fuul lo Ix.' v> aiiKiuiu. 
What could go wrong in half an hour? 

What indeed ! 

As he stood five minutes after, Ktaring iino llic durk 
emptiness of the roof, he asked liiiutteif a^aiii and Mifuiii 
what could have iiappened? There had Wtji i\<i aii»wtT 
to his knock; the door had been haiipH ou (hi- 'jutai'U, 
yet the first glance as he entered nmde liim rcaliM- ihiil 
the place was empty of life. And llfjutfh h« hid In tlw 
cresset, with a. fierce fear at what it njiglil reveal, \w .;i>uW 
find no trace, even of a struggle. Kate iiad dibai'p' *ik4A 
Had she gone out? ImpossiUc. Had 'Jara lurard of tluf 
danger, returned, and Uken her el&e*'litrt' •■ I'oMibli-, 
but improbable. He passed rapidly di^wti t\w aUiirti 
again. TTie stor>- below tlic r'>^jf. bcu% rtiiwrcd kw tlw 
owner's use cm his occasional vi^itt. tu Oellli. wab <:iMt>l> : 
the occupants trf tire second floor, pioti* l<>lk hud H^^(l 

ironi the chy a day or Iwobefvrciaiid v-'\\- ■■ ' ■ ■' '•' 

inquire on the gruuod fiuur to know i 
any disturbance he icniiid tbt- door j^i'i 
SUTf sign liiat •■vt^ryiw v-n.- 'jii' ' ''. 
had he nol |:.< 
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" Have I not done all in my power to please the 
soldiery?" it ran. "But it is to be deplored that you 
have, notwithstanding, shown no concern for my life, no 
consideration for my old age. The care of my health was 
in the hands of Ahsan-Oolah, who kept himself con- 
stantly informed of the changes it underwent. Now 
there Is none to care for me but God, while the changes 
in my health are such as may not be imagined; there- 
fore the soldiers and officers ought to gratify me and 
release the physician, so that he may come whenever he 
thinks it necessary to examine my pulse. Furthermore, 
the property plundered from his house belonged to the 
King, therefore it should be traced and collected ami con- 
veyed to our presence. If you are not disposed to com- 
ply, let me be conveyed to the Kutb shrine and employ 
myself as a sweeper of the Mosque. And if even this 
be not acceded I will still relinquish every concern and 
jump up from my seat. \ot having been killed by the 
English ! will be killed by you: for I shall swallow a dia- 
mond and go to sleep. Moreover, in the plunder of the 
physician's house, a small box containing our seal was 
carried away. No paper, therefore, of a date subsequent 
to the 7lh of August, 1857, bearing our seal, will be 
valid." 

A miserable letter indeed. The dream of sovereignty 
had come to an end with that salute of welcome to John 
Nicholson. 



BOOK V. 
" THERE AROSE A MAN." 



CHAPTER I. 

FORWARD. 

" Are you here on duty, sir? " a^ked 3 brief, imperious 
voice. Major Erlton. startled from a half dream as he 
sat listlessly watching the target practice from tiie Crow's 
Nest, rose and saluted. His height almost matched the 
speaker's, but he looked small in comparison with the 
indescribable air of dominant power and almost arrogant 
strength in the other figure. It seemed to impress him, 
for he pulled himself together smartly with a certain 
confidence, and looked, in truth, every inch a soldier. 

" No, sir," he replied as briefly, "on pleasure." 

A distinct twinkle showed for a second in General 
Nicholson's deep-set hazel eyes. " Then go to your bed, 
sir, and sleep. You look as if you wanted some." He 
spoke almost rudely; but as he turned on his heel he 
added in a louder voice Ihaji was necessary had he meant 
the remark for his companion's ear only, " I shall want 
good fighting men before long, I expect." 

If he did, he might reckon on one. Herbert Erlton 
was not good at formulating his feelings into definite 
thoughts, but as he went back to the peaceful side of the 
Ridge he told himself vaguely that he was glad Nicholson 
had come. He was the sort of a man a fellow would be 
glad to follow, especially when he was dead-sick anil 
weary of waiting and doing nothing save get killed! 
Yes! he was a real good sort, and as even the Chaplain 
had said at mess, they hadn't felt quite so besieged on the 
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Ridge these last two days since he came. And, by 
George! he had hit (he right nail on the head. A man 
wasn't much good without sleep. 

So, with a certain pride in following the advice. Major 
Erltoii flung himself on his cot and promptly dozed oS. 
In truth he needed rest. Sonny Scymonr's safe arrival 
in catnp two nights before, in charge of a Bunjarah, 
from whom even Hodson had been unable to extract any- 
thing — save that the Agha-sahib had forgotten a letter 
in his hurry, and that the mem was safe, or had been 
safe — had sent Major Erltou to watch those devilish 
walls more feverishly than ever. Not that it really mat- 
tered whether Kate was alive or dead, he told himself. 
No! he did not mean that, quite. He would be awfully 
glad — God I how glad ! to know her safe. But it 
wouldn't alter other things, would not even alter thein 
in regard to her. So, once more he waited for the fur- 
ther news promised him, with a strange indifference, 
save to the thought that, alive or dead, Kate was within 
the walls — like another woman — like many women. 

And now he was <lreaming that he was inside them 
also, sword in hand. 

There seemed some chance of it indeed, men were say- 
ing to each other, as they looked after John Nicholson's 
tail figure as it wandered inio every post and picket; 
asking brief questions, pleased with brief replies. Every 
now and again pausing, as it were, to come out of his 
absorption and take a sudden, keen interest in something 
beyond the great question. As when, passing the tents 
of the only lady in camp, he saw Sonny, who had been 
made over to her till he could be sent back to his mother, 
who had escaped to Meerut, during which brief time he 
was the plaything of a parcel of subalterns who delighted 
in him, tinsel cap, anklets, and all. Major Erlton had 
at first rather monopoliied the child, trying to find out 
something definite from him; but as he insi5te<l that 
" Mifllis Erlton lived up in the "ky wif a man wif a gween 
face, and a white face, and a lot of fwowers, and a bit of 
tring," and spoke familiarly of Tiddu, and Tara. and 
Soma, without being able to say who they were, the 
Major had given it up as a bad job, and gone back to the 
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walls. So the subalterns had the child to themselves, 
and were playing prauks with him as the General 
passed by. 

'■ Fine little fellow! " he said suddenly. " I like to see 
children's legs and arms. Up in Bunnoo the babies were 
just like that young monkey. Real corn-color. I got 
iiuite smitten with them and sent for a lot of toys from 
Lahore. Only I had to bar Lawrence from peg-tops, 
for I knew I should have got peg-topping with the Iwys, 
and that would have been fatal to my dignity as D. C. 
That is the worst of high estates. You daren't make 
friends, and you have to make enemies." 

The smile which had made him look years younger 
faded, and he was back in the great problem of his life: 
how to keep pace with his yoke-fellows, how to scorn 
consequences and steer straight to independent action, 
without spoiling himself by setting his seniors and 
superiors in arms against him. He had never solved it 
yet. His career had been one long race with the curb 
on. A year before he had thrown up the game in <lis- 
gust, and begged to be transferred from the Punjab 
while he could go with honor, and even his triumphant 
march Delhi-ward — in which he found disaffection, dis- 
obeflience, and doubt, and left fear, trembling, and 
peace — had been marred by much rebuking. So that 
once, nothing hut the inner sense that pin-points ought 
not to let out the heart's blood, kept him at his post; and 
but two days before, on the very eve of that hundred- 
and-twenty mile nish to Delhi, he had written claiming 
definitely the right of an officer in his position to quarrel 
with anybody's opinion, and asserting his duty of speak- 
ing out, no matter at what risk of giving offense. 

And now, a man years younger than those in nominal 
command.- — he was but six-and-thirty, — and holding 
views diametrically opposed to theirs, he had been sent 
here, virtually, to take Delhi because those others could 
not. No wonder, then, that the question how to avoid 
collision puzzled him. Not because he knew that his ap- 
jKjintment was in itself an offense, that some people 
affected to speak of him still as Mr. Nicholson — that 
being his real rank; but because he knew in his heart 
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of hearts that at any moment he might do something 
appalling. Move troops under someone else's com- 
mand, without a reference, as he had done before, dur- 
ing his career! Then, naturally, there must be ructions. 
He had a smile for the thought himself. Still, for the 
present, concord was assured; since until his column 
arrived, the repose of the lion crouching for a spring was 
manifestly the only policy ; though it might be necessary 
to wag the tail a bit — to do more than merely forbid 
sorties and buglings. The fools, for instance, who har- 
rassed the Metcalfe House picket might be shown their 
mistake and made to understand that, if the Ridge called 
" timel " for a little decent rest before the final round, it 
meant to have it. So he passed on his errand to incul- 
cate Headquarters with his decision, leaving Sonny play- 
ing with the boys. 

Meanwhile one of the garrison, at least, had found the 
benefit of his keen judgment. Herbert Erlton had 
passed from dreams of conflict to the real rest of uncon- 
scious sleep, oblivious of everything, even those rose- 
red walls. 

But within them another man. haggard and anxious as 
he had been, was still allowing himself none in his search 
for Kate Erlton. Tara, as much at a loss as he, helping 
him; for though at first she had been relieved at the 
idea of the mem's disappearance, she had soon realized 
that the master ran more risk than ever in his reckless 
determination to find some trace of the missing woman. 
And Tiddu, who had returned, helped also. The mem, 
he said, must have found friends; must be alive. Such 
a piece of gossip as the discovery and deatli of an Eng- 
lish woman could not have been kept from the Thunbi 
Bazaar. Then those who had passed from the roof had 
been calm enough to hasp the door behind them; that 
did not look like violence. If the Huzoor would only be 
patient and wait, something would turn up. There were 
other kindly folk in the city besides himself! But, in 
the meantime, he would do well to allow Soma to slip 
into the sulky indifference he semed to prefer, and take 
no notice of it. It only meant that he, and half the good 
soldiers in Delhi, were mad with thenuclvcs for having 
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chosen the losing side. For with Nikalseyn on the 
Ridge, what chance had Delhi? 

This was rather an exaggerated picture; still it was 
a fairly faithful presentment of the inward thoughts of 
many, who, long before this, had begun to ask them- 
selves what the devil they were doing in that galley? 
Yet there they were, and there they must fight. Soma, 
however, was doubtful even of that. His heart positively 
ached as he listened to the tales told in the very heart of 
Delhi of the man whom other men worshiped — the m-in 
who took forts single-handed, and said that, given the 
powers of a provost-marshal, he would control a dis- 
obedient army in two days! The man who yoked bribe- 
taking tahseeldars into the village well-wheel to draw 
water for the robbed ryots, and set women of loose vir- 
tue, who catnc into his camp, lo cool in muddy tanks. 
The man who flung every law-book on his office table at 
his clerks' heads, and then — with a kindly apologetic 
smile — paused while they replaced them for future use. 
The man who gave toys to children, and remorselessly 
hung two abettors of a vile murder, when he could not 
lay hands on the principal. The man, finally, who 
flogged those who worshiped him into promising adora- 
tion for the future to a very ordinary mortal of his 
acquaintance! Briefly the hero, the demi-god, who 
perhaps was neither, but, as Tiddu declared, had simply 
the greatest gift of all — the gift of making men what he 
wished them to be. Either way it was gall and worm- 
wood to Soma — hero- worshiper by birth- — that his side 
should have no such colossal figure to follow, So. sulky 
and sore, be held aloof from both sides, doing bis 
bounden duty to both, and no more. Keeping guards 
when his fellows took bribes to fight, and agreeing with 
Tiddu, that since some other besides themselves knew of 
the roof, it was safer for the master to lock it up, and 
live lor a time elsewhere. 

So, all unwittingly, the only chance of finding Kate 
was lost. For what had happened was briefly this: Five 
minutes after Jim Douglas had left her. Prince Abool- 
Bukr, who had kept this rcnscigttemoit — given him by a 
Bunjarah, who had promised to be in waiting and 
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not — to the last, because it was close to the haven where 
he would be, had come roystering up the stairs followed 
by his unwilling retainers, suggesting that the Most 
Illustrious had really better desist from violating seclu- 
sion since they were all black and blue already. But, 
from sheer devilry and desire to outrage the quarter, 
which by its complaints had already brought him into 
trouble, the Prince had begun battering at the door. 
Kate, running to bar it more securely, saw that the hasp, 
carelessly hitched over the staple, was slipping — had 
slipped; and had barely time to dash into the inner roof 
ere the Prince, unexpectant of the sudden giving way, 
tumbled headlong into the outer one. The tall gave 
her an instant more, but made him angry; and the end 
would have been certain, if Kate, seeing the new-made 
gap in the wall before her, had not availed herself of it. 
There was a roof not far below she knew; the debris 
would be on a slope perhaps — the blue-eyed boy had 
escaped by the roofs. All this flashed through her, as 
by the aid of a stool, which she kicked over in her 
scramble, she gained the top of the gap and peered over. 
Tlie next instant she had dropped herself down some 
four feet, finding a precarious foothold on a sliding 
slope of rubble, and still clinging to the wall with her 
hands. If no one looked over, she thought breathlessly. 
she was safe! And no one did. The general air of 
decent privacy alarmed the retainers into remembering 
that two of their number had found death their reward 
for their master's last escapade in that quarter; so, after 
one glance round, they swore the place was empty, and 
dragged him off, feebly protesting that it was his last 
chance, and he had not bagged a single Christian. 

Kate heard the door closed, heard the voices retreat 
downstairs, and then set herself to get back over the gap. 
It did not seem a difficult task. The slope on which she 
hung gave fair foothold, and by getting a good grip on 
the brickwork, and perhaps displacing a brick or two in 
the crack lower down, as a step, she ought to get up 
easily. It was lucky the crack was there, she thought. 
In one way. not in another, for. as in her effort she neces- 
sarily threw all her weight on the wall, another bit of it 
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piles 'A luggage awaiting the tidal train at \''ictoria. 

This (MtlKular square of nx>f belonged lo a tiny out- 
house, which stood on a long narrow roof belonging in 
its turn to an arcadd slip of summer-hoiue stan^g on 
a square, u-t round by high parapet walls. Quite a stair- 
case of roofo. Her one had had a thatch set against 
the wall, hut if had fallen in with the weight of bricks and 
nioflar. Slill she might tjc able to creep between il and 
llic wall for shelter. And on the shp of roof below, 
Indian corn was drying, during this break in the rains. 
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Since she could not make those above her hear, she 
thought il might f»c as well to secure herself from abso- 
lute fttarvalitJii, before broad daylight brought life to the 
wilderness of rixtfii around her. So she scrambled down 
a rouifh ladder of bamboo tied with string, and. after a 
brief look into the square below, came back with some 
(larched grain she had found in a basket, and a pot of 
water. She would not starve for that day. By this time 
il was dawn, and she crept into her shelter, listening 
all the while for a sound from above; every now and 
nKfliri venturing on a call. But there was no answer, 
and by dcgrcen it came to her that she must rely on her- 
self only for Kafcly. She was not likely to be disturbed 
thut <tay where snc was, unless people came to repair 
the thnU'h. And under cover of night she might surely 
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creep from roof to roof down to some alley. What alley? 
True, her goal now lay behind her, but these roofs, set 
at every angle, might lead her far from it. And how 
was she to know her own stair, her own house, from the 
outside? She had passed into It in darkness and never 
left it again. Then what sort of people lived in these 
houses through which she must creep like a thief? Mur- 
derers, perhaps. Still it was her only chance; and all 
that burning, blistering day, as she crouched between the 
thatch and the wall, she was bolstering up her courage 
for the effort. She could see the Ridge clearly from her 
hiding place. Ah! if she had only the wings of the 
doves — those purple pigeons which, circling from the 
great dome of the mosque, came to feast unchecked on 
the Indian corn. The people below, then, must be pious 
folk. 

It was past midnight and the silence of sleep had 
settled over the city before she nerved herself to the 
chance and crept down among the corn. No difficulty 
in that; but to her surprise, a cresset was still burning in 
the arcaded veranda below, sending three bars of light 
across the square through which she must pass. It would 
be better to wait a while; but an hour slipped by and still 
the light gleamed into the silence. Perhaps it had been 
forgotten. The possibility made her creep down the 
brick ladder, prepared to creep up again if the silence 
proved deceptive. But what she saw made her pause, 
hesitating. It was a woman reading from a large book 
held in a book-rest. The Koran, of course. Kate 
recognized it at once, for just such another had been 
part of the necessary furniture of her roof. And what 
a beautiful (ace! Tender, refined, charming. Not the 
face of a murderess, surely? Surely it might he trusted? 
Those three months behind the veil had made Kate 
realize the emotionality of the East; its instinctive sym- 
pathy with the dramatic element in life. She remem- 
bered her sudden impulse in regard to the knife and its 
effect on Tiddu; she felt a similar impulse toward confi- 
dence here. And then she knew that the doors might be 
locked below, and that her best chance might be to throw 
herself on the mercy of this woman. 
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Abool? that thou comest hither with no excuse of 
drunkenness and alone, at this hour of the night. For 
shame 1 " 

Why, indeed, she asked herself wiklly. had he come? 
He was not used to do so. Could he have heard? Had 
he come on purpose? There was a sound as if he re- 
treated a step, and from the dark his voice came with a 
wonder in it, 

" What ails thee, Newasi? " 

" What ails me! " she echoed, " what I have lacked too 
l*^nS- Just anger at thy thoughtless ways. Go " 

" But I have that to tell thee of serious import that 
none but thou must hear. That which will please thee. 
That which needs thy kind wise eyes upon it," 

" Then let them see it by daylight, not now, I will 
not, Abool, Stand back, or I will call for help." 

The sound of retreat was louder this time, and a mut- 
tered curse came with it; but the voice had a trace of 
anxiety in it now — anxiety and anger, 

"Thou dost not mean it. kind one; thou canst not! 
When have I done that which would make thee need 
help? Newasi! be not a fool. Remember it is I, Aboot; 
Abool-Bukr. who has a devil in him at times! " 

Did she not know it by this time? Was not that the 
reason why he must not find this Christian? Why slie 
must refuse him hearing? Though it was true that he 
had a right to be trusted; in all those long years, when 
had he failed to treat her tenderly, respectfully? As 
she stood barring bis way, where he had never before 
been denied entrance, she felt as if she herself could have 
killed that strange woman for being there, for coming 
between them. 

" Listen, Abool ! " she said, stretching out her hands 
to find his in the dark, " I mean naught, dear, that is 
unkind. How could it be so between me and thee? 
But 'tis not wise." She paused, catching her breath in 
a faint sob. He could not see her face, perhaps if he 
had, he would have been less relentless. 

" Wherefore? Canst not trust thy nephew, fair aunt? " 

The sarcasm bit deep. 
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" Nephew! A truce, Abool, to this focJish tale," she 
began hotly, xvhen he interrupted her, 

" Of a surety, if the Princess Farkhoonda desires it t 
Yet would Mirza Abool-Bukr still like to know where- 
fore he is not received? " 

His tone sent a thrill of terror through her, his use of 
the name he hated warned her that his temper was ris- 
ing — the devil awakening. 

" Canst not see, dear," she pleaded, trying to keep 
the hands he would have drawn from hers — -" folk have 
evil minds." 

He gave an ugly laugh. " Since when hast thou be- 
gun to think of thy good name, like other women, Ne- 
wasi? But if it be so, if all my virtue — and God knows 
'tis ill-got — is to go tor naught, let it end," 

She heard him, felt him turn, and a wild despair surged 
up in her. Which was worst? To let him go in anger 
beyond the reach of her controUing hand mayhap — go 
to unknown evils — or chance this one? Since — since at 
the worst death might be concealed. God and His 
Prophet ! What a thought ! No I she would plead 
again — she would stoop — she would keep him at any 
price. 

" Listen! " she whispered passionately, leaning toward 
him in the dark, " dost ask since when I have feared for 
my good name? Canst not guess? — Abool! what— what 
does a woman, as I am, fear — save herself — save her own 
love " 

There was an instant's silence, and then his reckless 
jeering laugh jarred loud. 

" So it has come at last ! and there is another woman 
(or kisses. That is an end indeed! Did I not tell thee 
we should quarrel over it some day? Well, be it so, 
Princess! I will lake my virtue elsewhere." 

She stood as if turned to stone, listening to his retreat- 
ing steps, listening to his nonchalant humming of the 
old refrain as he passed through the courtyard into the 
alley. Then, without a word, but quivering with pas- 
sion, she turned to where Kale cowered, and dragged 
her by main force to the stairs where, a minute before] 
she had sacrificed everything for her. No! not (or her, 
fi^r him! 
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" Go," she said bitterlv. " Go! and my curse go with 
you." 

Kate fled before the anger she saw but did not under- 
stand. Yet as she flew down the steep stairs she paused 
involuntarily to listen to the sound — a sound which 
needed no interpreter as the liquid Persian had done — 
of a woman sobbing as if her heart would break. 

She had no time, however, even tor wonder, and the 
next instant she was out in the alley, turning to the right. 
For the knowledge that it was the Princess Farkhoonda 
who had helped her, gave the clew to her position. Hut 
the house, the stair? How could she know it? She 
must try them one after another; since she would know 
the landing, the door she had so often opened and shut. 
Still it was perilously near dawn ere she found what she 
was sure was the right one; but it was padlocked. 

They must have gone; gone and left her alone I 

For the first time, ghastly, unreasoning fear seized on 
her; she could have beaten at the door and screamed 
her claim to be let in. And even when, the rush of ter- 
ror passed, she sat stupidly on the step, not even wonder- 
ing what to do next, till suddenly she remembered that 
she had keys in her pocket. That of the inner padlock, 
certainly ; perhaps of the outer one, also, since Tara had 
given up using her duplicate altogether. 

She had; and five minutes after, having satisfied her- 
self that the roof remained as it was — that it was merely 
empty for a time — she tried to feel grateful. But the 
loneliness, the dimness, were too much tor her fatigue, 
her excitement. So once more the sound which needs 
no interpreter rose on the warm soft night. 

It was two days after this that Tiddu held a secret 
consultation with Soma and Tara. The Agha-sahib, he 
said, was getting desperate. He was losing his head, 
as the Hiizoors did over women-folk, and he must be 
got out of the city. It was not as if he did any good by 
staying in it. The mem was either dead, or safely con- 
cealed. There was no alternative, unless, indeed, she 
had already been passed out to the Ridge. There was 
talk of that sort among Hodson's spies, and he was going 
to utilize the fact and persuade the Huzoor to creep out 
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to the camp and see. Soma could pass him out, and 
would not pass him in again: which was fortunate. 
Since folk in addition to protecting masters had to make 
money, when every other corn-carrier in the place was 
coining it by smuggling gold and silver out of the city 
for the rich merchants, Tara, with a sudden fierce exul- 
tation in her somber eyes, agreed. Let the Huzoor go 
back to his own hfe. she said; let him go to safety, and 
leave her free. As for the mem. the master had done 
enough for her. And Soma, sulky and lowering with 
the dull glow of opium in his brain— tor the drug was 
his only solace now — swore that Tiddu was right. Delhi 
was no place for the master. And once out of it, the 
fighting would keep him: he knew him of old. As for 
the mem, he would not harm her, as Tara had once sug- 
gested he should. That dream was over. The Huzoors 
were the true masters; they had men who could lead 
men. Not Princes in Cashmere shawls who couldn't 
understand a word of what you said, and mere soubadars 
cocked up, but real Cohtieh and Generals. 

The result of this being that on the night of the nth, 
between midnight and dawn, Jim Douglas, with that ela- 
tion which came to him always at the prospect of action, 
prepared to slip out of the sally-port by the Magazine, 
disguised as a sepoy. This was to please Soma. To 
please Tiddu, however, he wore underneath this disguise 
the old staff uniform from the theatrical properties. It 
reminded him of Alice Gissing, making him whisper 
another " bravo " to the memory of the woman whom 
he had buried under the orange-trees in the crimson- 
netted shroud made of an officer's scarf. 

But Tiddu 's remark, that an English uniform would be 
the safest, once he was beyond the city, sent sadness Hy- 
ing, in lis frank admission that the tide had turned. 

Turned, indeed! The certainty came with a great 
throb of fierce joy as, half an hour afterward, slipping 
past the gardens of Ludlow Castle, he found himself in 
the thick of English bayonets, and felt grateful for the 
foresight of the old staff uniform. They were on their 
way In surprise and take the picket; not to defend but 
to attack. 
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The opportunity was too good to be lost. There was 
no hurry. He had arranged to remain three days 011 the 
Ridge — he might not have another opportunity of a free 
fair fight. 

He had forgotten every woman in the world, every- 
thing save the welcome silence before him as he turned 
and stole through the trees also, sword in hand. 

By all that was lucky and well-planned 1 the picket 
must be asleep! Not a sound save the faint crackle of 
stealthy feet almost lost in the insistent quiver of the 
cicalas. Not there was a challenge at last within a foot 
or two. 

" Who — kum — dar? " 

And swift as an echo a young voice beside him came 
jibingly: 

■■ It's me, Pandy! Take that." 

It's niel Just so; me with a vengeance. For the 
right attack and the left were both well up. There was 
a short, sharp volley; then the welcome familiar order. 
A cheer, a clatter, a rush and clashing with the bayonets. 
It seemed but half a minute before Jim Douglas found 
himself among the guns slashing at a dazed artilleryman 
who had a port-lire in his hand. So the artillery on 
either side never had a chance, and Major Erlton. riding 
up with the gth Lancers as the central attack, found 
that bit of the fighting over. The picket was taken, 
the mutineers had fled cityward leaving four guns be- 
hind them. And against one of these, as the Major rode 
close to gloat over it, leaned a man whom he recognized 
at once. 

"My God! Douglas," he said, "where — wherc's 
Kate? — Where's my wife?" 

It was rather an abrupt transition of thought, and Jim 
Douglas, who was feeling rather queer from something, 
he scarcely knew what, looked up at the speaker doubt- 
fully. 

" Oh. it is you, Major Erlton." he said slowly. " I 
thought — I mean I hoped she was here — if she isn't — 
why, I suppose I'd better go back." 

He took his arm off the gun and half-stumbled for- 
ward, when Major Erlton flung himself from his horse 
and laid hold of him. 
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" You're hit, man — the blood's pouring from your 
sleeve. Here, off with your coat, sharp! " 

" I can't think why it bleeds so?" said Jim Douglas 
feebly, looking down at a clean cut at the inside of the 
elbow from which the blood was literally spouting. " It 
is nothing — nothing at all." 

The Major gave a short laugh. " Take the go out of 
you a bit, though. I'll get a tourniquet on sharp, and 
send you up in a dhooH." 

■' What an unlucky devil I am! " muttered Jim Doug- 
las to himself, and the Major did not deny it: he was in 
a hurry to be off again with the party told to clear the 
Koodsia Gardens. Which they did successfully before 
sunrise, when the expedition returned to camp cheering 
like demons and dragging in the captured guns, on which 
some of the wounded men sat triumphantly. It was 
their first real success since Budli-ke- serai, two months 
before; and they were in wild spirits. 

Even the Doctor, fresh from shaking his head over 
many a form lifted helplessly from the dhoolis, was jubi- 
lant as he sorted Jim Douglas' arm. 

■■ Keep you here ten days or so I should say. There's 
always a chance of its breaking out again till the wound 
is quite healed. Never mind! You can go into Delhi 
with ihe rest of us, before then." 

" Yoicks forward!" cried a wounded lad in the cot 
close by. Tlie Doctor turnetl sharply. 

" If you don't keep quiet. Jones, I'll send you back 
to Meerut. And you too, Maloney. I've told you to 
lie still a dozen times." 

" Sure. Docther dear, ye couldn't be so cruel," said a 
big Irishman sitting at the foot of his bed so as to get 
nearer to a new arrival who was telling the tale of the 
fight. " And me able-bodied and spoiling to be at me 
wurrk this three days." 

" It's a curious tact," remarked the Doctor to Jim 
Douglas as he finished bandaging him. " the hospital has 
been twice as insubordinate since Nicholson came in. 
The men seem to think we are to assault Delhi to- 
morrow. But we can't till the siege train comes, 
course. So you may be in at the death ! " 
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Jim Douglas felt glad and sorry in a breatli. 

Finally he told himself he could let decision stand ovef 
for a day or two. He must see Hodson first, and tind 
out if the letter he had had from his spies about an Eng- 
lishwoman, concealed in Delhi, referred to Kate Eriton. 



CHAPTER II. 
BITS, BRIDLES, SPURS. 

The letter, however, did not refer to Kate; thougn, 
curiously enough, (he Englishwoman it concerned had 
been, and still was concealed in an Afghan's honae. 
Kate, then, had not been the only Englishwoman in 
Delhi. There was a certain consolation in the thought. 
since what was being done for one person by kindly 
natives might very well be done for another. Besides, 
removed as he was now from the fret and strain of actual 
search, Jim Douglas admitted frankly to Major Hodson 
that he was right in saying that Mrs. Eriton must either 
have come to an end of her troubles altogether, or have 
found friends better able, perhap.s, than he to protect her. 

Regarding the first po.ssibility also Major Hodson was 
skeptical. He had hundreds of spies in the city. Such 
a piece of good hick as the discovery of a Christian must 
have been noi-secl abroad. Tbey had not mentioned it; 
he did not. therefore, believe it had occurred. He 
would, however. inc|uire. and till the answer came ii 
would be foolish to go back to the city. Jim Douglas 
admitted this also; but as the days passed, the desire to 
return increased; especially when Major Eriton came 
to see him, which he did with dutiful regularity. Jim 
Douglas could not help admiring him when he stood. 
stiff and square, thanking him as Englishmen thank 
their fellows for what they know to be beyond thanks. 

" I am sure no one could have done more, and I know 
I couldn't have done a quarter so much; and I'm grate- 
ful," he said awkwardly. Then with the best intentions, 
bom from a real pity for the haggard man who sat on 
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the edge of his cot looking as men do after a struggle of 
weeks with malarial fever, he added, " And the luck has 
been a bit against you all the time, hasn't it?" 

" As yet, perhaps," replied Jim Douglas, feeUng in- 
clined then and there to start cityward, " but the game 
isn't over. When I go back " 

" Hodson says you could do no good," continued the 
big man, still with the best intentions. 

" I don't agree with him," retorted the other sharplv- 

" Perhaps not — but — but I wouldn't, if I were you. 
Or — rather — ■/ should of course — only — you see it is 
different for me. She " Major Erlton paused, find- 
ing it difficult to explain himself. The memory of that 
last letter he had written to Kate was always with him, 
making him feel she was not, in a way, his wife. He had 
never regretted it. He Iiad scarcely thought what would 
happen if she came back from the dead, as it were, to 
answer it; for he hated thought. Even now the com- 
plexity of his emotions irritated him, and he broke 
through them almost brutally. " She was my wife, you 
see. But yon had nothing to do with it; so you had 
better leave it alone. You've done enough already. 
And as I said before, I'm grateful." 

So he had stalked away, leaving his hearer frowning. 
It was true. The luck had been against him. But what 
right had it to be so? Above all, what right had that big 
brutal fellow to say so? There he was going oft to win 
more distinction, no doubt. He would end by getting 
the Victoria Cross, and confound him! from what people 
said of him, he would well deserve it. 

While he? Even these two days had brought his 
failure home to him. And yet he told himself, that if he 
had failed to save one Englishwoman, others had failed 
to save hundreds. Fresh as he was to the facts, they 
seemed toihim almost incredible. As he wandered round 
the Ridge inspecting that rear-guard of graves, or sat 
talking to some of the thousand-and-odd sick and 
wounded in hospital, listening to endless tales of courage, 
pluck, sheer dogged resistance, he realized at what a ter- 
rible cost that armed force, varying from three to six 
thousand men, had simply clung to the rocks and looked 
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=it the city. There seemed enough heroism in it to have 
removed mountains; and coming upon liim, not in the 
monotonous sequence of day-to-day experience, but in 
a single impression, the futility of it left him appalled. 
So did the news of the world beyond Delhi, heard, 
reliably, for the first time. Briefly, England was every- 
where on her defense. It seemed to him as if from that 
mad dream of coni[uest within the city he had passed to 
as strange a dream of defeat. And why? The fire, un- 
checked at first, had blazed up with fresh fuel in place 
after place and left? — Nothing. Not a single attempt to 
wrest the government of the country from us; not even 
an organized resistance, when once the order to advance 
had been given. Had there been some mysterious influ- 
ence abroad making men blind to the truth? 

It was about to pass away it there had been, he felt, 
when on the 14th, he watched John Nicholson re-enter 
the Ridge at the head of his column. And many others 
felt the same, without in any way disparaging those who 
for long months of defense had borne the burden and 
heat of the day. They simply saw that Fate had sent a 
new factor into the problem, that the old order was 
changing. The defense was to be attack. 

And why not. with that reinforcement of fine fighting 
men? Played in by the band of the 8th, amid cheering 
and counter-cheering, which almost drowned the music, 
it seemed fit — as the joke ran — if not to face hell itself, at 
any rate to take Pandymoniuvi. The 52d Regiment 
looked like the mastiff to which its leader had likened it. 
The 2d Sikhs were admittedly the biggest fellows ever 
seen. The wild Mooltanee Horse sat their lean Be- 
loochees with the loose security of seat which tells of men 
born to the saddle, 

Jim Douglas noted these things like his fellows; but 
what sent that thrill of confidence through him was the 
look on many a face, as at some pause or turn it caught 
a glimpse of the General's figure. It was that heroic 
figure itself, seen for the first time, riding ahead of all 
with no unconsciousness of the attention it attracted! 
but with a self-reliant acceptance of the fact — as far from 
modesty as it was from vanity — that here rode John 
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Nicholson ready to do what John Nicholson could do. 
But in the pale face, made paler by the darkness of the 
beard, there was more ihan this. There was an almost 
languid patience as if the owner knew that the men 
around him said of him, " If ever there is a desperate 
deed to do in India. John \icholson is the man to do it," 
and was biding his time to fulfill their hopes. 

The look haunted Jim Douglas all day, stimulating 
him strangely. Here was a man, he felt, who was in the 
grip of Fate, but who gave back the grip so firmly that 
his Fate could not escape him. Gave it back frankly, 
freely, as one man might grip another's hand in friend- 
ship. And then he smiled, thinking that John Nichol- 
son's hand-clasp would go a long way in giving anyone 
a help over a hard stile. If he had had a lead-over like 

that after the smash came; if even now Idle 

thoughts, he told himself; and all because the pictur- 
esquencss of a man's outward appearance had taken his 
fancy, his imagination. For all he knew, or was ever 
likely to know 

He had been sitting idly on the edge of his cot in the 
tiny tent Major Erlton had lent him, having in truth 
nothing belter to do, and now a voice from the blaze and 
blare of the heat and light outside startled him. 

" May I come in — John Nicholson? " 

He almost stammered in his surprise; but without wait- 
ing for more than a word the General walked in. alone. 
He was slill in full uniform: and surely no man could be- 
come it more, thought Jim Douglas involuntarily. 

" I have heard your story, Mr. Douglas," he began in 
a sonorous but very pleasant voice. " It is a curious one. 
And I was curious to see you. You must know so 
much," He paused, fixed his eyes in a perfectly unem- 
barasscd stare on his host's face, then said suddenly, with 
a sort of old-fashioned courtesy: " Sit you down again, 
please; there isn't a chair, I see; but the cot will stand 
two of us. If it doesn't it will be clearly my fauh." He 
smiled kindly. " Wounded too— 1 didn't know that." 

" A scratch, sir," put in his hearer hastily, fighting shy 
even of that commiseration. " I had a little fever in the 
city; that is all." 
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The bright hazel eyes, wilh a hint of sunlight in thcrn, 
took rather an absent look. " 1 should like to have done 
it myself. I've tried that sort of thing; but ihcy always 
6nd me out." 

" I fancy you must be rather difficult to diRgitise," be- 
gan Jim Douglas with a smile, when John Nicholioti 
plunged straight into the heart of thing*. 

" You must know a lot I want to know. Of coume 
I've seen Hodson and his letters; lint Ihit i> difTcrcnt. 
First; Will the city fight? " 

'■ As well as it knows how, and it knows better Ihan 
it did." 

'■ So I fancied. Hodson said not. By the way, he 
told me that you declared his Intelligence Ucpartment 
was simply perfect. And his accountN — I mean his In- 
formation — wonderfully accurate." 

" I did, indeed, sir," replied Jim iJonglati, fimillnfi 
again. 

Nicholson gave him a sharp look. " And he in a won- 
derfully fine soldier too, sir; one of the finest wc have. 
Wilson is sending him out this afternoon to puninh those 
Ranghars at Rohtuck. I don't know why I should pre- 
sent you with this information, Mr. Douglas?" 

" Don't you, sir?" was the cool reply; " ! think I do. 
Major Hodson may have his faults, sir, but the Ridge 
couldn't do without him. And I'm glad to hear he is 
going out. It is time we punished those chaps; time wc 
got some grip on the country again." 

The General's face cleared. " Hm," he said, " you 
don't mince matters; but I don't think we lost much grip 
in the Punjab. And as for punishments! Do you know 
over two thousand have been executed already?" 

" I don't, sir; though I knew Sir John's hand was out. 
But if you'll excuse me, we don't want the hangings now 
— they can come by-and-by. We want to lick them — 
show them we are not really in a blind funk." 

" You use strong language too, sir — very strong 
language." 

" I did not say we were in one " began Jim Doug- 
las eagerly, when a voice asking it General Nicholson 
were within interrupted him. 
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" He is," replied the sonorous voice calmly. " Come 
in, Hodstjn, and I hope you are prepared to fight." The 
bright hazel eyes met Jim Douglas' with a distinct twin- 
kle in them; hut Major Hodson entering — a perfect 
blaze of scarlet and fawn and gold, loose, lank, lavish — 
gave the speech a different turn, 

■' I hope you'll excuse the intrusion, sir," he said 
saluting, as it were, loudly, " but being certain I owed 
this piece of luck to your kind offices, 1 ventured to fol- 
low you. And as for the fighting, sir, trust Hodson's 
Horse to give a good account of itself." 

" 1 do, Major, I do," replied Nicholson gravely, 
despite the twinkle, " but at present I want you to fight 
Mr. Douglas for me. He suggests we are all in a blind 
funk." 

With anyone else Jim Douglas might have refused 
this cool demand, for it was little else, that he should de- 
fend his statement against a man who in himself 
was a refutation of it, who was a type of the most reck- 
less, dare-devil courage and dash; but the thought 
of that umpire, ready to give an overwhelming thrust at 
any time, roused Iiis temper and pugnacity. 

" I'm not conscious of being in one myself," said the 
Major, turning with a swing and a brief " How do, Doug- 
las." He was the most martial of figures in the last-de- 
veloped uniform of the Flamingoes, or the Ring-tailed 
Roarers, or the Aloo Bukhara's, as Hodson's levies were 
called indiscriminately during their lengthy process of 
dress evolution. " And what is more, I don't under- 
stand what you mean, sir! " 

" General Nicholson does, I think," replied the other. 
" But I will go further than I did, sir," he added, facing 
the General boldly : " I only said that the natives thought 
we were in a blind funk. I now assert that they had a 
right to say so. We never stirred hand or foot for a 
whole month." 

"Oh! I give you in Meerut," interrupted Hodson , 
hastily. " It was pitiable. Our leaders lost their heads." i 

" Not only our leaders. We all lost them. From J 
that moment to this it seems to me we have never been | 
calm," 
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" Calm! " echoed Hodson disdainfully. " Who wants 
to be calm? Who would be cahn with those massacred 
women and cliildren to avenge." 

" Exactly so. The horrors of those ghastly murders 
got on our nerves, and no wonder. We exaggerated the 
position from the first; we exaggerate the dangers of it 
now." 

" Of taking Delhi, you mean? " interrupted Nicholson 
dryly. 

Jim Douglas smiled. " No, sir! Even you will find 
that difficult. I meant the ultimate danger to our 
rule " 

" There you mistake utterly," put in Hodson magnifi- 
cently. " We mean to win — we admit no danger. There 
isn't an Englishman, or, thank Heaven, an English- 
woman " 

' " Is the crisis so desperate that we need levy the 
ladies? " asked his adversary sarcastically. " Personally 
I want to leave them out of the question as much as I 
can. It is their intrusion into it which has done the mis- 
chief. I don't want to minimize these horrors; but if 
we could forget those massacres " 

"Forget them! I hope to God every Englishman 
will remember them when the time comes to avenge 
them! Ay! and make the murderers remember them, 
too." 

" If I had them in my power to-day," put in the 
sonorous voice, " and knew I was to die to-morrow, I 
would inflict the most excruciating tortures I could think 
of on them with an easy conscience." 

" Bravo! sir," cried Hodson, " and I'd do executioner 
gladly." 

John Nicholson's face flinched slightly. "There is 
generally a common hangman, 1 believe," he said; then 
turned on Jim Douglas with bent brows : "And you, sir? " 

" I would kill them, sir; as I would kill a mad dog in 
the quickest way handy; as I'd kill every man found with 
arms in his hands. Treason is a worse crime than mur- 
der to us now; and by God! if I tortured anyone it would 
be the men who betrayed the garrison at Cawnpore. Yet 
even there, in our only real collapse, what has happened? 
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It is reoccupied already— the road to it is hung with 
dead bodies. Havelock's march is one long procession 
of success. Yet we count ourselves beleaguered. Why? 
I can't understand it! Where has an order to charge, 
to advance boldly, met with a reverse? It seems to me 
that but for these massacres, this fear for women and 
children, we could hold our own gayly. Look at 
Luck now " 

" Yes, Lucknow," assented Hodson savagely. " Sir 
Henry, the bravest, gentlest, dead! Women and chil- 
dren pent up — by Heaven! it's sickening to think what 
may have happened." 

John Nicholson shot a quick glance at Jim Douglas. 

" It proves my contention," said the latter. " Think 
of it! Fifteen hundred, English and natives, in a weak 
position with not even a palisade in some places between 
them and five times their number of trained soldiers 
backed by the wildest, wickedest, wantonest town rabble 
in India! What does it mean? Make every one of the 
fifteen hundred a paladin, and, by Heaven! they are 
heroes. Still, what does it mean?" 

He spoke to the General, but he was silent. 

"Mean?" echoed Hodson. "Palpably that the foe 
is contemptible. So he is. Pandy can't fight " 

" He fought well enough for us in the past. I know 

my regiment " Jim Douglas caught himself up hard. 

" I believe they will fight for us again. The truth is 
that half, even of the army, does not want to fight, and 
the country does not mean fight at all." 

" Delhi? " came the dry voice again. 

" Delhi is exceptional. Besides, it can do nothing else 
now. Remember we condemned it, unheard, on the 8th 
of June," 

" I told you that before, sir; didn't I? " put in Hodson 
quickly. "If we had gone in on the iilh, as I sug- 
gested." 

" You wouldn't have succeeded," replied Jim Douglas 
coolly. Nicholson rose with a smile. 

" Well, we arc going to succeed now. So, good-luck 
in the meantime. Hodson. Put bit and bridle on the 
Ranghars. Show them we can't have 'em disturbing the 
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pBftfic peace, and kdcking up futile rc««-&. 'EJo — Mr. 

" No fiai, sirl " said Hodson effusi*-dy. " "Hie Ring- 
tailed Roarers are nut in a blind funk. 1 only w-isfa ifaal 
1 was aE 5urt liiai the poUticaU n*!]] keep order when 
we've made h. I had lo do ii tu-ice over at Bhagpnt. 
And it is bard, sir. when one i^s lagged horses and men 
to death, to be lold one has exceeded orders " 

" Ii you served under me. Major Hodson ," said Ihr 
General w-ith a sadden freeze oi lormahty. *" that would 
be impossible. My instructions are always to do cvery^ 
thing that can be done." 

Jim Doughs feh that he could well believe it. as with a 
regret thai the inien-iew was o\eT. he held the flap of the 
lent aside ior the imperial &gure to pass out. Eui it 
hngered in the blaze of sunshme aher Major Hodson 
had jingled oB. 

" Vou are right in some things, Mr. Utouglas," said the 
sonorous x^oice suddenly : " I'd ask no finer soldiers than 
some of tho&e against us. By and by. unless I'm wrong. 
men of tlieir stock will be our best war weapons: for. 
mind you, n-ar is a primitive art and n<:;eds a primibve 
people. And the counirj i&n't gainst us. if il were, 
we shouldn't be standing here. It is too busy plowing. 
Mr. I>ouglas: tliis rain is points in our tavor. As for 
the women and children^-poor souls " — his voice soft- 
ened infinitely — " they liaie been in our way terribly; but 
— we shall fight all the belter (or that, by and by. hlean- 
wliile we iiave go! to smash Delhi. 1'he odds are bi^^er 
tfiaii they were first. But Baird Smith will sap us in 

somehow, and then *' He paused, looking kmdly at 

Jim Douglas, and kaid, " ^'ou had better slop and go in 
with — with tlnr rewt of us." 

" ] tliink not. fiif " 

" Whv? bvcauM- of that poor ladv? Woman aaka 
—eh?" 

" III a wav' ; betid«», 1 really have notliing else lo do." 

yAm NicboliK/n looked at bini for a moment from bead 
ti^ tool : tbeii ia>d sharply : 

" I didn't kiJow. ur. 1 give my personal staff plenty 
flj wolk." 
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For an instant the offer took bis hearer's breath away, 
and he stood silent. 

" I'm sEraid not, sir," he said at last, though from the 
first lie had known what his answer would be. " I — I 
can't, that's the fact. I was cashiered from the army- 
fifteen years ago." 

General Nicholson stepped back, with sheer anger in 
his face. " Then what do you mean, sir, by wearing Her 
Majesty's uniform?" 

Jim Douglas looked down hastily on old Tiddu's staff 
properties, which he had quite forgotten. They had 
passed muster in the darkness of the tent, but here, in the 
sunlight, looked inconceivably worn, and shabby, and un- 
real. He smiled rather bitterly; then held out his sleeve 
to show the braiding. 

" It's a general's coat, sir," he said defiantly. " God 
knows what old duffer it belonged to; but I might have 
worn it first- instead of second-hand, if 1 hadn't been a 
cl d young fool." 

The splendid figure drew itself together formally, but 
the other's pride was up too, and so for a minute the two 
men faced each other honestly, Nicholson's eyes narrow- 
ing under their bent brows. 

"What was it? A woman, I expect." 

" Perhaps. I don't see that it matters." 

A faint smile of approval rather took from the stern- 
ness of the mihtary salute. " Xot at all. That ends it, 
of course." 

■' Of course." 

Not quite; for ere Jim Douglas could drop the cur- 
tain between himself and that brilliant, successful figure, 
it had turned sharply and laid a hand on his shoulder. 
A cuinously characteristic hand — large, thin, smooth, and 
white as a woman's, with a grip in it beyond most men's. 

" You have a vile habit of telling the truth to superior 
officers, Mr. Douglas. So have I. Shake hands on it." 

With that hand on his shoulder, that clasp on his. Jim 
Douglas felt as if he were in the grip of Fate itself, and 
following John Nicholson's example, gave it back frankly, 
freely. So. suddenly the whole face before him melted 
into perfect friendliness. " Stick to it, man — stick to iti 
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Save that poor lady — or — or kill st»mcbo<ly. It's wlial 
we are all doing. As (or the rest " — the siiiile whs uliiuiitt 
boyish — " 1 may get the sack iiiyscU before ihe guiiemrM 
coat. I'm insubordinate enough, ihey tell me — but t 
shall have taken Delhi first. So— so guud-lnck tu ymil " 

As he walked away, he seemed to the eyett wvlcliinit 
him bigger, more king-like, more heroic thaii ever; jtei- 
haps because they were dim with leari. lint uh Jini 
Douglas went oFF with a new clierEulncMi lo see llodiiin'i 
Horse jingle out on their lesson of peace, he (old biuiaelf 
that the old scoun'lrcl, Tiildu, had once more Ijecn rijihl, 
Nikalseyn had the Creat (lift, tie conld take a mun'N 
heart out and look at il, and put it buck sounder lliun il 
had been for years, ^^c could put liis own hcurl inio a 
whole camp and make it believe it wan itit own. 

Such a clattering of hoofn and clinking of bil* aiul 
bridles had been heard often before, but never with itiit'h 
gay light-hearted n ess. Only two days before H \etvm 
had lieen given to the city. There had l«en no rnort Imr- 
rassing of pickets at night. Now the arm of the Uw wm» 
going coolly to reach out forty mile*. It wu k clmnKe 
indeed. And more than Jim Douglas walrheil the <un 
set red on the city wall that evening with a i erliiiii eoiil' nl 
in their hearts. As for him, he scenird tlill lo feci llial 
grip, and hear the v^^ce saying, " Stick to il, nuit, slick 
to it! Save that xxmt lady ut kill sonielxNly. Jl's wtml 
we are all doing.' 

He sat dreaming 'n-er the wbol« atrange drram witit 
3 carious seate of coinradcthib sttiA tympaiUy tbr</UKl> it 
all, until (he glow fadexl and ieh the dty wk »tui turn 
beneath the ttorro-doad* wfakfa had bim lpitbttiOj( all 
day. 

Tben be rote and went back to tm tent dteof ally. He 
iKiold nm no nredletB tiA»; be wovM iw^ Umik in* bttd: 
bat as sooo as die doctors aid if was aatc, be waM tn4 
and save &Ae; or Ml tmmA&4y. That ww the wfwlr 

KaM^ bui » u. kad akeady beta iouad, «r ndw *e 
kad aetcr bees Icac; and wfeen Tara, a dw bmr* sitm 
Jan Oonehs dipped o«ri«(tWciMr,^dCfl«« to dtrMM^ 
u> \aA away ha t*— '"g Hkc4 and inim% the 4ovr 
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patlluckcd on ihc inside, had in sheer bewilderment tried 
the cffcit (fl a xiifna] knock, Kate had let her in as if, so 
(KKjr 'I'ara tuld hersrH, it was all to begin over again. 

All over again, e/cn though she had spent those few 
hoiirB of freedom in a perfect passion of purification, so 
tliat she might return to her saintship once more. 

The gold circlels were gone already, her head was 
ithaven, the coarse while shroud had replaced the crim- 
son scarf. Yet here was the mem asking for the Huzoor, 
and setting her blood on fire with vague jealousies. 

She squatted down almost helplessly on the floor, 
answering all Kate's eager questions, until suddenly in 
ihc midst o( it all she started to her feel, and flung up her 
iirnis in the old wild cry for righteousness. " I am suttee! 
Ixfiire (lodt I am sultect" 

riii'u she had said with a gloomy calm, " I will bring 
ihe mem more food and drink. But I must think. Tiddu 
is away; Soma will not help. 1 am alone; but I am 
suttee." 

Kate, frightened at her wild eyes, felt relieved when 
she was left alone, and inclined not to open the door to 
her again. She could manage, she told herself, as she 
had nianaged, for a tew days, and by that lime Mr. Grey- 
man would have come back. Bui as the long hour^ 
draggrtl l>y. giving her endless opportunity of thought, 
she Itegan tvi ask tierself why he should come back at alL 
She had not realtxed al first that he had escaped, that he 
WIS liafe: that he U'a$. as it were, quit of her. Bnt he 
was and he must remain so. A new decision, abnost a 
contmt, came ti') her with the suggrstton. She w^s busy 
in a moment over details. To begin with, no news must 
be wni. Then, in case he were lo return, she most tcare 
the rvW. Tara ntighl do so much for bcr, especiallT il 
it WAS tnavic elear that it was for the master's benefiL 
l>ut Tara might nex'er retnm. Tbctr had been thai in 
her mamKT which hinteil at such a possibility, and the 
:Fttw>e« $h<c havl brvHijtht in had be«n andnlr bvish. la 
that vaw. Kate titkl hersdi. she woold creep oat sonc 
n^t. 5v> hack K> the rrmccs^ Kafffchoooda, aad see if 
$>)« <M)^ not help^ If WA, lliere was always dK ibtna- 
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tive of ending everything by going into the streets boMly 
and declaring herself a Christian. But she would appeal 
to these two women first. 

And as she sat resolving this, the two women were 
cursing her in their inmost hearts. For there had been 
no hangings of drums or thrumming of sHiaras on Nc- 
wasi's roof these three days. Abool-Bukr liail broken 
away from her kind, detaining hand, and gone back 
to the intrigues of the Palace. So the Mntli's i|uarter 
benefited in decent quiet, during which the poor Prin- 
cess began that process of weeping her eyes out, which 
left her blind at last. But not blind yet. And so she sat 
swaying gracefully before the book-rest, on wliicli lay the 
Word of her God, her voice quavering sometimes over 
the monotonous chant, as she tried to distill comfort lo 
her own heart from the proposition that " He is Might 
and Right." 

And far away in another quarter of the town Tara, 
crouched up before a mere block of stone, half hidden 
in flowers, was telling her beads feverishly. " Ram- 
Ram-Sita-Rnm!" That was the form she used for a 
whole tragedy of appeal and aspiration, remorse, despair, 
and hope. And as she muttered on, looking dully at the 
little row of platters she had presented to the shrine tlial 
morning — going far beyond necessity in her determi- 
nation to be heard — the groups of women coming in X.o 
lay a fresh chaplet among the withered ones awl giv« » 
'■ jow " to the deep-toned bell hung in the arcbway w 
order to attract the god's attention to their oBrriM^ 
paused to whisper among themselves of her pi«y. AAlttte 
more than once a widow crept cloM to Viss li« edfC << 
her veil humbly. _ 

It was balm indeed! It was peace. The mem iiMptt 
5!ar\-e, she told herself Bereely, but ahi- wuuld be MIIMK- 
After all the strain, and the pstrn. and the wunderrt^fn^ 
at her heart, she had cotrte t»aclc lu inr own lif*-. '?!|)tf 
she understood. \jA the Htwoors k*ej> to Ihw «•*>. 
This li-as hers. 

The sun rbnced to moles llirouffh tit*- braucLw» <|1 |1k 
peepol tree abw»-e the littk sbriuc. ^ Mpuriel-s etUKM|Mid 
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among tlieni, the parrots chattered, sending a rain of soft 
little Rgs to fall with a faint sound on the hard stones, and 
still Tara counted her beads feverishly. 

" fiam-Ham-Sila-Ram! Ram-Ram-Sita-Ram! " 

" Ari! sisters! she is a saint indeed. She was here at 
dawn and she prays still," said the women, coming in the 
Icnglhening shadows with odd little bits of feastings. A 
handful of cocoa-nut chips, a platter of flour, a dish of 
curds, or a dab of butter. 

" Rdm-kSm-Sila'Riim! " 

And all the while poor Tara was thinking of (he 
Huzoor's face, if he ever found out that she had left the 
mem to starve. It was almost dark when she stood up, 
abandoning the useless struggle, so she waited to see the 
sacred Circling of the Lights and get her little sip of holy 
water before she went back to her perch among the pig- 
eons, to put on the crimson scarf and the gold circlets 
again. Since it was hopeless trying to be a saint till she 
had done what she had promised the Huzoor she would 
do. She must go back to the mem first. 

But Kate, opening the door to her with eyes a-glitter 
and a whole cut-and-dried plan for the future, almost 
look her breath away, and reduced her into looking at 
the Englishwoman with a sort of fear. 

"The mem will be suttee too," she said stupidly, after 
listening a while. " The mem will shave her head and 
put away her jewels! The mem will wear a widow's 
shroud and sweep the floor, saying she comes from Ben- 
gal to serve the saint? " 

" I do not care, Tara, how it is done. Perhaps you 
may have a better plan. But we must prevent the mas- 
ter from finding me again. He has done too much for 
me as it is: you know he has," replietl Kate, her eyes 
shining like stars with determination. " I only want you 
to save him; that is all. You may take me away and kill 
me if you like: and if you won't help me to hide. I'll go 
out into the streets and let them kill me there. I w-ill not 
have him risk his life for me again." 

" Rnm-Rtim-Sita-RAmr' said Tara under her breath. 
That settled it, and at dawn the next day Tara stood in 
her odd little perch above the shrine among the pigeons. 




BITS. BRIDLES, SPURS, 399 



looking down curiously at the mem who, wearied out by 
her long midnight walk through the city and ail the ex- 
citement of the day, had dozed off on a bare mat in the 
corner, her head resting on her arm. Three months 
ago Kate could not have slept without a pillow; now, 
as slie lay on the hard ground, her face looked soft and 
peaceful in sheer honest dreamless sleep. But Tara had 
not slept; that was to be told from the anxious strain of 
her eyes. She had sat out since she had returned home, 
on her two square yards of balcony in the waning moon- 
light, looking down on the unseen shrine, hidden by the 
tall peepul tree whose branches she could almost touch. 

Would the mem really be suttee? she had asked herself 
again and again. Would she do so much for the master? 
Would she — would she really shave her head? A grim 
smile of incredulity came to Tara's face, then a quick, 
sharp frown of pain. If she did, she must care very much 
tor the Huzoor. Besides, she had no right to do ill The 
mems were never suttee. They married again many 
times. And then this mem was married to someone else. 
No! she would never shave her head for a strange man. 
She might take off her jewels, slie might even sweep the 
floor. But shave her head? Never! 

But supposing she did? 

The oddest jumble of jealousy and approbation filled 
Tara's heart. So, as the yellow dawn broke, she bent 
over Kate. 

" Wake, mem sahib! " she said, " wake. It is time to 
prepare for the day. It is time to get ready." 

Kate started up, rubbing her eyes, wondering where 
she was; as in truth she well might, for she had never 
been in such a place before. The long, low slip of a room 
was absolutely empty save for a reed mat or two; but 
every inch of it, floor, walls, ceiling, was freshly plastered 
with mud. That on the floor was still wet, for Tara had 
been at work on it already. Over each doorway hung a 
faded chaplel, on each lintel was printed the mark of a 
bloody hand, and round and about, in broad finger-marks 
of red and white, ran the eternal Ram-Rdm-Sila-Ram in 
Sanskrit letterings. In truth, Tara's knowledge of secu- 
lar and religious learning was strictly confined to this 
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sentence. There was a iuat sadH of J**-"*** in the 
roofn. rising (nxD a tmy braxier c*M*iiig np a blue sfxral 
flame oi smoke bdote a two-inch fa^h brass idol with an 
elephant's bead wiiich sat on a tache in the walL It rep- 
re^ntcd Eternal \\lsdoBL But Kate did not know tfats. 
Xor in a way did Tara. She only knew it was Guaesh- 
jee. And outside was the ydknr dawn, the ptuple 
p^^eons begiDiung to coo and siiQc, the qui vo ii^ be^is 
of the peepol kaves. 

" 1 have erenibing ready tor Ibe mem." b^an Tara 
hurriedly. " H she will take off her jeweb." 

" Yea most poll this one open for me. Tara.' said 
Kate, holding out her arm with the gold bangte on it. 
" The master pat it on ior me. and I have never had it 
off since," 

Tara knew that as well as she. Knew that the master 
roust have pm it on. since she had not. Had. in tact, 
watched it with jcaknis e\es over and over again. .\nd 
there was the mem without it, smiling over the scantiness 
and the intricacies of a coarse cotton shrood. 

" There b the hair yet," said Tara with qoile a calch in 
her voice; " if the mem will undo the pbits. I wiD go 
round to the old poojamis and get the loan oC ber 
razor — she only lives up the next stair," 

■■ We shall have to snip it off first." said Kate quite 
e^erly, for, in truth, she was becoming interested in her 
own adventures, now ihat she had, as it were, the con- 
trol over tbettL " It is so long." She held up a tress as 
she spoke. It was beautiful hair; soft, wax'y. even, and 
the dye — unrenewed for days — had almost gorve. leaving 
the coppery- sheen distinct. 

" ^e would never cut it off! " said Tara to heisell as 
she went for the razor, N'o woman would ever shave 
her head willingly. Why! when she had had it done 
for the first time, she bad screamed and fought. Her 
mother-in-law had held her hands, and 

She paused at the door as she re-entered, paralyzed by 
what she saw, Kate had found the knife Tara used for 
her limited cooking, and, seated on the ground cheer- 
fijlly. was already surrounded bv rippling hair which she 
had cut off by clubbing it in her hand and sawing away 
as a groom does at a horde's taiL 
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Tara's cry made lier pause. The next moment the 
Rajpootni had snatched the knife from her and flung it 
one way. the razor anotht;r, and Stood before her with 
blazing eyes and heaving breast, 

"It is foolishness 1 " she said fiercely. "The mems 
cannot be suttee. I will not have It." 

Kate stared at her. " But 1 must " she began. 

" There is no must at all," interrupted Tara superbly; 
" I will find some other way." And then she bent over 
quickly, and Kate felt her hands upon her hair. " There 
is plenty left," she said with a sigh of relief. " I will 
plait it up so that no one will see the difference." 

And she did. She put the gold bangle on again also, 
and by dawn the next day Kate found herself once more 
installed as a screened woman; but this time as a Hindoo 
lady under a vow of silence and solitude in the hopes of 
securing a son for her lord through the intercession of 
old Anunda, the Swami. 

" I have told Sri Anunda," said Tara with a new 
respect in her manner. " I liad to trust someone. And 
he is as God. He would not hurt a fly." She paused, 
then went on with a tone of satisfaction, " But he says 
the mem could not have been suttee, so that foolishness 
is well over." 

" But what is to be done next. Tara?" asked Kale, 
looking in astonishment round the wide old garden, 
arched over by tall forest trees, and set round with high 
walls, in which she found herself. In the faint riawn she 
could just see glimmering straight paths parceling it out 
into squares; and she could hear the faint tinkle of tlie 
water nmnels. " I can't surety stop here." 

" The mem will only have to keep still all rlay in tlie 
darkest comer u-ith her face to the ivall," baid Tara. 
" Sri Anunda will do the rest. And wh<m Soma returns 
he must take the mem away before the thirty regimeots 
come and the trouble begins." 

" Thirty regiments! " echoed Kate, startled. 

" He and others have gone o«t to s«e if it is ini«. 
They say so in the Palace; but it is full of lies," said 
Tara indifferently. 

It was indeed.' More than ever. But tbcy beg^ to 
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need confirmation, and so there was big talk of action, 
and jingling of bits and bridles and spurs in the city as 
well as in the camp. They were to intercept the siege 
train from Firozpur; they were to get round to the rear 
of the R'dge and overwhelm it. They were to do every- 
thing save attack it in face. 

And, meanwhile, other people besides Soma and 
such-like Sadducean sepoys had gone ont to find the 
thirty regiments, and secret scouts from the Palace were 
hunting about for someone to whom they might dehver a 
letter addressed 

"To the Officers, Snbadars. Chiefs, and others of the 
whole military force coming from the Bombay Presi- 
dency : 

"To the effect that the statement of the defeat of the 
Royal troops at Delhi is a false and lying fabrication con- 
trived by contemptible inlidels — the English. The true 
story is that nearly eighty or ninety thousand organized 
Military Troops, and nearly ten or fifteen thousand regu- 
lar and other Cavalry, are now here in Delhi. The 
troops are constantly engaged, night and day, in attacks 
on the infidels, and have driven back their batteries from 
the Ridge. In three or four days, please God, the whole 
Ridge will be taken, when every one of the base unbe- 
lievers will be sent to hell. You are. therefore, on seeing 
this order, to use all endeavors to reach the Royal Pres- 
ence, so, joining the Faithful, give proofs of zeal, and 
establish your renown. Consider this imperative." 

But though they hunted high and low, east, north, 
south, and west, the Royal scouts found no one to re- 
ceive the order. So it came back to Delhi, damp and 
pulpy: for the rains had begun again, turning great 
tracts of country into marsh and bog. and generally 
wetting the blankets in which the sepoys kept guard 
sulkily. 
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THE BEGINNING OF THE END. 
CHAPTER III. 

THE BEGINNING OF THE END. 

They drenched Kate Erilon also, despite the arcaded 
trees above her corner as she sat with her (ace to the 
wall in the wide old garden. At first her heart beat at 
each step on the walk behind her, but she soon realized 
thai she was hidden by her vow, happed about from the 
possibility of intrusion by her penance. But not many 
steps came by her; they kept chiefly to the other end of 
the garden where Sri Anunda was to be found. It was 
a curious experience. There was a yard of two of thatch, 
screened by matting and suported by bamboos, leaning 
not far off against the wall; and into this she crept at 
night to find the indulgence of a dry blanket. At first she 
felt mclined to seek its shelter when the rain poured 
loudly on the leaves above her and fell thence in big 
blobs, making a noise hke the little ripe figs when the 
squirrels shook them down; but the remembrance that 
such women as Tara performed like vows cheerfully 
kept her steady. And after a day or two she often 
started to find it was already noon or dusk, the day half 
gone or done. Time slipped by with incredible swiftness 
in watching the squirrels and the birds, in counting the 
raindrops fall from a peepul leaf. And what a strange 
peace and contentment the life brought! As she sat 
after dark in the thatch, eating the rice and milk and 
fruit which Tara brought her stealthily, she felt, at times, 
a terrified amaze at herself. If she ever came through 
the long struggle for life, this surely would be the 
strangest part of the dream. Tara, indeed, used to re- 
mark with a satisfied smile that though the mem could 
not of course be suttee, still she did very well as a devoted 
and repentant wife. Sri Anunda could never have had 
a better penitent. And then, in reply to Kate's curious 
questions, she would say that Sri Anunda was a Swami. 
If the mem once saw and spoke to him she would know 
what that meant. He had hved in the garden for fifteen 
years. Not as a penance. A Swami needed no penance 
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as men and women did ; for he was not a man. Oh, dear 
no! not a man at alt. 

So Kate, going on this hint of inhumanity, and guided 
by her conventional ideas of Hindoo ascetics, ima^ned 
a monstrosity, and felt rather glad than otherwise that 
Sri Anunda kept out of her way. 

She was eager also to know how long she might have 
to stay in his garden. The vow, Tara said, lasted for 
fifteen days. Till then no one would question her right 
to sit and look at the wall ; and by tliat time Soma tvould 
have returned, and a plan for getting the mem away to 
the kidge settled. For the master was evidently not go- 
ing to reiiini to the city; perhaps he had forgotten the 
mem? Kate smiled at this, dreaiily, thinking that in- 
deed he might; for he might be dead. But even this 
uncertainty about all things, save that she sat and 
watched the squirrels and the birds, had ceased to dis- 
turb her peace. 

As a matter of fact, however, he was thinking of her 
more than ever, and with a sense of proprietorship that 
was new to him. Here, by God's grace, was the one 
woman for him to save; the somebody to kill, should he 
fail, needing no selection. There were enough enemies 
and to spare within the walls still, even though they had 
been melting away of late. But a new one had come to 
the Ridge itself, which, though il killed few, sapped 
steadily at the vigor of the garrison. This was the 
autumnal fever, bad at Delhi in all years, worse than 
usual in this wet season, counterbalancing the benefit of 
the coolness and sending half a regiment to hospital one 
day and letting them out of it the next, sensibly less fit 
for arduous work. It claimed Jim Douglas, already 
weakened by it, and made his wound slow of healing, 

" You haven't good luck certainly," said Major Erllon. 
finding him with chattering teeth taking quinine dismally. 
" I don't know how it is, but though I'm a lot thinner, 
this lite seems to suit me. 1 haven't feh so fit for ages," 

He had not been so fit, in truth. It was a healthier, 
simpler life than he had led for many a long year; and 
ever since John Nicholson bad bidden him go back to 
his tent and sleep, even the Iiaggardness had left his face; 
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stream flowing from tlie big marshes to the west, these 
con tract- workers came on the job they were eager to 
finish ere nightfall. Six thousand rebels of all arms, 
holding three villages, a bastioned old serai, and a town. 
It was a strong position, in the right angle formed by 
the stream and the flooded canal into which it flowed. 
Water, impassable save by an unknown ford in the 
stream, by a bridge held in force over the canal, on two 
sides of it. On the others dismal swamps. A desper- 
ately strong position to attack at sundown after eighteen 
miles slithering and shoving in the pouring rain; espe- 
cially with unknown odds against you. Not less, any- 
how, than three to one. But John Nicholson had a 
single eye; that is, an eye which sees one salient point. 
Here, it was that bridge to the left, leading back to safe 
shelter within the walls of Delhi. A cowardly foe must 
have no chance of using that bridge during silent night 
watches. So. without a pause, fifteen hundred of the 
two thousand waded breast-high across the stream ro 
attack the six thousand, Nicholson himself riding ahead 
for a hasty reconnoissance, since the growing dusk left 
scant leisure for anything save action. Yet once more 
a glance was sufficient: and, ere the men, exposed to a 
heavy tire of grape in crossing the ford, were ready to 
advance, the orders were given. 

There was a hint of cover in some rising ground before 
the old serai— the strongest point of the defense. He 
would utilize this, rush the position, change front, and 
sweep down on the bridge. That must not remain as a 
chance for cowards an instant longer than he could help; 
for Nicholson in everything he did seems never to have 
contemplated defeat. 

So flanked by the gims. supported by squadrons of 
the 9lh Lancers and the Guides cavalry, the three regi- 
ments " marched steadily toward the rising ground, fol- 
lowing that colossal figure riding, as ever, ahead. Till 
suddenly, as his charger's feet touched the highest 
ground, Nicholson wheeled and held up his hand to those 
below him. 

" Lie down, meni " came his clear strong voice as he 
*6lst, 1st Fusiliers, 2d Punjabees. 
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rode slowly along tlie line; " lie down and listen to what 
I've got to say. It's only a few words." 

So, sheltered from the fire, they lay and listened. 
■■ You of the 61st know what Sir Colin Campbell said 
to you at Chillianwallah. He said the same thing 
to others at the Alma. I say it to you all now. ' Hold 
your fire till within twenty or thirty yards of that battery, 
and then, my boys! we will make short work of it! ' " 

Men cannot cheer lying on their stomachs, but the 
unnielodious grunt — " We wiil, sir, by God, we will! " — 
was as good as one, 

Nicholson faced round on the serai again, and gave 
the order to the artillery. So, in sharp thuds widening 
into a roar, the flanking guns began work. Half a dozen 
rounds or so, and then the rider — motionless as a statue 
in the center — looked back quickly, waved his sword, 
and went on. The men were up, after him. over the 
hillock, into the morass beyond, silently. 

" Steady, men! steady with it. On with you! Steady! " 

They listened to the clear sonorous voice once more, 
though there was no shelter now from the grape and 
canister, and musket balls; or rather only the shelter of 
that one tall figure ahead riding at a foot's-pace. 

"Steady! Hold your fire! I'll give the word, never 
fear! Come on! Come on!" 

So through a perfect bog they stumbled on dc^gcdly. 
Here and there a man fell ; but men will fall sometimes. 

■■ Now then! Let them have it." 

They were within the limit. Twenty yards off lay the 
gims. There was one furious volley ; aliove it one word 
answered by a cheer. 

So at the point of the bayonet the serai was carried. 
Then without a pause the troops changed front with a 
swiftness unforeseen and swept on to the left. 

"To Delhi, brothers! To Delhi!" The old cr>-, 
begiin at Meerul. rose now with a new meaning as the 
panic-stricken guns limbered up and made for the 
bridge. Too late! Captain Blunt's were after them, 
chasing them. The wheel of the foremost, driven wildly- 
jammed; those following couldn't pull op. So, helter 
skelter, they were in a jumble, out of which Englishmen 
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helped the whole thirteen! The day, or rather the night, 
was won; for Nature's dark fiag of truce hung even 
between the assailants and the few desperate defenders 
of the third village, who, with escape cut off, were selling 
their lives at a cost to the attackers of seventeen out 
of that total death-roll of twenty-five. But Nicholson 
knew his position sure, so he left night to finish the rout, 
and, with his men, bivouacked without food or cover 
among the marshes; for it was too dark to get the bag- 
gage over the ford. Yet the troops were ready to start 
at daybreak tor an eighteen miles tramp back to the 
Ridge again. There was no talk of exhaustion now. as 
at Budli-ke-serai ; so just thirty-six hours after they 
started, that is, just one hour for every mile of morass 
and none for the fight, they startled the Ridge by march- 
ing in again and clamoring for food! Bui Nicholson 
was in a towering temper. He had found that another 
brigade had been lurking behind the canal, and that if 
he had had decent information he might have smashed 
it also, on his way home. 

" He hadn't even a guide that he didn't pick up him- 
self," commented Major Erlton angrily. " By George! 
how those niggers cave in to him! And his ixilitical 
information was all rot. If the General had obeyed 
instructions he would have been kicking his heels at 
Bahadagurh still." 

" We heard you at it about two o'clock," said a Jic* 
listener. " I suppose it was a night attack— riskv busi- 
ness rather." 

Herbert Erlton burst into a laugh; bui liit eialnn. \n\ 
his face had a pathetic tenderness in it. " Tiiai wa' lit'- 
bridge, I expect, lie blew it up bd'jrt stanm;; fi' «i 
on it 'ill then. Besides there wert- tht wa^twi- wi'i lutii- 
brils and things. Ht told T'jml* ti' blur tijon wv u«', 
for of course he had to \xvi% llie .gUBS infii.. diutl if 
couldn't shove the lot." 

As he passed on some t/ his listmn^ anliieil 
" It's a case of posseMtiun ." said oa'i m Iw-imighU**^ 
"Pardon me,' siii<l iiiiutlKrr wrni- iw' tu"***' ■***»■ 
Major for yeart. ' i^f ii tiie*. o' lawHiir ■**'' 

der ■' The ig^wktr |Hitu>e<l JUi' '■ *••» t«e»*' 

shouMerf. 





" Did you hear his 
began his companion. 

" Gone up! My dear fellow! It might have gone up 
fifty times over. But it isn't his pluck that I wonder at; 
it is his steadiness. He never shirks the little things. It 
is almost as if he had found a conscience." 

Perhaps he had. He was cheerful enough to have had 
the testimony of a good one, as. in passing, he looked in 
on Jim Douglas and met his congratulations. 

" Bad shilling! " replied the Major, beautifully uncon- 
scious. ".So you've heard — and — hello! what's up?" 
For Jim Douglas was busy getting into disguise. 

'■ That old scoundrel Tiddu came into camp with the 
news an hour ago," said the latter, whose face was by 
no means cheerful. " He was out carrying grain — saw 
the fugitives, and came in here, hoping for backsheesh, 
I believe. But " — ^Jim Douglas looked round rapidly at 
the Major — " I'm awfully afraid, Erlton, that he has not 
been in Delhi, to speak of, since I left. And I was rely- 
ing on him for news " 

"There isn't any — is there?" broke in Major Erlton 
with a queer hush in his voice. 

" None. But there may be. So I'm oft at once. I 
couldn't have a better chance. The villain says the 
sepoys are slipping in on the sly in hundreds; for the 
Palace folk, or at least the King, thinks the troops are 
slill engaged, and is sending out reinforcements. So I 
shall have no trouble in getting through the gates." 

Major Erlton, radiaqt, splashed from head to foot, cov- 
ered at once with mud and glory, looked at the man 
opposite him wilh a curious deliberation. 

" 1 don't see why you should go at all," he said slowly. 
" I wouldn't, if I — I mean 1 would rather you didn't." 

"V/hy?" The question came sharply. 

" Do you want the truth? " asked Herbert Erlton 
with a sudden frown, 

" Certainly." 

""Then I'll tell it, Mr. Greyman — I mean Douglas — 

I — I'm grateful, but — d n me, sir, if — if I want to be 

more sn! I — I gave you my chance once — like a fool; 
(or I might liave saved hT- 
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The hard handsome face was all broken up with pas- 
sionate regret, and the pity of it kept Jim Douglas silent 
for a moment. For he understood it. 

" You might," he said at last. " But I don't interfere 
with you here. You can't save her — your wife, I mean — 
and if I fail you can always " 

" There is no need to tell me what to do then," inter- 
rupted Major Erlton grimly. " I'll do it without your 
help." 

He turned on his heel, then paused. " It isn't that 
I'm ungrateful," he repeated, almost with an appeal in 
his voice. "And I don't mean to be offensive; only 
you and I can't " 

His own mental position seemed beyond him, and he 
stood tor a moment irresolute. Then he held out his 
hand. 

■■ Well, good-by. I suppose you mean to stick to it? " 

" I mean to stick to it. Good-by." 

" And 1 must be off to my bed. Haven't slept a wink 
for two nights, and I shall be on duty to-morrow. Well! 
I believe I've as good a chance of seeing Kate here as 
you have of finding her there; but I can't prevent your 
going, of course." 

So he went oflf to his bed, and Jim Douglas, following 
Tiddu, who was waiting for him in the Koodsia Gar- 
dens, carried out his intention of sticking to it; while 
John N'tcholson in his tent, forgetful of his advice to both 
of them, was jotting down notes for his dispatch. One 
of them was: "The enemy was driven from the serai 
with scarcely any loss to us, and made little resistance as 
we advanced." The other was: "Query? How many 
men in buckram? Most say seven or eight thousand. 
I think hetweeo three and four." 

He had, indeed, a vile habii of telling the truth, even 
in dispatches. So ended the day of Nujjufghar. 

The next morning, the z^th, broke fine and clear. 
Kate Erlton waking with the birds, found the sky full of 
light already, clear as a pale topaz beyond the over- 
arching trees. 

She stood after leaving her thatch, looking into the 
garden, lost in a sort of still content. It seemed in^xw- 
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sible she should be in the heart of a big city. There was 
no sound but the faint rusthng o( the wet leaves drying 
themselves in the soft breeze, and the twitterings of 
squirrels and birds. There was nothing to be seen but 
the trees, and the broad paths rising above the flooding 
water from the canat-cut which ran at the further side. 

And Sri Anunda had lived here for fifteen years; while 
she? How long had she been there? She smiled to 
herself, for, in truth, she had lost count of days alt^j- 
gethcr, almost of Time itself. She was losing hold of 
life. She told herself this, with that vague amaze at 
finding it so. Yes! she was losing her grip on this 
world without gaining, without even desiring, a hold on 
the next. She was learning a strange new fellowship 
with the dream of which she was a part, because it would 
soon be past: because the trees, the flowers, the birds, 
the beasts, were mortal as herself. A squirrel, its tail 
a-fluff. was coming down the trunk of the next tree in 
fitful half-defiant jerks, its bright eyes watching her. 
The comer of her veil was full of the leavings of her 
simple morning meal, which she always took with her 
to scatter under the trees; and now, in sudden impulse, 
she sank down to her knees and held a morsel of plantain 
out tenderly. 

Dear little mortal, she thought, with a new tenderness, 
watching it as it paused uncertain; until the conscious- 
ness that she was being watched in her turn made her 
look up; then pause, as she was, astonished, yet not 
alarmed, at the figure before her. It was neither tall nor 
short, dark nor fair, and it was wrapped from knee to 
shoulder in a dazzling white cloth draped like a Greek 
chiton, which showed the thin yet not emaciated curves 
of the limbs, and left the poise of the long throat bare. 
The head was clean shaven, smooth as the cheek, and 
the face, destitute even of eyebrows, was softly seameil 
with lines and wrinkles which seemed to leave it younger, 
and brighter, as if in an eternity of smile-provoking con- 
tent. But the eyes! Kate felt a strange shock, as they 
brought back to her the innocent dignity Raphael gave 
to his San-Sistine Bambino. For this was Sri Anunda; 
could be no one else. In his hand he held a bunch of 
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henna-blossom, the camphire of Scripture, the cypress of 
the Greeks; yellowish green, insignificant, incomparably 
sweet. He held it out to her, smiling, then laid it on her 
outstretched hand. 

" The lesson is learned, sister," he said softly. " Go 
in peace, and have no fear." 

The voice, musical exceedingly, thrilled her through 
and through. She kneh looking after him regretfully 
as, without a pause, he passed on his way. So that was 
a Swami! She went back to her corner — for already 
early visitors were drifting in for Sri Ammda's bless- 
ing — and with the bunch of henna-blossom on the 
ground before her sat thinking. 

What an extraordinary face it was! So young, so old. 
So wise, so strangely innocent. Tara was right. It 
was not a man's face. Yet it could not be called angelic, 
for it was the face of a mortal. Yes! that was it, a mor- 
tal face immortal through its mortality; through the 
circling wheel of life and death. The strong perfume of 
the flowers reaching her, set her a-thinking of them. 
Did he always give a bunch when the penance was over 
and say the lesson was learned? It was a significant 
choice, these flowers of life and death. For bridal hands 
had been stained with henna, and corpses embalmed 
with it for ages, and ages, and ages. Or was that " peace 
go with you," that " have no fear " meant as an en- 
couragement in something new? Had they been making 
plans? had anything happened? She scarcely seemed 
to care. So, as the cloudless day passed on, she sat 
looking at the henna-blossom and thinking of Sri 
Anunda's face. 

But something had happened. Jim Douglas had come 
back to the city and Tara knew it. She had barely 
escaped his seeing her, and she fell she could not escape 
it long. And then, it seemed to her. the old life would 
begin again; for she would never be able to keep the 
truth from bim. The mem might talk of deceit gl'bly; 
but if it came to telling lies to the master she would fail. 

There was only one chance. If she could get the mem 
safely out of the city at once; then she could tell the 
truth without fear. The necessity for immediate action 
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came tipon bcr by surprise. She had ceased to expect 
the Doster's rctom. &he had oat cared pcnooaOjr ior 
Kate's saiety. and so had been coaient to let the funre 
take care of itself. Bat now ererythii^ was dialled. 
H Kate were not got rid of, sent oat of the city, one of 
two tbto^ nmst hap pen : The master must be left to get 
her out as best be could, at th« risk of his life: or sbc. 
Tara. mnst return lo the >AA allegiance: return and sit 
bjr, while the mem in a language she did not understand. 
toW the Hnzoor bow she had been willing to be sotiee 
for him! 

So while Kale sat looking at the henna -blossom, Tara 
sat telling herself that at all costs, all risks, she must be 
got out of the city that night. She. and her jewels. 
The)' were at present tied up in a bundle in Tara's room, 
but the HuzofjT might think her a thief li the mem 
went without them. And another thing she decided. 
She would not tell the mem the reason of this sudden 
action. True. Kate had professed benelf determined 
that the master should not risk his life for her again: 
but women were not — not always — to be trusted. For 
the rest, Soma must help. 

She waited till dusk, howe.er. before appealing to 
him, knowing that her only chance lay in taking him by 
storm, in leaving him no time for reflection. So. just as 
the lights were beginning (o twinkle in the bazaars, she 
made her way, full of purpose, to the half ruined sort cf 
ceil in the thickness of the wall not far from the sally- 
port, in which of late — since he had taken morosely to 
drugs — he was generally lo be found at this time, wak- 
ing drowsily to his evening meal before going out. 

She found htm thu.'. sure enough, and began at once 
on her task. He mrit help. lie could easily pass out 
the mem. That was all she asked of him. But his 
handsome face settled into sheer obstinacy at once. He 
was not going to help anyone, he said, or harm anyone, 
till they struck the first blow, and then they had better 
defend themselves. That was the end. And so it 
seemed; for after ten minutes of entreaty, he stood up 
with something of a lurch ere he found his feet, and bid 
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her go. She only wasted her time and his, since he must 
eat his food ere he went to relieve the sentry at the sally- 
port. 

She cauglit him up reproachtully, almost indignant^. 

" Then thou art there, on guard! and it needs but the 
opening of a door, a thrusting of a woman out — to — die, 
perchance. Soma. Remember that!" 

She spoke with a feverish eagerness, as if the sugges- 
tion had its weight with her, but he treated it contemp- 
tuously. 

" Loh! " he said in scorn. " What a woman's word! 
Thank the Gods I was not born one." 

The taunt bit deep, and Tara drew herself up angrily. 
So the brgther and sister stood face to (ace, strangely 
alike. 

" Wast not? " she retorted bitterly. " The Gods know. 
Is there not woman in man, and man in woman, among 
those born at a birth? Soma! for the sake of that — do 

this for me " It was her last appeal; she had kept 

it for the last, and now her somber eyes were ablaze with 
passionate entreaty. "See, brother! I claim it of you 
as a right. Thou didst take my sainthood from me once. 
Count this as giving it back again." 

" Back again?" echoed Soma thickly. "What foori 
talk is this? " 

" Let it he fool's talk, brother." she interrupted, with 
a strange intensity in her voice. " I care not^thou dost 
not know; I cannot tell thee. But — but Dm will be 
counted to thee in restitution. Soma! think of it as my 
sainthood! Sure thou dost owe me it! Soma! for the 
sake of the hand which lay in thine." 

In her excitement she moved a step forward, and he 
shrank back instinctively. True, she was a saint in an- 
other way if those scars were true; but — at the moment, 
being angry with her, he chose to doubt, to remember. 
"Stand back!" he cried roughly, unsteadily. "What 
do I owe thee? What claim hast thou? " 

The question, the gesture outraged her utterly. The 
memory of a whole life of vain struggling after self- 
respect surged to her brain, bringing that almost insane 
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petulant laugh. "WeH! so be it. ft ends my part. 
Tile mem will sleep among her own to-night; Sri 
Anunda hath said it. Come " 

" But how? I must know how," protested Kate. 

The laugh rose again. " Wherefore? The mem is 
Sri Anunda's disciple. For the rest, I will let the mem 
out through the little river-gate. There is a boat, and 
she can go in peace." 

There was something so wild, so almost menacing in 
Tara's face, that Kate felt her only hope was to obey. 
And, in good sooth, the scent of the henna-blossom she 
carried with her, tucked into her bosom, gave her, some- 
how, an irrational hope that all would go well as she 
followed her guide swiftly through the alleys and 



"The mem must wait here," whispered Tara at last, 
pausing behind one of the ungainly mausoleums in what 
had been the old Christian cemetery. " When she hears 
me singing Sonny-baba's song, she must follow to the 
Water-gate. It is behind the ruins, there." 

Kate crouched down, setting her back, native fashion, 
against the tomb. And as she waited she wondered idly 
what mortal lay there: so, being strangely calm, she let 
her fingers stray to the recess she felt behind her. There 
should be a marble tablet there; and even in the dark 
she might trace the lettering. But the recess was empty, 
the marble having evidently been picked out. So it was 
a nameless grave. And the next? She moved over to 
it stealthily, then to the next. But the tablets had been 
taken out of all and carried off — for curry-stones most 
likely. So the graves were nameless; those beneath 
them mortals — nothing more. As she waited under the 
stars, her mind reverted to Sri Anunda and the Wheel of 
Life and Death. The immortality of mortality! Was 
that the lesson which was to let her go in peace? 

She started from the thought as that native version of 
the " Happy Land " came, nasally, from behind the ruins. 
As she passed them, a group of men were squatted gos- 
siping round a hookah, and more than one figure passed 
her. But a woman with her veil drawn, and a clank of 
anklets on her feet, did not even invite a curious eye; 
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for it was still eariy enough (or such Mk to be going 
home 

Then, as she passed down a flight of steps, a hand stole 
out from a niche and drew her back into a dark shadow. 
The next minute, with a low whisper. " There is no fear! 
Sri Anunda hath said it. Go in peace! " she felt herself 
thrust through a door into darkness. But a feeble 
glimmer showed below her. and creeping down another 
flight of steps, she found herself outside Delhi, looking 
over the strip of low-Ijing land where in (he winter the 
buffaloes had grazed beneath Alice Gissing's house, but 
which was now flooded into a still backnater by the ris- 
ing of the river. And out of it the stunted kikar ami 
tamarisks grew strangely, their featherj- branches arcli- 
ing over it. But to the left. be>ond the Water Bastion. 
rose a mass of darker foliage — the Koodsia Gardens. 
Once there she would be beyond floods, and Tara had 
said there was a boat. Kate found it. moored a little 
further toward the river — a flat-bottomed punt, with a 
pole. It proved easier to manage than she had ex- 
pected; for the water was shallow, and the trunks and 
branches of the trees helped her lo get along, so that 
after a time she decided on keeping to that method of 
progress as long as she could. It enabled her lo skirt 
the river bank, where there were fewer lights telling of 
watch-fires. Besides, she knew the path by the river 
leading to Metcalfe House. It might be under water 
now; but if she crept into the park at the ra\'ine — if she 
could take the boat so far — she might manage to reach 
Metcalfe House. There was an English picket there, 
she knew. So, as she mapped out her best way, a sud- 
den recollection came to her of the last time she had seen 
that river path, when her husband and Alice Gissing 
were walking down it, and Captain Morecombe 

Ah! was it credible? Was it not all a dream? Could 
this be real — could it be the same world? 

She asked herself the question with a dull indifferetKC 
as she struggled on doggedly. 

But not more than two hours afterward the conviction 
that the world had not changed came upon her with a 
strange pang as she stood once more on the terrace of - 
Metcalfe House with English faces around her. 
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" By Heaven, it's Mrs. Erlton! " she heard a familiar 
voice say. It seemed to her hundreds of miles away in 
some far, far country to which she had been journeying 
for years. " Here! let me get hold of her — and fetch 
some water — wine — anything. How — how was it, Ser- 
geant? " 

" In a boat, sir, coming hand over hand down at the 
stables. She sang out quite calmly she was an English- 
woman, and " 

" Then — then they touched their caps to me," said 
Kate, making an effort, " and so I knew that I was safe. 
It was so strange; it — it rather upset me. But I am all 
right now, Captain Moreconibe." 

■' We had better send up for Erlton," said another 
officer aside; but Kate caught the whisper, 

" Please not. I can walk up to cantonments quite 
well. And — I would rather have no fuss — I — I couldn't 
stand it." 

She had stood enough and to spare, agreed the little 
knot of men with a thrill at their hearts as they watched 
her set off in the moonlight with Captain Morecombe 
and an orderly. They were to go straight to the Major's 
tent; and if he was still at mess, which was more than 
likely, since it was only half-past nine, Captain More- 
combe was to leave her there and go on with the news. 
There would be no fuss, of that she might be sure, said 
the latter, forbearing even to speak to her on the way. 
save to ask her if she felt all right. 

" I feel as if I had just been born," she said slowly. 
In truth, she was wondering if that spinning of the Great 
Wheel toward Life again brought wilh it this forlorn- 
ness, this familiarity. 

CHAPTER IV. 

AT LAST. 

No fuss indeed! Kate, as she sat in her husband's 
little tent waiting for him lo come to her. felt that so far 
she might have arrived from a very ordinary journey. 
The bearer, it is true, who had been the Major's valet for 
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years, liad salaamed more profoundly than usual, had 
even put up a pious prayer, and expressed himself 
pleased; but he had immediately gone oS to fetch hot 
water, and returning with it and clean towels, had sug- 
gested mildly that the mem might like to wash her £ace 
and hands. Kate, with a faint smile, felt there was no 
reason why she should not. She need not look worse 
than necessary. But she paused almost Kith a gasp at 
the familiar half -forgot ten luxuries. Scented soap! a 
sponge — and there on the camp table a looking-glass! 
She glanced down with a start at the little round one in 
the ring she wore; then went over to the other. A toilet 
cover, brushes, and combs, her husband's razors, gold 
studs in a box; and there, her own photograph in a 
frame, a fSible, and a prayer book, the latter things 
bringing her no surprise, no emotion of any kind. For 
they had always l)een fixtures on Major Eriton's dress- 
ing-table, mute evidences to no sentiment on his part, but 
simply to the bearer's knowledge of the proprieties and 
the ways of real sahibs. But the other things she saw 
made her heart grow soft. The little camp bed, the sim- 
plicity and hardness of all in comparison with what her 
husband had been wont to demand of life; for he had 
always been a real prince, feehng the rose-leaf beneath 
(he feather bed, and never stinting himself in comfort. 
Then the swords, and belts, and Heaven knows what 
panoply of war — not spick-and-span decorations as they 
used to be in ihe old days, but worn and used — gave her 
a i>ang. Well ! he had always been a good soldier, they 
said. 

.-Vnd then, interrupting her thoughts, the old khansa- 
man had come in, having taken lime to array himself 
gorgeously in livery. The Father of the fatherless and 
orphan, he laid, whimpenngly, alluding to the fact ttiat 
he had lost both parents — which, considering he was 
past sixty, was only to be e.xpected — had heard his 
prayer. The mem was spared to Freddy-baba. And 
would she please to order dinner. As the Major-sahib 
dined at mess, her slave was unprepared with a roast. 
Fish also would partake of tyranny ; but he could open 




a tin of Europe soup, and with a cliicken cutlet — Kale 
cut him short with a request (or tea; by and by, when — 
when the Major-sahib should have come. And when 
she was alone again, she shivered and rested her head on 
her crossed arms upon the table beside which she sat, 
with a sort of sob. This — Yes! — this of all she had 
come through was the hardest to bear. This surge of 
pity, of tenderness, of unavailing regret for the past, the 
present, the future. What? — What could she say to 
him, or he to her, that would make remembrance easier, 
anticipation happier? 

Hark! there was his step! His voice saying good- 
night to Captain Morecombe. 

" I hope she will be none the worse," came the reply. 
" Good-night, Eriton — I'm — I'm awfully glad, old 
fellow." 

"Thanks! " 

She stood up with a sickening throb at her heart. Oht 
she was glad too! So glad to see him and tell him 

How tall he was, she thought, with a swift recognition 
of his good looks, as he came in, stooping to pass under 
the low entrance. Very tall, and thin. Much thinner, 
and — and — different somehow. 

"Kate!" He paused half a second, looking at her 
curiously — " Kate! I'm— I'm awfully glad." He was 
beside her now, his big hands holding hers; but she felt 
that she was further away from him than she had been in 
that brief pause when she had half -expected, half-wished 
him to take her in his arms and kiss her as if nothing 
had happened, as if life were to begin again. It would 
have been so much easier; they might have forgotten 
then, both of them. But now, what came, must come 
without that chrism of impulse; must come in remem- 
brance and regret. Awfully glad! That was what Cap- 
tain Morecombe had said. Was there no more between 
them than that? No more between her and this man, 
who was the father of her child. The sting of ihc 
thought made her draw him closer, and with a sob rest 
her head on his shoulder. Then he stooped and 
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kbscd ber- " 1 — I didn't know. I wasn't sure if ii-tni'd 
like it." he uid, " but I'm awfnllr glad, otd girt upon 
my life 1 am. Vou most hare had a lenibk time." 

She I<x>kcd up «rith a hopeless pain in ber eyes. He 
iras gone frotn her again; gone nlterly. " It M-as not so 
bad a* yoa migbt think.'* she answered, tr^ii^ to smile. 
"Mr. Crewman did so much " 

"GreytttanI Yoti mean Douglas. 1 sitppose?" 

She stared for a second. "" Douglas? 1 don't know. 

I mean " Then she paused. How could sbe say, 

" The man you rode against at Luckno*." when sbe 
wanred (o forget all ttiat: forget everything? And then 
a »uil<len fear made her add hastily, " He is here, surely — 
he came long ago." 

Major Erlton noddled. " I know; but his real name 
is Douglas: at least he says so. Do you mean to say 
you haven't seen him? That he didn't help you to get 
out?" 

" You mean that — that be has gone bock? " asked 
Kale faintly. 

Her husband gave a low whistle. "\\'bat a queer 
start; a sort of Box and Cox. He went back to find 
you yesterday." 

Kate's hand went up to her forehead almost wildly. 
Then Tara mast have known. But why had she not 
mentionetl it? Still, in a way. it was best as it was: since 
once he heard she, Kate, had gone, he would return. 
For Tara would tell him. of course. 

Thcse thoughts claimed her for the moment, and when 
she looked Up, she found her husband watching her 
curiously, 

" I le must have done an awful lot for you, of course," 
he said shortly; " but I'd rather it had been anyone else, 
and that's a fact. However, it can't be helped. HuUo! 
here's the khansanun with some tea. Thoughtful of the 
old scoundrel, isn't it?" 

" I — I ordered it." put in Kate, feeling glad of the 
diversion. 

Major Erlton laughed kindly. " What, begun already? 
The oil! tinner's had a precious easy lime of it; but 
now " He pulled himself up awkwardly, and, as if 
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to cover his hesitation, walked over to a box. and after 
rummaging in it, brought out a packet of letters. 
" Freddy's," he said cheerfully. " He's all right. Jolly 
as a sandboy. I kept them — in — in case " 

A great gratitude made the past dim tor a moment. 
He seemed nearer to her again. " I can't look at them 
to-night, Herbert." she said softly, laying her hand be- 
side his upon them. " I'm — I'm too tired." 

" No wonder. You must have your tea and go to 
bed." he replied. Then he looked round the tent. " It 
isn't a bad little place, you'll find — I'm on duty to- 
night — so — so you'll manage, I dare say." 

" On duty?" she echoed, pouring herself out a cup of 
tea rather hastily. " Where?" 

"Oh! at the front. There is never anything worth 
going for now. We are both waiting for the assault; 
that's the fact. But I shan't be back till dawn, so " 

He was standing looking at her, tall, handsome, full of 
vitality; and suddenly he lifted a fold of her tinsel-set 
veil and smiled. 

"Jolly dress that for a fancy ball, and what a jolly 
scent it's got. It is that flower, isn't it? You look 
awfully well in it, Kate! In fact, you look wonderfully 
fit all round," 

" So do you! " she said hurriedly, her hand going up 
to the henna blossom. There was a sudden quiver in her 
voice, a sudden fierce pain in her heart. " You — you 
look " 

"Oh! I," he replied carelessly, still with admiring 
eyes, " I'm as fit as a fiddle. I say! where did you get 
all those jewels? What a lot you have! They're awfully 
becoming." 

" They are Mr. Greyman's," she said; " they belonged 
to his — to " then she paused. But the contemptu- 
ously comprehending smile on her husband's face made 
her add quietly. " to a woman — a woman he loved very 
dearly. Herbert." 

There was a moment or two of silence, and then Major 
Eriton went to the entrance, raised the curtain, and 
looked out. A flood of moonlight streamed into the 
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the pain and pity of tliis coming back even for tears. Yet 
she thought of one thing ; not that she was safe, not that 
she would see the hoy again. Only of the thing he had 
been going to tell her about himself. What was it? She 
wanted to know: she wanted to know all — everything. 
" Herbert! " she whispered to the pillow " 1 wish you 
had told me — 1 want to know — I want to make it easier — 
for — for us all." 

And so, not even grateful for her escape, she fell asleep 
dreamlessly. 

It was dawn when she woke with the sound of some- 
one talking outside. He had come back. K'o! that was 
not his voice. She sat up listening. 

"The servants say she is asleep. Someone had better 
go in and wake her. The Doctor — — " 

"He's behind with the dhooli. Ah! there's More- 
combe; he knows her." 

Bui there was no need to call her. Kate was already 
at the door, her eyes wide with the certainty of evil. 
There was no need even to tell her what had happened; 
for in the first rays of the rising sun, seen almost star- 
hke behind a dip in the rocky ridge, she saw a little pro- 
cession making for the tent. 

" He — he is dead," she said (juietly. There was hardly 
a question in her tone. She knew it must be so. Had 
he not begged her to leave it till to-morrow ? and this was 
to-morrow. Were not her eyes full of its rising sun, 
and what its beams held in their bright clasp? 

" It seems impossible," said someone in a low voice, 
breaking in on the pitiful silence. " He always seemed 
"to have a charmed life, and then, in an instant, when 
nothing was going on, the chance bullet." 

It did not seem impossible to her. 

" Please don't make a fuss about me, Doctor." she 
pleaded in a tone which went to his heart when he pro- 
posed the conventional solaces. " Remember I have 
been through so — so much already. I can bear it. I 
can. indeed, if I'm left alone with him — while it is possi- 
ble. Yes! ! know there is another lady, but I only want 
to be alone, with him." 

So they left her there beside the little camp-l>ed «-ith 
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SO, as she went down every evening to lay the white rose- 
buds the gardener brought her on his grave she used to 
repeat, as if he couM hear them, his own words; " It is 
the finish that is the win or the lose of a race." 

That was what many a man was saying to himself upon 
the Ridge in the first week of September, For the siege 
train had come at last. The winning post lay close 
ahead, they must ride al! they knew. But those in com- 
mand said it anxiously ; for day by day the hospitals bB- 
came more crowded, and cholera, reappearing, helped 
to swell the rear-guard of graves, when the time had 
come for vanguards only. 

But some men — among them Baird Smith and John 
Nicholson — took no heed of sickness or death. And 
these two, especially, looked into each other's eyes and 
said. " When you are ready I'm ready." Their seniors 
might say that an assault would be thrown on the hazard 
of a die. What o( that; if men are prepared to throw 
sixes, as these two were? They had to be thrown, if 
India was to be kept, if this bubble of sovereignty was to 
be pricked, the gas let out. 

In the city and the Palace also, men, feeling the strug- 
gle close, put hand and foot to whip and spur. But there 
was no one within the walls who had the seeing single 
eye. quick to seize the salient point of a position. Baird 
Smith saw It fast enough. Saw the thickets and walls of 
the K<x)dsia Gardens in front of him, the river guarding 
his left, a sinuous ravine — cleaving the hillside into cover 
creeping down from the Ridge on his right to within two 
hundred yards of the city wall. And that bit of the wall, 
between the Moree gate and the Water Bastion, was its 
weakest portion. The curtain walls long, mere parapets, 
only wide enough for defense by muskets. So said the 
spies, though it seemed almost incredible to English 
engineers that the defense had not been strengthened by 
pulling down the adjacent houses and building a ram- 
part for guns. 

In truth there was no one to suggest it, and if it had 
been suggested there was no one to carry it out, for even 
now, at II1C last, the Palace seethed with dissension and 
intrigue. Vet still the sham went on inconceivably. 




'■ Take it," he cried passionately, " it is all i have left. 
Take it, and let me go in peace! ' 

But the lesson was not learned by him as yet; so he 
had to remain; tor once more the sepoys sent out word 
that there was to be no skulking. To do the Royal 
family justice, however, they seem by this time to have 
given up the idea of flight. To be sure they bad no 
place to which tbey could fly. since the dream required 
that background o[ rosc-rcd wall and marble arches. So 
even Abool-Bukr, forsaking drimkenness as well as that 
kind, detaining hand, clung to his kinsfolk bravely, be- 
having in all ways as a newly married young prince 
should who looked toward filling the throne itself at some 
future lime.* 

The sepoys themselves had given up blustering, and 
many, like Soma, bad taken to bhang instea<l: drugging 
themselves deliberately into indifference. The latter bad 
recovered from the blow on the back of bis head, which, 
however, as is so often tbc case, bad for the time at any 
rate deprived bim of all recollection o[ the events im- 
mediately preceding it. So, as Tara had restored bis 
uniform before he was able to miss it, he treated her as 
if nothing bad occurred; greatly to her relief, The fact 
had its disadvantages, however, by depriving her of all 
corroborative evidence of the mem having really left the 
city. Thus Jim Douglas, warned by past experience, 
and made doubtful by Tara's strange reticences, refused 
to believe it. Her whole story, indeed, marred, as it 
was, by tbc endless reserves and exaggerations, seemed 
incredible; the more so because Tiddu — who lied wildly 
as to his constant sojourn in Delhi — professed utter dis- 
belief in it. So, after a few days' unavailing attempt to 
get at the truth, Jim Douglas sent the old man otT with a 
letter of inquiry to the Ridge, and waited for the answer. 

Waited, like all Delhi, under the shadow of the lifted 
sword which Imng above the city. A sword, held behind 
a simulacrum of many, by one arm, sent for that purpose; 
for John Lawrence, being wise, knew that the shadow 
of thai arm meant more even than the sword it held to 



4J» ON THE FACE OF THE WATEMS. 

(he wildest half of the province tnuler his control, a prov- 
ince trembling in the balance bet w een all^tance and re- 
scAx; a province ready to catch fire if the exttngnisber 
were not put upon the beacon bght. And all India 
waited too. Waited to see that sword blL 

Hut a hatchet fell first. Fell in the lemon thickets and 
ponicjfra nates of ibc walled old gardens, so that men who 
worked at ihc batteries still remember the sweet smell 
that went up from the crushed leaves. A welcome 
change; for the Ridge, crowded now with eleven thou- 
sand crfXJps, was not a pleasant abode. It was on Snn- 
day, the oth of September, that the final reinforcements 
came in, and on the 7th the men. reading General Wil- 
ton's order for the appointing of prize agents in each 
corps, and hts assurance that all plunder would be 
divided fairly, felt as if they were already within the n'alls. 
The hospitals, too, were giving up their sick; those who 
could not be of use going to the rear, Meerut-ward, those 
fit Un work to the front. And that night the first siege 
battery was traced and almost finished below the Sammy- 
Mouftr, while, under cover of this distraction on the 
right, the Kootlsia Gardens and Ludlow Castle on the 
left were occupied by strong pickets. 

Hut tliat first battery — only seven hundred yards from 
the Morcr Bastion — had a struggle for dear life. The 
dawn showed but one gun in position against all the con- 
crnlrated fire of the bastion which, during the night, had 
been lured into a useless duel with the old defense batter- 
ies above. Only one gun at dawn; but by noon — despite 
assault and battery — there were five, answering roar for 
roar. Then for the first time began that welcome echo: 
the sound of crumbling walls, the grumbling roll of fall- 
ing stones and mortar. By sunset the gradually dimin- 
ishing tire from the bastion had ceased, and the bastion 
itself was a heap of ruins. By this time the four guns 
in the left section of the battery were keeping down the 
fire from the Ca.shmcre gate, and so protecting the real 
advance through the gardens. That was the first day of 
the siege, and Kate Erlton. sitting in her little tent, which 
hiid been moved into a quiet spot, as she had begged to 
be allowed to stay on the Rid^e until some ne' 
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of the man to whom she owed so much, thought with a 
shudder she could not help, of what it must mean to 
many an innocent soul shut up within those walls. It 
was bad enough here, where the very tent seemed to 
shake. It must be terrible down there beside the heating 
guns, in the roar and the rattle, the grime and the ache 
and strain of muscle. But in the city— even in Sri 
Anunda's garden ! 

So, naturally enough, she wondered once more what 
could have become of the man who had gone back to 
find her nearly ten days before. 

" May I come in? John Nicholson." 

She would have recognized the voice even without the 
name, for it was not one to be forgotten. Nor was the 
owner, as he stood before her, a letter in his hand. 

" I have heard from Mr. Douglas, Mrs. Erlton," he 
said. " It is in the Persian character, so I presume it is 
no use showing it to you. But it concerns you chiefly. 
He wants to know if you are safe. I have to answer it 
immediately. Have you any message you would like to 
send?" 

"Any message?" she echoed. "Only that he must 
come back at once, of course." 

John Nicholson looked at her calmly. 

" I shall say nothing of the kind," he replied. " It is 
best for a man to decide such matters for himself." 

She flushed up hotly. " I had not the slightest inten- 
tion of dictating to Mr. — Mr. Douglas, General Nicliol- 
son; but considering how much he has already sacriBced 
for my sake " 

" You had l>etter let him do as he likes, ray dear 
madam," interrupted the fjeneral, with a sudden kindly 
smile, which, however, faded as quickly as it came, leav- 
ing his face stern. " He, tike many an<^jther man. has 
sacrificed too much for women, Mrs. Krlton; so if ever 
you can make up to him fijr some of the pain, do so — be 
is worth it. fjood-by. I'll tell him tliat you are sale; 
but that in spite of tliat, he lias iiiv permission to go 
ahead and kill— the in-jr«- the IxAtcr/' 

She had WA tlie (ainl<-!ti id<-a why he made this- last 
remark; but it did wA pu//l<- Ikt, for she wa± occi^ited 
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and sixty yards o( Ihe doomed walls despite the shower 
of shell and bullets from it. For by this time the mur- 
derers ill the city had found out that the men were at 
work at something in the scented thickets to the left. 
Not that the discovery hindered the work. The native 
pioneers, who bore the brunt of it. digging and piling for 
the wicked little intruder, were working with the master, 
working with volunteers — officers and men alike — from 
the gth Lancers and the Carabineers, So. when one o( 
their number toppled over, they looked to see if he were 
dead or alive in order to sort him out properly. And 
if he was dead they would weep a lew tears as they laid 
him in the row beside the others of his kind, before they 
went on with their work quietly: for, having to decide 
whether a comrade belonged to the dead or the living 
thirty-nine times one night, they began to gel expert at 
it. So by the 12th, fifty guns and mortars flashed and 
roared, and the rumble of falling stones became almost 
continuous. Sometimes a shell would just crest the 
parapet, burst, and bring away yards of it at a time. 

Up on the Ridge behind the siege batteries, when the 
cool of the evening came on, every jxist was filled with 
sightseers watching the salvos, watching the game. And 
one, at least, going back to get ready for mess, wrote and 
told his wife at Meerut. that if she were at the top of Flag- 
staff Tower, she wonid remain there till the siege was 
over — it was so fascinating. Rut they were merry on the 
Ridge in these days, and the meiises were so lull that 
guests had to be limited at one, tilt they got a new leaf 
in the table! Yet on the other slope of the Kidge, men 
were tumbling over like the stones in the walls. Tumb- 
ling over one after another in the butteries, all through 
the night of the i2th, and the day of the 13th. 

Then at ten o'clock in the evening, men, sitting in the 
mcss-tcnts, looked at each other joyfully, yet with a thrill 
in their veins, as the firing ceased suddenly. For they 
knew what that meant; they knew that down under the 
very walls of the city, friends and comrades were creep- 
ing, sword ill one hand, their lives in the other, through 
the starlight, to sec if the breaches were practicable. 
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read by the chaplain before dawn in the church lesson 
for the day. 

■ Woe to the bloody city — the sword shall cut 
thee off." 

For to many the coming struggle meant neither 
justice nor revenge, but religion. It was Christ against 
Anti-Christ. So, whether for revenge or faith they 
waited. A thousand down by the river opposite the 
Water Bastion. A thousand in the Koodsia facing the 
main breach, with John Nicholson, first as ever, to lead 
it. A thousand more on the broad white road fronting 
the Cashmere Bastion, with an explosion party ahead to 
blow in the gate, and a reserve of fifteen hundred to the 
rear waiting for success. Briefly, four thousand five 
hundred men — more than half natives — for the assault, 
facing that half mile or so of northern wall; thus within 
touch of each other. Beyond, on the western trend, two 
thousand more — mostly untried troops from Jumoo and 
a general muster of casuals — to sweep through the sub- 
urbs and be ready to enter by the Cabul gate when it was 
opened to them. 

Above, on the Ridge, six hundred sabers awaiting 
orders. Behind it three thousand sick in hospital, a weak 
defense, and that rear-guard of graves. 

And in front of all stood that tall figure with the keen 
eyes. "Are you ready. Jones?" asked Nicholson, lay- 
ing his hand on the last leader's shoulder. His voice 
and face were calm, almost cold. 

" Ready, sir! " 

Then, startling that momentary silence, came the 
bugle. 

'■ Advancel " 

With a cheer the rifles skirmished ahead joyfully. The 
engineers posted in the furthest cover long before dawn 
— who had waited for hours, knowing that each minute 
made their task harder — rose, waving their swords to 
guide the stormers toward the breach! Then, calmly, 
as if it had been dark, not daylight, crested the glacis at 
a swift walk, followed by the laddermen in line. Behind, 
with a steady tramp, the two columns bound for the 
breaches. But the third, upon tlie road, had to wait a 
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ditch. So the bugler, who had braved death to sound it, 
gave the advance. Once, twice, thrice, carefully lest the 
din from the breaches should drown it. Vain precaution, 
not needed either; for the sound of the explosion was 
enough. That thousand on the road was hungering to 
be no whit behind the others, and with a wild cheer the 
slormers made for the gate. 

But Nicholson was already in Delhi, though ten min- 
utes had gone in a fierce struggle to place a single ladder 
against an avalanche of shot and stone. But that one 
had been the signal for him to slip into the ditch, and, 
calling on the ist Bengal Fusiliers to follow, escalade 
the bastion, first as ever. 

Even so, others were before him. Down at the Water 
Bastion, though three- quarters of the laddernien had 
fallen and but a third of the storming party remained, 
those twenty-five men of the 8th had gained the breach, 
and, followed by the whole column, were clearing the 
ramparts toward the Cashmere gate. Hence, again, 
without a check, joined by the left half of Nicholson's 
column, they swept the enemy before them like fright- 
ened sheep to the Moree gate; though in the bastion it- 
self the gunners stood to their guns and were bayoneted 
beside them. There, with a whoop, some of the wilder 
ones leaped to the parapet to wave their caps in exulta- 
tion to the cavalry below, which, in obedience to orders, 
was now drawn up, ready to receive, guarding the flank 
of the assault, despite the murderous fire from the Cabul 
gate, and the Bum Bastion beyond it. Sitting in their 
saddles, motionless, doing nothing, a mark for the enemy, 
yet still a wall of defense. So, leaving them to that hard- 
est task of all — the courage of inaction — the victorious 
rush swept on to take the Cabul gate, to sweep past it 
up to the Burn Bastion itself — the last bastion which 
commanded the position. 

And then? Then the onier came to retire and await 
orders at the Cabul gate. The fourth column, after clear- 
ing the suburbs, was to have been there ready for admit- 
tance, ready to support. It was not. And Nicholson was 
not there also, to dare and do all. He had had to pause 
at the Cashmere gate to arrange that the column which 



4]» QA TH£ fACt Of rat Wt(TE£S 

liad «iHcKd tbrat^i ti sbouM pnsh on nttolbr cn\. kav- 
i«^ Uw f«a.w»*f iu boi<^ Ibe ywinis ahraidr won. And 
nuK. with liir i«i t-usilKTf belumi hhn, Ire vi'af ophtiBg 
Jiiii way UifiMit;!) Hk atr«;<u \\j tht- Caiml gate Su, loar- 
Hig ti.! U>*c luu<:li «il(] tliuK bdiiiid. uver-ratiag tiie dan- 
yw. iiii'l«[-<:»(iiii<ilifij; tiif ritcakuiaiik gatr of nnchcckeJ 
^4lvaiK( witli ai! >aisK-n) ioe. thv leader oi thai vicinnmis 
>wcei>iii>: uf iIk mtiijjaru^ wat cunieoi ti> stt tlic Etig^ 
lisli Bag Hviiig oil IIk Calnil gate aod awaii orden. But 
tilt; men imd lu du ^^iiiKiiing. So thc> fiUecl up tea 
liiiK- ptundcring. Aiid lirerc were liquor sfaope about. 
l-^ufupr iivjiy^, full ul wiiK aiid inandy. 

'Wvc tiiig liad bwn flying over aii hour when Kichokon 
4.'Alw M^. B.it liy tiiai lime llie enemy — who had beeii 
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ii^c and werr bavk. crowding tlie bastion and some tall 
liouaci bciiidt' il. And tn the lane, three hundred yards 
loiig, nifl It'll feet wide, leading to it. two brass guns bad 
been i>ub(ed belore bultei proof screens readj' to mow 
down ttie intruders, 

Vei once more John Nichol&on saw but one thing — 
tlif liiini Uuati'jii, Bnili by Englishmen, it was one of 
llii' simiigtsl- (lif only remaining one, in fact, likely to 
^ive iKiiiblf V\'illi il untaken a thorough hold on the 
tily was iniiiossiblc. Ilcsidefi. with hie vast knowledge of 
nativL- L'haraeiiT, he knew that the enemy had expected 
iiti U) lake it, and would construe caution into cowardice. 
Then lie hud llir i»t Bengal Fusiliers l>ehind him. He 
bad li-d ilicni m Delhi, they had fallen in his track in tens 
iiiid liiii<-.->, >iii<l »iill they had come on — they would do 
llil» Ilim^ lur liiin now. 

" \Vi' will di> what we can, itir," said their commandant. 
Mii)>ii laml.— bill hin face was grave. 

■' \Vf will do what men can do, sir." said the com- 
maixluni III (tiQl left half of the column; "but honestly, 
itt't think It cBii lie done. We have tried it once." 
Su waa graver Mill. 
nr I," uid NlrhoUon'R Rrigade-major. 
n|*iiii. a« he >tood by the houses around the Cabiil 
'ich had l»e*ii twcupicd and plundered by the 
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troops, looked down the straight lane again. Il hugged 
the city wall on its right, its scanty width narrowed here 
and there by buttresses to some three feet. About a 
third of the way down was the first gun, placed beside a 
feadiery kikar tree which sent a lace-like tracery of 
shadow upon the screen. As far behind was the second. 
Beyond, again, was the bastion jutting out, and so forc- 
ing the lane to bend between it and some tall houses. 
Both were crowded with the enemy— the screens held 
bayonets and marksmen. There was a gun close to the 
bastion in the wall, but to the left, cityward, in the low, 
flat-roofed mud houses there seemed no trace of flank- 
ing foes. 

" I think it can be done." he said. He knew it must 
be done ere the Palace could be taken. So he gave the 
orders. Fusiliers forward; officers to the front! 

And to the front they went, with a cheer and a rush, 
overwhelming the first gun. within ten yards ol the other. 
And one man was closer still, for Lieutenant Butler, 
pinned against that second bullet-proof screen by two 
bayonets thrust through the loopholes at him, had to 
tire bis revolver through them also, ere he could escape 
this two-pronged fork. 

But the fire of every musket on the barition and the 
tall houses was centered on that second gun. Grape, 
canister, raked the narrow lane — made narrower by fal- 
len F"usiliers — and forced those who remained to fall back 
upon the first gun — beyond that even. Yet only for a 
moment. Reformei! afresh, they carried it a second time, 
spiked it and pressed on. Officers still to the front! 

Just beyond the gun the commandant fell wounded to 
death. " Go on. men, go on! " he shouted to those who 
would have paused to help him. " Forward, Fusiliers! " 

And they went forward; though at dawn two hundred 
and fifty men had dashed for the breach, and now there 
were not a hundred and fifty left to obey orders. Less! 
For fifty men and seven officers lay in that lane itself. 
Surely it was time now for others to step in — and there 
were others! 

Nicholson saw the waver, knew what it meant, and 
sprang forward sword in hand, calling on those others to 
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foHow. But he asked loo much. Where the 1st Fusi- 
liers had failed, none cared to try. That is the simple 
truth. The limit had been reached. 

So for a minute or two he stood, a figure instinct with 
j>assion. energy, vitality, before men who, God kncffrs 
with reason, had lost all three for the moment. A 
colossal figure beyond them, ahead of them, asking more 
than mere ordinary men could do. So a pitiful figure — a 
failure at the last! 

" Come on, men! Come on, you fools — come on, you 
— you " 

tt'hat the word was. which that bullet full in the chest 
arrested between heart and lips, those who knew John 
Nicholson's wild temper, his indomitable will, his fierce 
resentment at everything which fell short of his ideals. 
can easily guess. 

" Lay me under that tree," he gasped, as the)- raised 
htm. " 1 will not Itrave till the lan« is carried. My God! 
Don't mind me! Fomard. men, forward! It con be 
done." 

An hour or two aftertvard a subaltern coming out of 
the Cashmere gate saw a dhooti, deserted by its bearers. 
In it lay John Nicholson in dire agony; but be asked 
nothing of his fellows then save to be taken to hospitaL 
Me had learned his lesson. He had done what others 
bad set him to do. He had entered IWhL He had 

r' rked the bubble, and the gas was leaking out. But 
had failed iu the task he had set himself. The Bum 
Bastion was still unwon, and the English force tn Delhi, 
instead of holding its northern half up to the very walls 
of the Palace, secure from Hanking foes, had to redrc on 
the strip of open ground behind the assaulted wall — if. 
in<Ieed. it had not to retire furth«- sttlL Had one man 
had his way it would have retired to the Rtdge. Late in 
the afternoon, when fighting was over for the day. Gen- 
eral Wilson rode ruund the new-won position, ami. map 
in hand, looked despairingly toward the network oi nar- 
row lanes and alleys beyond. .'Vnt! be looked at some- 
thing close at hand with even greater forebodings; lor 
he stood in the European quarter of the town among 
shops still holding va^t stores of wine and spirits whid 
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had been left untouched by that other 
occupation. 



army 
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But what of this one? This product of civilizaliori, 
and culture, and Christianity ; these men who could give 
points to those others in so many ways, but might barter 
their very birthright for a bottle of rum. Yet even so, 
the position must be held. So said Haird Smith at the 
chief's elbow, so wrote Neville Chamberlain, unable to 
leave his post on the Ridge. And another man in hos- 
pital, thinking of the Hum Bastion, thinking with a 
strange wonder of men who could refuse to follow, 
muttered under his breath, "Thank God! I have still 
strength left to shoot a coward." 

And yet General Wilson in % way was right. Five 
days afterward Major Hodson wrote in his diary : " The 
troops are utterly demoralized by hard work and hard 
drink. For the first time in my life I have had to see 
English soldiers refuse repeatedly to follow their officers. 
Jacob, Nicholson, Greville, Speke were all sacrificed to 
this." 

A terrible indictment indeed, against hmve men. 

Yet not worse than that underlying the chiefs order 
of the 15th, directing ihe Provost- marshal to search 
for and smash every bottle and barrel to be found, and let 
the beer and wiiie, so urgently needed by the sick, run 
into the gutters; or his admission three days later that 
another attempt to take the Lahore gate had failed from 
" the refusal of tlie F.uropean soldiers to follow their offi- 
cers. One rush and it could have been done easily — 
we are still, therefore, in the same position to-day as we 
were yesterday." 

So much for drink. 

But the enemy luckily was demoralized also. It was 
still full of defense; empty of attack. 

For one thing, attack would have admitted a reverse; 
and over on that eastern wall of the Palace, in Ihe fretted 
marble balcony overlooking the river, there was no men- 
tion, even now, of such a word. Reverse! Had not 
the fourth column been killed to a man? Had not Nik- 
alseyn himself fallen a victim to valor? But Soma, 
and many a man of his sort, gave up the pretense with 




bitter curses at themselves. They had seen from their 
own posts that victorious escalade, that swift, unchecked 
herding of the frightened sheep. And they — ^intolerable 
thought! — were sheep also. They saw men with dark 
faces, no whit better than they*— better! — the Rajpoot 
had at least a longer record than the Sikh! — led to vic- 
tory wliile they were not led at all. So brought face to 
face once more with the old familiar glory and honor, 
the old familiar sight of the master first — uncompromis- 
ingly, indubitably first to snatch success from the grasp 
of Fate, and hand it back to them — they thought o£ the 
past three months with loathing. 

And as for Nikalseyn's rebuff. Soma, hearing of it 
from a comrade, hot at heart as he, went to the place, 
and looked down the lane as John Nicholson had done. 
By all the Pandavas! a place for heroes indeed! Ah! ii 
he had been there, he would have stayed there somehow. 
He walked up and down it moodily, picturing the 
struggle to himself; thinking with a curious anger of 
those men on the housetops, in the bastion, taking pot- 
shots at the unsheltered men below. That was all there 
would be now. They might drive the masters back for 
a time, they might inveigle them into lanes and reduce 
their numbers by tens and fifties, they, men of his sort, 
might make a brave defense. 

IJcfense! Soma wanted to attack. Attracted by the 
faint shade of the kikar tree he sat down beneath it, rest- 
ing against the trunk, looking along the lane once more, 
just as, a day or two before, John Nicholson had rested 
for a space. And the iron of failure entered into this 
man's heart also, because there was none to lead. And 
with the master there had been none to follow. 

Suddenly he rose, his mind made up. It that was so, 
let him go back to the plow. That also was a hereditary 
trade. 

That night, without a word to anyone, leaving his 
uniform behind him, he started along the Rohtuck road 
for his ancestral village. But he had to make a detour 
round the suburbs, for, despite that annihilation spoken 
of in the Palace, they were now occupied by the English. 

Yet but little headway had been made in securing a 
firmer hold within the city itself. " 
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" You can't, till the Burn Bastion is taken and tlie 
Lahore gate secured," said Nicholson from his dying 
bed, whence, growing perceptibly weaker day by day, 
yet with mind clear and unclouded, he watched and 
warned. The single eye was not closed yet, was not 
even made dim by death. It saw still, what it had seen 
on the day of the assault; what it had coveted then and 
failed to reach. 

But it was not for five days after this faihire that even 
Baird Smith recognized the absolute accuracy of this 
judgment, and, against the Chief's will, obtained permis- 
sion to sap through the shelter of the intervening houses 
till they could tackle the bastion at close and command- 
ing quarters without asking the troops to face another 
lane. So on the morning of the igth. after a night of 
storm and rain cooling the air incredibly, the pick-ax 
began what rifles and swords had failed to do. By night- 
fall a tall house was reached, whence the bastion could 
be raked fore and aft. Its occupants, recognizing this, 
took advantage of the growing darkness to evacuate it. 
Half an hour afterward the master-key of the position 
was ir^ English hands. 

Rather unsteady ones, for here again the troops — 
once more the 8th, the 75th, the Sikh Infantry, and that 
balance of the Fusiliers — had found more brandy. 

"Poisoned, sir?" said one thirsty trooper, flourishing 
a bottle of Exshaw's Number One before the eyes of his 
Captain, who, as a last inducement to sobriety, was sug- 
gesting danger. " Not a bit of it. Capsules all right." 

But this time England could afford a few drunk men. 
The bastion was gone, and by the Turkoman and Delhi 
gates half the town was going. And not only the town. 
Down in the Palace men and women, with fumbling 
hands and dazed eyes, like those new roused from dreams, 
were snatching at something to carry with them in their 
flight. Bukht Khan stood facing the Queen in her 
favorite summer-house, alone, save for Hafzan, the 
scribe, who lingered, watching them with a certain malice 
in her eyes. She had been right. Vengeance had been 
coming. Now it had come. 

" All is not lost, my Queen," said Bukht Khan, with 
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latter was saying. "There is no hurry. 1( the souba- 
dar-sahib is in one, let him go " 

Bukht Khan brolce in with an ugly laugh, " Yea, 
Mirza-sahib, 1 can go, but if I go the army goes with me. 
Remember that. The King can keep the rabble. I 
have the soldiers." 

Bahadur Shah looked from one to the other help- 
lessly. Whether to go, risk all. endure a lite of unknown 
discomfort at his age, or remain, alone, unprotected, he 
knew not. 

" Yea! that is true. Still there is no need for hurry," 
put in the physician, with a glance at Elahi Buksh. 
" Let my master bid the soubadar and the army meet 
him at the Tomb of Humayon to-morrow morning. 
'Twill be more seemly time to leave than now, like a 
thief in the night." 

Bukht Khan gave a sharp look at the speaker, then 
laughed again. He saw the game. He scarcely cared 
to check it. 

" So be it. But let it be before noon. I will wait no 
longer." 

As he passed out hastily he almost ran into a hall- 
veiled figure, which, with another behind it, was hugging 
one of the pillars, peering forward, listening. He 
guessed it (or the Queen, and paused instanlly. 

" 'Tis thy last chance, Zeenut Maihl." he whispered in 
her ear. " Come if thou art wise." 

The last. No! not that. The last (or sovereignty 
perhaps, but not for hidden treasure. Half an hour 
afterward, a little procession of Royal dhoolics passed 
out of the Palace on their way to Elahi Buksh 's house 
beside the Delhi gate, and Ahsan-Oolah walked beside 
the Queen's. He had gold also to save, and he was wise; 
so she listened, and as she listened she told herself that 
it would be best to stay. Her life was safe, and her son 
was too young for the punishment of death. As for the 
King, he was too old for the future to hold anything 
else. 

Hafzan watched her go, still with that half-jeering 

smile, then turned hack into the empty Palace. Even in 

\Sitei court it was empty, indeed, save for a few 
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him out of mischief. For herself, being a woman, the 
Huzoors were not to be feared. 

" Yea! 'tis as well to be near," she said as she led the 
way. 

And the time drew near also; for the dawn of the 20th 
of September had broken ere. with the key of the outer 
door in her bosom, she retired into an inner room, leav- 
ing the Moulvie saying his prayers in the other. Already 
the troops, recovered from their unsteadiness, had carried 
the Lahore gate and were bearing down on the mosque. 
They found it ahnost undefended. The circling flight of 
purple pigeons, which at the first volley flew westward, 
the sun glistening on their iridescent plumage, was 
scarcely more swift than the flight of those who at- 
tempted a feeble resistance. And now the Palace lay 
close by. With it captured, Delhi was taken. Its walls, 
it is true, rose unharmed, secure as ever, hemming in 
those few acres of God's earth from the march of time; 
but they were strangely silent. Only now and again a 
puff of white smoke and an unavailing roar told that 
someone, who cared not even for success, remained 
within. 

So powder bags were brought. Home of the Engi- 
neers sent for, that he might light the fuse which gave 
entry to the last stronghold: for there was no hurry 
now. No racing now under hailstorms, and over tight- 
ropes. Calmly, quietly, the fuse was lit. the gate shiv- 
ered to atoms, and the long red tunnel with the gleam of 
sunlight at its end lay before the men, who entered it 
with a cheer. Then, here and there rose guttural Arabic 
texts, ending in a groan. Here and there the clash of 
arms. But not enough to rouse Hafzan, who, long ere 
this, had fallen asleep after her wakeful night. It needed 
a touch on her shoulder for that, and the Moulvie's 
eager voice in her ear. 

"The key, woman! The key — give it! I need the 
key." 

Half-dazed by sleep, deceived by the silence, she put 
her hand mechanically to her bosom. His followed hers; 
"hat he sought, and was off. She sprang to her 
izing some danger, and followed him. 
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^He is madi He is mad! " she cried, as her halting 
I lingered behind Ihe tall white figure which made 
ghl lor a crowd of soldiers gathered round the Httle 
tank. There were other soldiers here, there, everywhere 
in the ro«c-rcd arcades around the sun-ht court. Sol- 
diers with dark faces and white ones seeking victims, 
•eckin); plunder. But these in the center were all white 
men, and they were standing, as men stand to look at a 
holy shrine, upon the place where, as the spies had told 
ihcm, Englixh women and children had been murdered. 

So toward them, while curses were in alt hearts and on 
Bome lips, came the tall white figure with ils arms out- 
sprcad, ila wild eyes aflame. 

"O Cjod of Might and Right! Give judgment now^.. 
({ive judgment now." 

The cry rolled and echoed through the arcades to alie 
cars even as other cries. 

" lie is mad — he saved them — he is mad! " gasped the ' 
maimed woman behind; but her cry seemed no different 
to those unheeding ears. 

The tall white figure lay on its face, half a dozen 
bayunelH in its back, and half a dozen more were after 
Hafuin. 

"Stick himi Stick him! A man in disguise. Re- 
member the women and children. Stick the coward! " 

She f?ed shrieking — .shrill, feminine shrieks: but the 
men's blood was up. They could not bear, they would 
not hear; and yet the awkwardness of that flying figure 
made them laugh horribly. 

" Don't 'uBlle 'im! Give *im time! There's plenty o" 
run in "im yet. mates. LordI 'e"d get first prize at Lillie 
Hrldgc 'c would." 

Someone else, however, had got it at Harrow not a 
year before, and was after the reckless crew. Almost 
too luti- — not quite. Hafzan, run to earth against a red 
wall, fell something on her back, and gave a wild ye" " 
llul il was only a boy's hand. 

" My (jodi sir, I've stuck you!" faltered a voice 
hind, as a man stood rigid, arrested in mid-thrust. 

"You d d tooll" said the l>oy. "Couldn't ; 

hear it was a woman? I'll — I'll have you shot. 
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hang it allt Drag the creature away, someone. Get 
out, dol " 

For Hafzan, as he stood stanching the blood from 
the slight wound, had fallen at his feet and was kissing 
them frantically. 

But even that indignity was forgotten as the stained 
handkerchief answered the flutter of something which at 
that moment caught the breeze above him. 

It was the English flag. 

The men. forgetting everything else, cheered them- 
selves hoarse — cheered again when an orderly rode past 
waving a slip of paper sent back to the General with the 
laconic report: 

" Blown open the gates! Got the Palace! " 

But Hafzan, her veil up to prevent mistakes, limped 
over to where the Monlvie lay. turned him gently on his 
back, straightened his limbs and closed his eyes. She 
would have liked to tell the truth to someone, but there 
was no one to listen. So she left him there before the 
tribunal to which he had appealed. 



CHAPTER VI. 

REWARDS AND PUNISHMENTS. 

So the strain of months was over on the Ridge. Delhi 
was taken; the Queen's health was being drunk night 
after night in the Palace of the Moghnls. But there was 
one person to whom the passing days brought a growing 
anxiety. This was Kate Erlton; for there were no tid- 
ings of Jim Douglas. None. 

At first she had comforted herself with the idea that he 
was still, for some reason or another, keeping to the yet 
unconquered part of the city; that he was obliged to do 
so being impossible, the long files of women and children 
seeking safety and passing through the Ridge fearlessly 
precluding that consolation. Still it was conceivable 
he might be busy, though it seemed strange he should 
have sent no word. So, like many another in India at 
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that time, sbc waited, hoping ^wisi bofK. 
ber w>ul in paUeiKe. Sbc had no lack fri oc cupatio o to 
distract tier. Hou coukl there be for a kuumu. when 
dofte on twelve hundred men had coax bade Emm the 
citv dead or wounded? 

But Dow the 2ist of September was npon tbem. Hie 
city was occupied, the work was over. Vet C^nain 
Moreconibe. coming back from it, shook his head. He 
had sjjeiit time and trouble in tlie search, but had failed — 
faikd even, frum Kate's limited ideas of ibetr locality. 
U> find cither Tara's lodging or the roof in the Mufti's 
tjuancr. She could have found them herself, she said 
almost pathetically: but of course that was tmpossiUe 
now, and would be so for some time lo come. 

'■ I'm afraid it is no use, Mrs. Erlton," said the Cap- 
tain kindly. " There is not a trace to be found, even by 
Hodsun's spies. L'nless he is shut up somewhere, he — 
he must be dead. Il is so likely (hat he should be: yon 
must see that. Possibly before the siegfe began. Let us 
hope so." 

Why? " she asked quickly. " You mean that there 
have been horrible things done of late? — things like that 
\tQ(tT soldier who was found chained outside the Cash- 
mere gate as a target for his fellows? Have there? I 
would so much rather know the worst, — I used always to 
Ictl Mr, IJoiiglas so, — it prevents one dreaming at night." 
She shivered as she spoke, and the man watching her 
Ifit liiii hearl go out lowanl lier with a throb of pity, 
llow long, lit wondered irrelevantly, would it take her 
U» lorgel the miscrahle tragedy, to be ready for con- 
•olalion t 

" Ym, llwre have been terrible things on both sides, 
Thure always are. Yon can't help it when you sack 
CMm," l»e rejriied, interrupting tiimsclf hastily with a 
W»i ol shame, "The lihoorkhas had the de%'il in them 

ukM I waa down in the Mufti's quarter. They shot 

h«l[tteu learned people in the Chelon-kc- 

cuavheil me up for my exams, .^nd 

wrn in llie house of a " Professor of 

^led hiinseir — jtunped down the wall 

_ own (ears ehiefly. For the r 
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loot, Dothuig eUe. That is the worst of it. The whole 
story from b^iimuig to oad kchie so needless. It is as 
if Fate " 

She interrupitrd him quietly, " It has been Fate. Fate 
from beginning to end," 

He sat for an instant with a grave face, then looked up 
with a smile, " i'erliaps. It's rallier apropos des botUi, 
Mrs. Eriton. but I wanled to ask you a question. Hadn't 
you a while cockatoo, once? When you first came her*". 
I seem lo recollect the bird making a row in the 
veranda when 1 used to drive up. " 

Her face grew suddenly pale, she sat staring at him 
with dread in her eyes, "Ves!" she replied with a 
manifesl effort, " I gave it to Sonny Seymour because — 

becau&e il loved him " She broke off, then added 

swiftly, eagerly, " What then? " 

" <"Jnly that I found one in tlie Palace lo-day. There 
is a jolly marble latticed balcony overlooking the river. 
The King used to write his poetry there, they say. 
Well! I saw a brass cage hanging high up on a hook — 
there has been no loot in the precincts, you know, for 
the Staff has annexed them: I though! the cage was 
empty till I took it down from sh^r curiosity, and tltcrc 
was a dead cockatoo." 

" Dead! " echoed Kate, with a quick smile of relief. 
" Oh ! how glad I am it was dead." 

Captain Morccoml>e stared at her. " Poor brutel " 
he said under his breath. " ll was skin and bone. 
Starved to death. I exj^cct (hey (orgot all about it when 
they got really frightened. They are cruel devils, ilrs. 
Eriton." 

The Major had used the self-same words to Alice 
Gissing eighteen months f>efore, and in the same comiec- 
tion. But, perhaps fortunately for Kate in her present 
state of nervou)( strain, that knr^wledee was denied lo 
her. Even so the coincidence of the bird itself absorbed 
her. 

" It had a yellow crest," she bcKan. 

"Oh! then tt couldn't have l>een yours," tnterraptcd 
Captain Morecombe. rather relieved, (or he naw that he 
had somehow touched on a hidden wound. " This one 
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Etwi Hodtoa smiled in the swift silence in which the 
laboring brealh tA the dring man could be heard. 

" \S'e11, «r." he went on, " as I was sa>'ing, 1 got per- 
tnission, thank* to you, to utilize my information " 

" You mean kujjub Ali's and that sneak Elabi 
Buksb's, I suppose." put in Nicholson. " It was sharp 
work. The King only went to Humayon's Tomb yester- 
day, 'rhey must have had it all cut and dried before. 
surely?" 

" IIk Queen has been trying to surrender on terms 
some time back, sir," replied Hodson hastily. " She has 
a lot of treasure — eight lakhs, the spies tell me — and is 
anxious tn kerji rt. However, to go on. After stop- 
ping with ICIalii I'ukth that night — no doubt, as you say, 
pressure wa» [nit «jn Ihem then — Ihey went off, as agreed, 
to meet iiuktit Klian. but refused to go with him. Of 
course the prf/mise of their lives " 

" Then you were ncf^crtiating already? " • 

" Not exactly — tnit— Init 1 rouMn't have done with- 
out the promise unless Wilson had agreed to send out 
lroot>«. and he wfnildn't. S(j I had to give in, though 
personally I wmild a deal rather have brought the old 
man in dead, than alive. Well, I set off this morning 
with fifty of my horse and sent in the two messengers 
while I wailed (nxVkvXe. It was nearly two hours before 
they came t>ack, for the old man was hard to move. 
Zeenut Maihl was the screw, and when Bahadur Shah 
talked of his ancestors and wept, told him he should have 
thought of thai l^ore he let Bukht Khan and the army 
go. In fact she did the business for me; but she stipu- 
lated for a promise of life from my own lips. So I rode 
out ahmc to the causeway by the big gate — it is 3 splen- 
did jilace. sir; more like a mosque than a tomb, and 
drew up to attcnlton. Zeenul Maihl came out first, 
swinging along in her curtained dhooli. and Rujjub, who 
was beside me, called out her name and titles decorously. 
I couldn't help feeling it was a bit of a scene, you know ; 

• (Hodson In Us iSarf wm ihsl ihe promue wm »ittu«lly gJTni ftw 
rfayi Mora ibe eaptnfe. Tbit wu Ihe 3ibi. Ii mufi iherefote htre 
bfcn Kivm on ihc 19th. Mutl lii/ty in Klahi Biikih'i hoBM. If 10, oo 
Hodwn'i oiTD BuUiArily. Qu«r]'. Wm he there in penoQ Ti 
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" No doubt," interrupted the dying man gently. 
" Still, I'd have gone in his place." He lay still for a 
moment, then mnmiured to himself. " So he is on the 
way before me. Well! I don't think we can be unhappy 
after death. And. as for that poor lady — wlien you see 
her, Hodson, tell her 1 am sorry — sorry she hadn't her 
chance." The last words were once more murmured to 
himself and ended in silence. 

Kate Erlton, however, did not get the message which 
would, perhaps, have ended her lingering hope. Major 
Hodson was too busy to deliver it. Permission to cap- 
ture the Princes was given him that very night, and 
early the next morning he set off to Humayon's Tomb 
once more, with his two spies, his second in command, 
and about a hundred troopers. A small party indeed, to 
face the four or five thousand Palace refugees who were 
known to be in hiding about the tomb, wailing to see if 
the Princes could make terms like the King had done. 
But Hodson's orders were strict. He was to bring in 
Mirza Moghul and KJiair SuUan, ex-Commanders-in- 
Chief, and Abool-Bukr, heir presumptive, uncondition- 
ally, or not at all. 

The morning was deliciously cool and crisp, full 
of that promise of winter, which in its perfection of 
climate consoles the Punjabee for six months of purga- 
tory. The sun sent a yellow flood of light over the 
endless ruins of ancient Delhi, which here extend for 
miles on miles. A nasty country for skulking enemies; 
but Hodson's pluck and dash were equal to anything, 
and he rode along with a heart joyous at his chance; full 
of determination to avail himself of it and gain renown. 

Someone else, however, was early astir on this the 22d 
of September, so as to reach Humayon's Tomb in time 
to press on to the Kutb, if needs be. This was the 
Princess Farkhoonda Zamani. Ever since that d.iy. 
now more than a week past, when the last message to 
the city had warned her that the supreme moment for 
the House of Timoor was at hand, and she had started 
from her study of Holy Writ, telling herself piteously 
that she must find Prince AbooUBukr — must, at all sac- 
rifice to pride, seek him, since he would not seek her — 
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must warn him and keep his hand in liers again — she 
had been distracted by the impossibility of carrying out 
her decision. For. expecting an immediate sack of thf 
town, the Mufti's people had barricaded the only exit 
bazaar-ward, and when, after a day or two, she did suc- 
ceed in creeping out. it was to find the streets unsafe, the 
Palace itself closed against all. But now. at least, there 
was a chance. Like all the royal family, she knew of 
these two spies, Rujjub-Ali and Mirza Elahi Buksh, who 
was saving his skin by turning Queen's evidence. She 
knew of Hodson sahib's promise to the King and Queen. 
She knew that Abool-Bukr was still in hiding with the 
arch -offenders, Mirza Moghul and Khair Sultan, at 
Humayon's Tomb, Such an association was fatal; but 
if she could persuade him to throw over his uncles, and 
go with her, and if, afterward, she could open negotia- 
tions with the Enghshmen, and prove that Abool-Bukr 
had been dismissed from office on the very day of the 
death challenge, had been in disgrace ever since— had 
even been condemned to death by the King; surely she 
might yet drag her dearest from the net into which 
Zeenut Maih! had lured him — with what bait she scarcely 
trusted herself to think! The first thing to be done, 
therefore, was to persuade Abool to come with her to 
some safer hiding. She would risk all; her pride, her 
reputation, his very opinion of her, for this. And surely 
a man of his nature was to be tempted. So she put on 
her finest clothes, her discarded jewels, and set oflf about 
noon in a ruth — a sort of curtain-dhoolie on wheels 
drawn by oxen, gay with trappings, and set with jingling 
bells. They let her pass at the Delhi gate, after a brief 
look through the curtains, during which she cowered 
into a corner without covering her face, lest they might 
think her a man, and stop her. 

" By George! that was a pretty woman," said the 
English subaltern who passed her. as he came back to the 
guard-room. " Never saw such eyes in my life. They 
were as soft, as soft as — well! I don't know what. And 
they looked, somehow, as it they have been cr>'ing for 
years, and — and as if they saw — saw something, you 
know." 
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" They saw you — ^you sentimental idiot — ^that's enough 
to make any woman cry," retorted his companion. And 
then the two, mere boys, wild with success and high 
spirits, fell to horse-play over the insult. 

Yet the first boy was right. Newasi's eyes had seen 
something day and night, night and day, ever since they 
had strained into the darkness after Prince Abool-Bukr 
when he broke from the kind detaining hand and disap- 
peared from the Mufti's quarter. And that something 
was a flood of sunlight holding a figure, as she had seen 
it more than once, in a wild unreasoning paroxysm of 
sheer terror. It seemed to her as if she could hear those 
white lips gasping once more over the cry which brought 
the vision. ** Why didst not let me live mine own life, 
die mine own death? but to die — ^to die needlessly — to 
die in the sunlight perhaps." 

There was a flood of it now outside the ruth as it lum- 
bered along by the jail, not a quarter of a mile yet from 
the city gate. Half-shivering she j>eei>ed through the 
gay patchwork curtains to assure herself it held no 
horror. 

God and his Holy Prophet! What was tliat crowd on 
the road ahead? No, not ahead, she was in it, now, bo 
that the oxen paused, unable to go on. A crowd, a clus- 
ter of spear-points, and then, against the jail wall, an 
open space round another ruth, an Jilnglishman on foot, 
three figures stripped. No; not three! only two, for one 
had fallen as the crack of a carbine rang through the 
startled air. Two? But one, now, and that, oh! saints 
have mercy! the vision! the \\^vm\ It was Alxv>l, 
dodging like a liare, \)*t%%\nyi, Uir bare life; seeking it, at 
last, out of the sunshine, under the shadow of the nith 
wheels. 

" Abool ! A)xxA ! " she screamed " I am hero. 
Come! I am here." 

Did he hear the kind voice? He may bavo, for it 
echoed clear l>efore the third and final crack of tho car 
bine. .So clear that the driver, terrified leM it shoiild 
bring like punishment on him, drove his goad inf«> thr 
oxen; and the next instant they were caroonng m.-sdly 
down a wdc r^>ad, bumping over watorciM1nfc^ ?ind 
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ON THE FACE OF THE WATERS. 

ditches. But Newasi felt no more buffctings. She lay 
huddled up inside, as unconscious as that other figure 
which, by Major Hodson's orders, was being dragged 
out from under the wheels and placed upon it beside the 
two other corpses lor conveyance to the city. And none 
of all the crowd, ready — so the tale runs — to rescue the 
Princes lest death should be their portion in the future, 
raised voice or hand to avenge them now that it hai! 
come so ruthlessly, so wantonly. Perhaps the English 
guard at the Delhi gale cowed iheni, as it had cowed 
those who the day before had followed the King so far, 
then shmk away. 

So the little cortege moved on peacefully; far more 
peacefully than the other ruth, which, with its uncon- 
sciou.'i burden, was racing Kutb-ward as if it was 
afraid of the very sunshine. But the Princess Far- 
khoonda. huddled up in all her jewels and fineries, had 
forgotten even that : forgotten even that vision seen in it. 

But Hodson as he rode at ease behind the dead 
Princes seemed to court the light. He gloried in the 
deed, telling himself that " in less than twenty-four hours 
he had disposed of the principal members of the House 
of Timoor"; so fulfilling his own words written weeks 
before, " If I get into the Palace, the House of Timoor 
will not be worth five minutes' purchase, 1 ween." Tell- 
ing himself also, that in shooting down with his own 
hand men who had surrendered without stipulations to 
his generosity and clemency, surrendered to a hundred 
troopers when they had five thousand men behind them, 
he " had rid the earth of ruffians." Telling himself that 
he was " glad to have had the opportunity, and was 
game to face the moral risk of praise or blame." 

He got the former unstintingly from most of his fel- 
lows as, in triumphant procession, the Imdies were taken 
to the chief police station, there to be exposed, so say 
eye-witnesses, " In the very spot where, four months 
before. Englishwomen had been outraged and murdered, 

the very place where their helpless victims had lain." 

A strange perversion of the truth, responsible, per- 
haps, not only for the praise, but for the very deed itself; 
so Mohammed Ismail's barter ofhis trutli and soul lor 
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the lives oi the (ortv prisoner? al ihe Kolnab counted 
for DortHng in liit judgmeat of ii :- 

But Hodson lacked either jir.. 'm one 

man. Jc^n NichoUtm lay v.-" ..■.sent o( 

another world to l>e disturbed b\ ilaiu (jm-Mi-.m* in this; 
and when ihe next morning came, men. meeting «ich 
other, said sadly, " He is dead." 

Tlie news, brought to Kate Eriton by Captain Morc~ 
combe when he came over to report another failure, look 
the heart out of e^en her hope. 

" There is no use in iny staj-ing longer, I'm atraid," 
she said quietly. " Im only in the way. I will go back 
to Meerut; and then home — to the boy." 

" 1 think it would be best," he replied kindly. " I can 
arrange for you to start lo-niorrow morning. You will 
be Ihe betler for a change: it will help you to forget," 

She smiled a little bitterly ; but when ho had gone she 
set to wor1<, packing up such of her husband's things as 
she wished the boy to have with calm deliberation ; and 
early in the afternoon went over to the garden of her 
old house to get .some fresh flowers for what would be 
her last visit to that rear-guard of graves. To take, also, 
her last look at the city, and watch it grow mysterious in 
the glamour of sunset. Seen from afar it seemed un- 
changed. A mass of rosy light and lilac shadow, with 
the great white dome of the mosque hanging airily ahovp 
the smoke wreaths. 

Yet the end had come to its four montlis' dream an It 
had come to hers. Rebellion would linger long, hut its 
stronghold, its very raison d'Hre, was gone, And 
^^cmory would last longer still; yet surely it would not 
be all bitter. Hers was not. Then with a rush of real 
regret she thought of the peacclut roof, of old Tiddn, u( 
the Princess Farkhormda — Tara — Soma — of Sri Amuidn 
in his garden. Was she to go home to Hale, onug Kng- 
land, live in a suburb, and forget? T'orget all but the 
tr^edy! Yet even that held beautiful nit'niorie*. Alice 
Gissing under young Mainwaring's scarf, while lie lay at 
her feet. Her husband leaving a good name to hifl »on. 
Did not these things help to make the itory perfect? N'of 
not perfect. And with the remembrance her cye^ filled 




with sudden tears. There would always be a blank for 
her in the record. The Spirit which had moved on the 
Face of the Waters, bringing their chance of Healing and 
Atonement to so many, had left hers in tlie shadow. She 
had learned her lesson. Ah! yes; she had learned it. 
Ilut the chance of using it? 

As she sat on the plinth of the ruined veranda, watch- 
ing the city growing dim through the mist of her tears, 
John Nicholson's words came back to her once more, 
" If ever you have the chance "; but it would never come 

She started up wildly at the clutch of a brown hand 
on her wrist — a brown hand with a circlet of dead gold 
above it. 

" Come! " said a voice behind her; " come quick! he 
needs you." 

" Tara! " she gasped—" Tarat Is — is he alive then? " 

" He would not need the mem if he were dead," came 
the swift reply, Then with her wild eyes fixed on 
another gold circlet upon the wrist she held, Tara laughed 
slirilly. ■' So tlie mem wears it still. She has not for- 
gotten. Women do not forget, white or black " — with 
a strange stamp of her foot she interrupted herself 
fiercely — " come, I say, come ! " 

If there had been doubts as to the Rajpootni's 
sanity at times in past days, there was none now. A 
glance at her face was sufficient. It was utterly dis- 
traught, the clutch on Kate's arm utterly uncontrolled; 
so that, involuntarily, the latter sJirank back. 

" The mem is afraid." cried Tara exultantly. " So be 
it! I will go back and tell the master. Tell him I was 
riglil and he wrong, lor all the English he chattered. I 
will tell him the mem is not suttee — how could she 
be " 

The old taunt roused many memories, and made Kate 
ready to risk anything. " I am coming, Tara — but 
where?" She stood facing Ihe tall figure in crimson, 
a tall figure also, in white, her hands full of the roses 
she had gathered. 

Tara looked at her with that old mingling of regret and 
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approbalion, jealousy and pride. " Then she must come 
at once. He is dying — may be dead ere we get back," 

" Dead I " echoed Kate faintly. " Is he wounded 
then? " 

A sort of somber sullenness dulled the excitement of 
Tara's face. " He is ill," she replied laconically. Sud- 
denly, however, she burst out again: " The mem need not 
look so! I have done all— all she could have done. It 
is his fault. He will not take things. The mem can 
do no more; but 1 have come to her, so that none shall 
say, ■ Tara killed the master.' So come. Come quick! " 

Five minutes after Kate was swinging cityward in a 
curtained dhooli which Tara had left waiting on the road 
below, and trying to piece out a consecutive story from 
the odd jumble of facts and fancies and explanations 
which Tara poured into her car between her swift abuse 
of the bearers for not going faster, and her assertion that 
there was no need to hurry. The mem need not hope 
to save the Huzoor, since everything had been done. It 
seemed, however, that Tiddu had taken back the letter 
telling of Kale's safety, and that in consequence oE this 
the master had arranged to leave the city in a day or two, 
and Tiddu — born liar and gold grubber, so the Rajpootni 
styled him — had gone otT at once to make more money. 
But on the very eve of his going back to the Ridge. Jim 
Douglas had been struck down with the Great Sickness, 
and after two or three days, instead of getting better, 
had fallen — as Tara put it — into the old way. So far 
Kate made out clearly; but from this point it became 
difficult to understand the reproaches, excuses, pathetic 
assertions of helplessness, and fierce declarations that no 
one could have done more. But what was the use of the 
Huzoor's talking English all night? she said; even a sut- 
tee could not go out when everyone was being shot in the 
streets. Besides, it was all obstinacy. The master could 
have got well if he had tried. And who was to know 
where to find the mem? Indeed, if it had not been for Sri 
Anunda's gardener, who knew all the gardener folk, of 
course, she would not have found the mem even now; 
for she would never have known which house to inquire 
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at. Not that it would have mattered, since the mem 
could do nothing — nothing — nothing 

Kate, looking down on the bunch of white flowers 
which she had literally been too hurried to think of lay- 
ing aside, felt her heart shrink. They were rather a fate- 
ful gift to be in her hands now. Had they come there of 
set purpose, and wonld the man who had done so much 
for her be beyond all care save those pitiful offices of the 
dead? Still, even that was better than that he should lie 
alone, untended. So, urged hy Tara's vehement iipbraid- 
ings, the dhooH-h carers lurched along, to stop at last. It 
seemed to Kate as if her heart stopped also. She could 
not think of what might lie before her as she followed 
Tara up the dark, strangely familiar stair. Surely, she 
thought, she would have known it among a thousand. 
And there was the step on which she had once crouched 
terror-stricken, because she was shut out from shel- 
ter within. But now Tara's fingers were at the padlock, 
Tara's hand set the door wide. 

Kate paused on the threshold, feeling, in truth, dazed 
once more at the strange familiarity of all things. It 
seemed to her as if she had but just left that strip of roof 
aglow with the setting sun. the bubble dome of the 
mosque beginning to flush like a cloud upon the sky. 
But 'Tara, watching her with resentful eyes, put a differ- 
ent inteq)retation on the pause, and said quickly: 

" He is within. The mem was away, and it was 
quieter. But the rest is all the same — there is nothing 
forgotten — nothing." 

Kate, however, heard only the first words, and was 
already across the outer roof to gain the inner one. Tara, 
still beyond the threshold, watched her disappear, Ihen 
stood listening for a minute, with a face tragic in its in- 
tensity. Suddenly a faint voice broke the silence, and her 
hands, which had been tightly clenched, relaxed. She 
closed the door silently, and went downstairs. 

Meanwhile Kate, on the inner roof, had paused beside 
the low string bed set in its middle, scarcely daring to 
look at its burden, and so put hope and fear to the touch- 
stone of truth. But as she stood hesitating, 
querulous in its extreme weakness, said in Hindustani; 
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"It is too soon, Tara; I don't want anything; and — 
and you needn't wait — thank you." 

He lay witli his face turned from her, so she could 
stand, wondering how best to break her presence to him, 
noting with a faiUng lieart the curious slackness, the lack 
of contour even on that hard string bed. He seemed 
lost, sunk in it; and she had seen that sign so often o{ late 
that she knew what it meant. One thing was certain, 
he must have food^ — stimulants if possible — beiore she 
startled him. So she stole back to the outer roof, ex- 
pecting to find Tara there, and Tara's help. But the roof 
lay empty, and a sudden fear fest, after all, she had only 
come to see him die, while she was powerless to fight that 
death from sheer exhaustion, which seemed so perilously 
near, made her put down the bunch of flowers she held 
with an impatient gesture. What a fool she had been 
not to think of other things! 

But as she glanced round, her eye fell on a familiar 
earthenware basin kept warm in a pan of water over the 
ashes. It was full of ckikken-brdl. and excellent of its 
kind, too. Then in a niche stood milk and eggs — a bot- 
tle of brandy, arrow-root — everything a nurse could 
wish for. And in another, evidently in case the brew 
should be condemned, was a fresh chicken ready for use. 
Strange sights these to bring tears of pity to a woman's 
eyes; but they did. For Kate, reading between the lines 
of poor Tara's confusion, began to understand the 
tr^edy underlying those words she had just heard: 

" I don't want anything, Tara. And you needn't wait, 
thank you." She seemed to see. with a flash, the long, 
long days which had passed, with that patient, polite 
negative coming to chill the half distraught devotion. 

He must take something now. for all that. So. armed 
with a cup and spoon, she went back, going round the 
bed so that he could see her, 

" It is time for your food. Mr. firevman." she said 
quietly; " when you have taken some. I'll tell ynn every- 
thing. Only you must take this first." As she slipped 
her hand under him, pillow and all. to raine hiit head 
slightly, she could sec the pained, puzzled expression 
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narrow his eyes as he swallowed a spoonful. Then witli 
a frown he turned his head from her impatiently. 

" You must take three," she insisted ; *' you must, 
indeed, Mr. Greyman. Then I will tell you — even- 
thing." 

His face came back to hers with the faintest shadow 
of his old mutinous sarcasm upon it, and he lay looking 
at her deliberately for a second or two. " I thought you 
were a ghost," he said feebly at last; ** only they don't 
bully. Well! let's get* it over." 

The memory of many such a bantering reply to her 
insistence in the past sent a lump to her throat and kept 
her silent. The little low stool on which she had been 
wont to sit beside him was in its old place, and half- 
mechanically she drew it closer, and, resting her elbow 
on the bed as she used to do, looked round her, feeling 
as if the last six weeks were a dream. Tara had told 
truth. Everytliing was in its place. There were flowers 
in a glass, a spotless fringed cloth on the brass platter. 
The pity held in these trivial signs brought a fresh pang 
to her heart for tliat other woman. 

But Jim Douglas, lying almost in the arms of death, 
was not thinking of such things. 

** Then Delhi must have fallen," he said suddenly in 
a stronger voice. ** Did Nicholson take it?" 

" Ves," she replied quietly, thinking it best to be con- 
cise and give him, as it were, a fresh grip on facts. '* It 
has fallen. The King is a prisoner, the Princes have 
been shot, and most of the troops move on to-morrow 
toward Agra." 

It epitomized the situation beyond the possibility of 
doubt, and he gave a faint sigh. ** Then it is all over. 
Tm glad to hear it. Tara never knew anything; and it 
seemed so long." 

Had she known and refused to tell, Kate wondered? 
or in her insane a!)sorption had she really thought of 
nothing hut the chance Fate had thrown in her way 
of saving this man's life? Yes! it must have been very 
long. Kate realized this as she watched the spent and 
weary face before her. its bright, hollow eyes fixed on 
the glow which was now fast fading from the dome. 
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"All over!" he murmured to himself. "Well! I sup- 
pose it couldn't be helped." 

She followed his thought unerringly; and a g^eat pity 
for this man who had done nothing, where others had 
done so much, surged up in her and made her seek to 
show his fate no worse than others. Besides, this dis- 
couragement was fatal, for it pointed to a lack of that 
desire for life which is the best weapon against death. 
She might fail to rouse him, as those had failed who, but 
a day or two before, had sent a bit of red ribbon repre- 
senting the Victoria Cross to the dying Salkeld — the 
hero of the Cashmere gate — and only gained in reply a 
faint smile and the words, " They will like it at home." 
Still she would try. 

"Yes, it is over!" she echoed, "and it has cost so 
many lives uselessly. General Nicholson lost his trying 
to do the impossible — so people say." 

Jim Douglas still lay staring at the fading glow. 
" Dead! " he murmured. " That is a pity. But he took 
Delhi first. He said he would." 

" And my husband " she began. 

He turned then, with curiously patient courtesy. " I 
know. Nicholson wrote that in his letter. And I have 
been glad — glad he had his chance, and — and — made so 
much of it." 

Once more she followed his thought; knew that, 
though he was too proud to confess it, he was saying to 
himself that he had had his chance too and had done 
nothing. So she answered it as if he had spoken. 

" And you had your chance of saving a woman," she 
said, with a break in her voice, " and you saved her. It 
isn't much, I suppose. It counts as nothing to you. 

Why should it? But to me " .She broke off, lf>sing 

her purpose for him in her own bitter regret and vague 
resentment. " Why didn't you let thorn kill mo, and 
then go away?" she went on almost passionately. " Ft 
would have been better than saving mo to ronienibor 
always that I stood in your way — better than giving nio 
no chance of repaying you for all — ah! think how nitich! 
Better than leaving me alone to a new life — like — like all 
the others have done." 
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ON THE FACE OF THE WATERS. 

She buried her face on lier arm as it rested on the 
pillow with a sob. This, then, was the end, she thought, 
this bitter unavailing regret for both. 

So for a space there was silence while she sat with her 
face hidden, and he lay staring at that darkening dome. 
But suddenly she felt his hot hand find hers; so thin, so 
soft, so curiously strong still in its grip. 

" Give me some more wine or something," came his 
voice consolingly. "' I'll try and stop — if I can." 

She made an effort to smile back at him, but it was not 
very successful. His, as she fed him, was better; but it 
did not help Kate Eriton to cheerfulness, for it was 
accompanied by a murmur that the chikkcn-brSt was very 
different from Tara's stuff. So she seemed to see a poor 
ghost glowering at them from the shadows, asking her 
how she dared take all the thanks. And the ghost re- 
mained long after Jim Douglas had dozed off; remained 
to ask. so it seemed to Kate Eriton, every question that 
could be asked about the mystery of womanhood and 
manhood. 

But Tara herself asked none when in the first gray 
glimmer of dawn she crept up the stairs again and stood 
beside the sleepers. For Kate, wearied out, had fallen 
asleep crouched up on the stool, her head resting on the 
pillow, her arm flung over the bed to keep that touch on 
his hand which seemed to bring him rest. Tara, once 
more in her widow's dress, looked down on them silently, 
then threw her bare arms upward. So for a second she 
stood, a white-shrouded appealing figure against that 
dark shadow of the dome which blocked the paling 
eastern sky. Then stooping, her long, lissome fingers 
busied themselves stealthily with the thin gold chain 
about the sick man's neck; for there was something in 
the locket attached to it which was hers by right now. 
Hers, if she could have nothing else; tor she was suttee — 
suttee! 

The unuttered cry was surging through her heart 
and brain, rousing a mad exultation in her, when half 
an hour afterward she re-entered the narrow lane lead- 
ing to the arcaded courtyard with the black c^d shrine 
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hiding under the tall peepul tree. And what was lltal 
hanging over the congeries of roofs and stairs, the 
rabbit warren of rooms and passages where her pigc^>n- 
nest w*as perched? A canopy of smoke, and l>clow u 
leaping flaines. There were many wanton fires in Delhi 
during those first few days of license, and this was one of 
them; but already, in the dawn, English officers were at 
work giving orders, limiting the danger as much as |h)s- 
sible. 

** We can't save that top bit," said one at last, then 
turned to one of his fatigue party. ** Have you cleared 
everybody out, sergeant, as I told you? *' 

" Yes, sir! it's quite empty." 

It had been so five minutes before. It was not now; 
for that canopy of smoke, those licking tongues of flame, 
had given the last touch to Tara's unstable mind. She 
had crept up and up, blindly, and was now on her knrrs 
in that bare room set round with her one scrap of rnlf nro, 
ransacking an old basket for something which h«<l not 
seen the light for years, her scarlet tinsel-sot wrdclinif 
dress. Her hands were trembling, her wild ryrs l)l»/rci 
Hke fires themselves. 

And below, men waited calmly for the flameid ^f> rUim 
this, their last prize; for the turret stcxKl separated fi*f>ni 
the next house. 

"My God!" came an English voice, ^% ??f»mrthin:/ 
showed suddenly upon the rof>f. " I thoujafht yf»ii ^mk\ 
it was empty — and that's a woman ! " 

It was. A woman in a scarlet, tinsel-set rlfe«;<5, nnd nil 
the poor ornaments she possessed nprm hf»r widr^]>rf>;4d 
arms. So, outlined against the first sun-niy she stof.r|, 
her shrill chanting voice rising above the rf»«r nnd rush 
of the flames. 

"Oh! Guardians eight, of this world and Hi<» nort. 
Sun, Moon, and Air, Earth, Ether, Water, and mv r»wn 
poor soul bear witness! C>h! r>orr1 of rloHtb. Wwt wit- 
ness that I come. Day, Night, and Twilight *4;!v I .mi 
suttee." 

There was a louder roar, a stid<len leaping/ rrf the 
flames, and the turret sank inwarrlly. But the rlianttng 




voice cotdd be beard for a second in the increasing 
silence which followed. 

" Shive-jee hath saved His own," said the crowd, look- 
ing toward the unharmed shrine. 

And over on the other side of the city, Kate Erlton, 
roused by that same first ray of sunlight, was looking 
down with a smile upon Jim Douglas before waking him. 
The sky was clear as a topaz, the purple pigeons were 
cooing and sidling on the copings. And in the bright, 
fresh light she saw the gold locket lying open on the 
sleeper's breast. She had often wondered what it held, 
and now— thinking he might not care to find it at her 
mercy — stooped to close it. 

But it was empty. 

The STiap, slight as it was. roused him. Not, however, 
to a knowledge of the cause, for he lay looking up al her 
in his turn. 

" So it is all over," he said softly, but be said it with a 
smile. 

Yes! It was all over. Down on the parade ground 
behind the Ridge tlie bugles were sounding, and the men 
who had clung to the red rocks for so long were prepar- 
ing to leave them for assault elsewhere. 

But one man was taking an eternal hold upon them; 
for John Nicholson was being laid in his grave. Not in 
the rear-guard, however, but in the van, on the outer- 
most spur of the Ridge abutting on the city wall, within 
touch almost of the Cashmere gate. Being laid in his 
grave — by his own request— without escort, without 
salute; for he knew that lic had failed. 

So he lies there facing the city he took. But his real 
grave was in that narrow lane within the wails where 
those who dream can see him still, alone, ahead, with 
yards of sheer sunlight between him and his fellow-men. 

Yards of sheer sunlight between that face with its 
confident glance forward, that voice with its clear cry, 
"Conic on. men! Come on!" and those — the mass of 
men— who with timorous look backward hear in that 
call to go forward nothing but the vain regret for things 
familiar that must be left behind. "Going! Going! 
Gone t " 
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So. in a way, John Nicholson stands symbol of the 
many lives lost uselessly in the vain attempt to go for- 
ward too fast. 

Yet his voice echoed still to the dark faces and the 

light alike: 

"Come on, men! Lome onl" 



BOOK VI. 



APPENDIX A. 

/*yo/*i A. Dashe, ColUctor and Magistrate of Kwtfabpore, to 
K. Tape, Esq., CommissioHer oud SuptriutendetU of 
Kwdbabad, 

FoL No. O. 

Dated iitfa May. 1858. 

SiK : In reply to your No. 103 of the 20th April requesting me 
10 report on the course of the Mutiny in my district, the measures 
taken to suppress it, and ili effects, if any, on the judicial, execu- 
tive, and financial work under my charge, 1 have the honor to 
inclose a brief statement, which for convenience' sake I have 
drafted under the usual headings of the annual report which I ^^'as 
unabU to send in till last week. I regret the delay, but the pres- 
sure of work in the English office due to the revising of forfeiture 
and pension lists made it unavoidable. 

1 have the honor, etc., etc.. 

A. Dashe, Coll. and Magte. 

Introductory Remarks.* — So far as my district is concerned, 
the late disturbances have simply been a military mutiny. At no 
tune could they be truthfully called a rebellion. In the outlying 
posts, indeed, the people knew little or nothing of what was going 
on aiouiul them, and even in the towns resistance was not thought 
of until the prospect of any immediate suppression of the mutiny 
disappeared. 

'liie small force of soldiers in my district of course followed 
the example of their brethren. Nothing else could l>e expected 
from our position midway between two large cantonments; 
indeed the continuous stream of mutinous troops which passed 
up and down the main road during the summer had a decidedly 
bad effect. 

1 commenced to disperse the disturbers of the public peace on 

* Every statement in this supposed report has been gleaned from a 
niAl one, «ir fram oflicial |>af>enk puldished at the time. I am responsible 
luf iiulliiug but occa;»iuiially the wording. 
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the 2 1 St May. These were largely escaped felons from the Meerut 
jail ; and the fact that they were quite indiscriminate in their law- 
lessness enabled me to rally most of the well-doing people on my 
side. I hanged a few of the offenders, and having enlisted a small 
corps with the aid of some native gentlemen (whose names I 
append for reference), sent it out under charge of my assistant 
(I myself being forced throughout the whole business to remain 
at headquarters and keep a grip on things) to put down some 
Goojurs and other predatory tribes who took occasion to resort to 
their ancestral habits of life. 

No real opposition, however, was ever met with ; but in June 
(after our failure to take Delhi by a coup de main became known) 
there was an organized attempt to seize the Treasury. Fortu- 
nately I had some twenty or thirty of my new levy in headquarters 
at the time, so that the attempt failed, and I was able to bring one 
or two of the ringleaders (one, I regret to say, a man of consider- 
able importance in my district) to justice. 

I subsequently made several applications to the nearest canton- 
ment for a few European soldiers to escort mytreasure — some two 
lakhs — to safer quarters. But this, unfortunately, could not be 
granted to me, so I had to keep a strong guard of men over the 
money who might have been more useful elsewhere. 

Until the fall of Delhi matters remained much the same. Iso- 
lated bands of marauders ravaged portions of my district, often, I 
regret to say, escaping before punishment could be meted out to 
them. The general feeling was one of disquiet and alarm to both 
Europeans and natives. My table attendant, for instance, absented 
himself from dinner one day, sending a substitute to do his work, 
under the belief that I had given orders for a general slaughter of 
Mohammedans that evening. I had done nothing of the kind. 

After the fall of Delhi, as you are aware, the mutinous fugitives, 
some fifty or sixty thousand strong, marched southward in a com- 
pact body and caused much alarm. But after camping on the 
outskirts of my district for a few days, they suddenlv disappeared. 
I am told they dispersed during one night, each to nis own home. 
Anyhow they literally melted away, and the public mind seemed 
to become aware that the contest was over, and that the struggle 
to subvert British rule had ignominiously failed. Matters there- 
fore assumed a normal aspect, but I believe that there is more 
shame, sorrow, and regret in the hearts of many than we shall 
probably ever have full cognizance of, and that it will take years 
for the one race to regain its conOdence, the other its self-respect. 

Civil Judicature, — The courts were temporarily suspended for 
a week or two ; after that original work went on much as usual, but 
the appellate work suffered. There was an indisposition both to 
institute and hear appeals, possibly due to the total eclipse of the 
higher appellate courts. I myself had little leisure for civil cases. 
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Ppit-Offiee. — The work in this tleparlmeiit suffered oecasiojial 
lapses owing to Ihe murder ot solitary runners by lawless ruffians, 
but ihe service continued fairly eitident. An allempl was made, 
by the confiscalion of sepoys' lelters. to discover if any organwed 
plan of attack or resistance was in circulation, but nothing incriin- 
inalory was found, the correspondence consisting chiefly of love- 
letters. 

Financial.-'KX. one time the necessary cash for the pay of 

establishments ran short, but this was met by bills upon native 
bankers, who have since been repaid. 

Hospitals. — The dispensaries were in full working order through- 
out the year, and the number of cases treated— especially for 
wounds and hurts, many of them grievous— above the average. 

Health and Populitlion. — Both were normal, and the supply of 
food grains ample. Markets strong, and well supplied throughout. 
Some grain stores were burned, some plundered ; but. as a rule, if 
A robbed B, B in his turn robbed C. So the mailer adjusted 
itself. In many cases also, the booty was restored amicably when 
it became evident that Government could hold lis own. 

Agriculture. — Notwithstanding the violence ot contest, the 
many instances of plundered and burned villages, the necessary 
impressment of labor and cattle, and the license of mutineers con- 
sorting with felons, agricultural interests did not suffer. Plowinff 
and sowing went on steadily, and the land was well covered with 
a full winter crop. 

General Remarks. — Beyond these plundered and burned villages, 
which are siiil somewhat of an eyesore, though they are recovering 
themselves rapidly, the only result of the Mutiny to be observed 
in my district Is that money seems scarcer, and so the cultivators 
have to pay a higher rale of interest on loans. 

There are, of course, some empty chairs in the district durbar. 
I append a list of their late occupants also, and suggest that the 
vacancies might be filled from the other list, as some of those 
gentlemen who helped to raise the levy have not yet got chairs. 

In regard to future punishments, however. I venture to suggest 
that orders should be issued limiting the period during which 
mutineers can be brought to justice. If some such check on 
malicious accusation be not laid down we shnll have a fine crop of 
false cases, perjuries, etc.. since the lale disturbances have, natur- 
ally, caused a good mnny family differences. In view of this also. 
I believe it would be safest, in the event of such accusations in the 
future, 10 punish the whole village to which the alleged mutineer 
belongs by a heavy fine, rather Ihan to single out individuals as 
examples. In a case like the present it is extremely difficult to 
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exact prmortion ofguill attacbable lo each member 
ol the communily, and. even with the (ciy greatesl care, 1 find it 
b not always possible to hang the r^hl nun. And ihis it * 
difficolty which will increase as liiDe goes aa. 
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DELHt, Christmas Day. 1858. 

Dear Mrs. Erlton : I can scarcdy believe thai two whole 
years have passed since I helped you 10 decorate a Christ mas-tree 
in the Government college here. Those long months before the 
walls, and those others ol wild chase alter vanishing mutineers 
over half India seem to belong to someone else's existence now 
that 1 — and the world around me— arc back in the commonplaces 
of life. I was down to-day helping the chaplain's wile with 
another tree — she has a very pretty sister, by the way. just out (rom 
England — and I almost fancied as 1 looked into the dim screened 
veranda where we are going 10 have an enienainment. ihat I 
could see you sitting there wiih little Sonny Seymour on your lap 
as I found you that afternoon half asleep — that Intcnninable plav 
about the Lord of Life and Death (wasn't it ?j had been loo much 
for you. 

Well, 1 can only hope that Mr. Douglas' health and the pleas- 
ures of that Scotch home, of which you wrote nie such a delight 
lul description, uill allow of your returning to India sometime and 
giving me a «ghi ol you again. 

Meanwhile I am reminded that I sent you off a small parcel by 
last mail which I trust may arrive belore the wedding, as this 
should do. and convey to you the kindly remembrances of friends 
many thousand miles away. Not that you wilt need to be reminded. 
1 fancy that few who went through the Indian Mutiny will ever 
need ro have the faces and places they saw there recalled to their 
memory. Terrible as it was at the time, I myself feel that I would 
not willingly forget a single detail. So. being certain that it holds 
roar interest, your imagination also. I am inclosing something 
(or vou to read. Can you not imagine the Silent and Diffident 
DasiK wrilii^ it? I can, and the careful way in which he would 
order the gallows to be rcnioved and lay down his sword in favor 
.»»..._,_ _. .1 _ ...M. .. .. .. \QXi ^ff. he favors clemency 

t except those who have not 
mbcr hearing Hodson — sad. 
yAax. of dare-de\iiry— very 
aid about our ail being in a 
Not Dashe. 
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the story, as it were, since you left us. For th« resl, there is not 
much (o telt. You rememDer our old mess khSnsaman Numgal 
Kh&n? He turned up, with his bill, and out of pure delight 
insisted on feasting us so lavishly that we had to make him moder- 
ate his transports. Even with hatta and priie money we should 
all have been bankrupt, tike ihe royal family. I can't help pitying 
it. Of course we have pensioned the lot, but I expect precious 
little hard cash gets to some of those wretched women. One of 
them, no less a person than the Princess Karkhoonda Zamflni, 
thai beast Abool-Dukr's ally, has set up a girls' school in the city. 
If she had only befriended you instead of turtiin? you out to find 
your own fale, she would have done better for herself. Talking 
of friends and foes, it is rather amusing to find the villages full of 
men busy at their plows with a suspiciously military set about 
the shoulders, who. according to their own snowing, never wore 
uniform, or doffed it before the Mutiny began. I was much struck 
with one of these defaulters the other day; a big Rajpoot, who, 
but for his name, might have stood for the Laodicean sepoy you 
told me about. But names can be changed, so can faces ; and 
that reminds me that I had a petition from that old scoundrel 
Tiddu the other day — you know I have been put on to civil work 
lately, and shall end, I suppose, by being a Commissioner as well 
as a Colonel. He has had a grant of land given him for life, and 
he now wants the tenure extended in favor of one Jhungi, who, he 
declares, helped you in your marvelous escape. U seems there 
was another brother, one Bhungi, who — but 1 own to being a little 
confused in the mailer. Peih.tps you can set me straight. Mean- 
while, I have pigeon-holed the Jhungi-Bhungi claim until I hear 
from you. The old man was well, and .isked fervently after 
Sonny, who, by the way, goes home from Lucknow in the spring. 
I expect the Seymours are about the only family in India which came 
out of the business unscathed: yet they were in the thick of il. 
Truly Ihe whole thing was a mystery from beginning to end. I 
asked a native yesterday if he could explain it, but he only shook his 
bead and said the Lord had sent a " breath into the land." Itul ilie 
most remarkable thing to my mind about the whole affair is I lie 
rapidity with which it proved the stuff a man was made of. You 
can see that by looking into the cemeteries. India is a dead level 

I — L . . _i, .L_ i.__j_ .!._. ^j.^j above their fellows laid 

, Lawrence, Outram. The 
namet crowd to one's lips ; but they seem to begin and end with 
one— Nichobon I 

Wdl, good-byl I have not wished you luck— that goes with- 
'"utM^ng; bat tell Dourias I'm glad he had his chance, 
tver yours truly, 

Charles Morecohbe. 
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MISS STUART'S LEGACY 

Mrs. r. A. STEEL. 

Cloth. IZmo. pp. 460. SI.50. 



"A strong and vivid book." — The New Yurk Rteardtr. 

"A Ihoroughlf delightful story of life in Indift. . . The entire 
no»el ii inlercsting, while m^ny of the incidents are thrilling." — Puiiic 
Opinion. 

" There ii plenlj of strong writing and a well-conceived plot carefully 
wrought out in this story that are bound to lecuie the attention of the 
reader." — T)u Ckrislian IntcUigincir. 

" A Etory of British life in fndia which i* unusually good, . . The 
itrength of the itory lies in the study of characters, which is 6ne and 
highly sympathetic In its interest, and in the descriptions of Indian life. 
which seem mote realistic than any we have met with before." — TAe 
Cinannati Commercial Gautle. 

" Those who have read Mrs. F. A. Steel's short stories will be pre- 
pared to receive her novel. ' Miss Stuart's Legacy.' as very good, and no 
disappoinlment awaits them. . . There is no novel-writing English- 
wonun who has belter material than Mrs. Steel, and what other makes 
better use of such material than she has ? " — The Boston Herald. 

"'Miss Stuart's Legacy 'will be approved by all who read it. , . 
The plot ii cleverly wrought, the incidents are natural, and the strong 
story is well told. Mrs. Steel has given us not only an interesting novel, 
but a true picture of Indian life."— The Ntvi York World. 

" The story is a delightful one. with a good plot, an abundance of 
action and incident, welt and naturally drawn characters, excetleni in 
sentiment, and with a good ending. Its Interest begins with the open- 
ing paragraph and is well sustained to the end. Mrs. Steel touches all 
he* stories with the hand of a master, and she has yet to write one that 
iaioany way dullor uninlUMting."— rjf CtriViana/ %Vork. 



" A book of far more than average ability and, in fact, one of the beat 
stories of life in India among both the English residents and the higher 
class of natives that we have ever read. It is not only a deeply interest- 
ing story, but it is a most artistic and at times psychological study of 
character as original as it is of high literary excellence. • . There are 
some situations in the story that show the author's remarkable dramatic 
power for delineation, and her character-drawing is of unexcelled excel- 
lence." — The Boston HomeJoumaL 
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It is a deserved compliment to Mrs. Steel to say that her novel is an 
extremely able one, far above the average of similar work from writers 
as little known as she. Unless we are greatly mistaken she will find a 
ready public hereafter. ' Miss Stuart's Legacy ' is distinctly an artistic 
book. It is not only well constructed and well written, but the charac- 
ters are handled with great discrimination and with an equal strength 
and reticence which some older writers might imitate to good advantage. 
• . Mrs. Steel's facility in drawing a spirited picture with a few strokes 
of the pen is quite remarkable, and her style is at once lucid and pic- 
turesque. . . We shall look for another work from this author with 
interest." — The Boston Courier, 

*' To lay the scene of a novel in India is to start with a heavy handi- 
cap. . . Mrs. Steel is happily as unaffected by Mr. Kipling as if he 
had never existed. She has the characteristic gifts which distinguish the 
novelist from the writer of short stories — the gifts of devising and sus- 
taining a plot and of elaborating character. Her method is deliberate 
and thoughtful, without any appearance of striving for smartness or epi- 
gram. In incident she moves securely between the improbable and the 
commonplace, developing a drama not dependent for effect on detach- 
able situations or sudden explosion of passions. . . In drawing the 
Orientals, the author seems to step out from her nation and her race, and 
to become one of their own people. When to such uncommon ability 
for characterization there is added a knowledge in detail of Indian scenes, 
customs, and manners, and a pleasant manner in description, it cannot 
be denied that Mrs. Steel has, in her first book, we believe, made good 
a claim to distinction in her profession." — The Nation, 
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AND OTHER STORIES 
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" Each story in this volume is a literary gem, and the reader will find 
a strange, weitd fascination one very page." — Boslon Daily Advtrtistr. 

" All Mrs. Steel's stories are wonderfully clleclive and subtle, and are 
written with exceeding elegance. The lady gives us an acquaintaoce 
with the methods of thought of the Hindoos who follow Brahma or the 
Prophet scarcely obtainable elsewhere." — N. K. Timts. 

" Mrs. Steel has caught a glimpse or the mental operations of the fol. 
lowen of Brahma w Muhammed, which Kipling never had, and in the 
' Flower of Forgiveness ' (and a doien or more other short tales) reveals 
to us the poetic side of Ihe Hindoo's nature, u no other writer with 
whom we are Familiar has revealed it. These stories have the charm 
of mystical poetry ; lliey are studies in character, like nothing else in 
GODlemporary lilcralure." — Ckitago Evming Post. 

" Mrs. Flora A. Steel's ' Flower of Forgiveness ' contains more of the 
strong studies o[ life in India, of the great merit of which we have 
already spoken. There is found here as intimate knowledge of the sub- 
ject as that of Mr, Kipling, together wiih a vastly greater sympathy with 
e feeling and native suffering. The stories are intense, oflen tragic 
with the tragedy o( humble sacrifice and pain, and ysl with glimpses of 
Anglo-Indian fun here and there," — Tit Oultnok. 
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" Richness of description and dramatic power are the conspicuons 
traits called forth in Mrs. Steel's latest noy/ei.*'^ A idamy Tiwus-Uttwrn. 



•« 



A pure and very charming love story." — V^gue. 



*' The book has great literary excellence, and it is a pleasure to find 
in a modem novel humor without flippancy, and reflection without 
epigram." — Philadelphia Public Ledger. 

** This is one of Mrs. Steel's best works. The novel is an extremely 
able one, well written and intensely interesting." — New Haven Leader, 

*' It is much for her art that the tragic close seems as purely accidental 
as a real occurrence, and that the rest of the book is as wholesome, 
and sweet and fresh as the moorland air itself — and those who love 
Scotland know what this praise means." — Boston Evening Transcript, 

'* A love story, simple, sweet, and true, is a joy to all impressible 
young readers' hearts. A real fascination possesses every page of this 
novel. The story is artistically told, the construction is skillfully ingen- 
ious. The author's practiced pen achieves an efifective picture with few 
and rapid strokes, the narrative is animated and poetic in spirit, and the 
style is that of one accustomed to none but the best and purest forms of 
expression. The character-sketching is done with a delicacy of strength 
and a careless felicity that will delight all readers who partake of this 
choice banquet of ideal fiction." — Boston Courier, 
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TALES OF THE PUNJAB, 

TOLD BY THE PEOPLE. 

BY 

Flora Annie SteeU 

With Illustrations by J. LocKWOOD Kipling, C. I. E., and Notes by 
R. C. Temple. 

16mo, Cloth, Gilt. #2.00. 



" A book that will be welcomed no less eagerly by the children than 
by students of folklore from a scientific standpoint is Mrs. Steel's col- 
lection of Indian stories, entitled * Tales of the Punjab.' They were 
taken down by her from the very lips of the natives in some of the most 
primitive districts in India. Vet these tales, handed down solely by 
word of mouth from one generation to another, could hardly be distin- 
guished from those in a Teutonic collection like that of the Brothers 
Grimm ; and even closer examination serves only to impress upon us 
more strongly than ever before the unity of the great Indo-European 
family of nations." — Nashville Banner. 

" It is not often that a book will appeal at once to the child and the 
scientist. The stories of this collection will not only amuse the juveniles, 
but as unwitting revelations of the roots of Hindoo character and cus- 
toms, they would secure the attention of a Darwin/' — Chruiian Leader, 

"We know of nothing just like these stories in folklore literature, 
certainly of nothing more charming. The stories themselves, as they 
have been rendercrl by Mrs. Steel, will delight the children, and the 
notes by Mr. Temple will be found of great value by tlie students of 
folklore. Mr. Kipling's illustrations are eminently appropriate and 
lifelike." — Boston Daily Advertiser. 

" A more captivating fairy-boi'A for children could not be asked for, 
of writer, illustrator, or publisher."— /^<;i/^m Courier. 
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